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The  Chase  of  the  Golden  Plate. 

By    JACQUES    FUTRELLE. 


A  STORY  IN  THREE  PARTS. 


Part  II.— THE   GIRL   AND  THE   PLATE 


'  U      \i 


OW-BENT  over  the  steering- 
wheel,  the  Burglar  sent  the 
motorcar  scuttling  breath- 
lessly along  the  flat  road  away 
from  Seven  Oaks.  At  the 
first  shot  he  crouched  down 
in  the  seat,  dragging  the  Girl  with  him  ;  at 
the  second  he  winced  a  little  and  clenched 
his  teeth  tightly.  The  car's  headlights  cut 
a  dazzling  pathway  through  the  shadows,  and 
trees  flitted  by  as  a  solid  wall.  The  shouts 
of  pursuers  were  left  behind,  and  still  the 
Girl  clung  to  his  arm. 

"  Don't  do  that!"  he  commanded,  abruptly. 
"  You'll  make  me  smash  into  something." 

"  Why,  Dick,  they  shot  at  us ! "  she  pro- 
tested, indignantly. 

"Yes,  I  had  some  such  impression  myself," 
he  acquiesced,  grimly. 

"  Why,  they  might  have  killed  us  ! "  the 
Girl  went  on. 

"  It  is  just  barely  possible  that  they  had 
some  such  absurd  idea  when  they  shot," 
replied  the  Burglar.  "Suppose  you  never 
got  caught  in  a  pickle  like  this  before  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  never  did,"  replied  the  Girl, 
emphatically. 

The  whir  and  grind  of  their  car  drowned 
other  sounds — sounds  from  behind — but 
from  time  to  time  the  Burglar  looked  back, 
and  from  time  to  time  he  let  out  a  new  notch 
in  the  speed  regulator.  Already  the  pace  was 
terrific,  and  the  Girl  bounced  up  and  down 
beside  him  at  each  trivial  irregularity  in  the 
road,  while  she  clung  frantically  to  the  seat. 

"Is  it  neces.sary  to  go  so  awfully  fast  ?  " 
she  gasped  at  last. 

The  wind  was  beating  on  her  face,  her 
mask  blew  this  way  and  that,  the  beribboned 
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sombrero  clung  frantically  to  a  fast-falling 
strand  of  ruddy  hair.  She  clutched  at  the 
hat  and  saved  it,  but  her  hair  tumbled  down 
about  her  shoulders,  a  mass  of  gold,  and 
floated  out  behind. 

Tlie  Burglar  took  another  quick  look 
behind  ;  then  his  foot  went  out  against  the 
speed  regulator,  and  the  car  fairly  leapt  with 
suddenly-increased  impetus.  The  regulator 
was  in  the  last  notch  now,  and  the  car  was 
one  that  had  raced  at  Brooklands. 

"  Oh,  dear  !  "  exclaimed  the  Girl.  "  Can't 
you  go  a  little  slower  ?  " 

"  I^ok  behind  !  "  directed  the  Burglar, 
tersely. 

She  glanced  back  and  gave  a  little  cry. 
Two  giant  eyes  stared  at  her  from  a  few 
hundred  yards  away  as  another  car  swooped 
along  in  pursuit,  and  behind  this  ominously 
glittering  pair  was  still  another. 

"  They're  chasing  us,  aren't  they  ?  " 

"  They  are,"  replied  the  Burglar,  grimly ; 
"  but   if  these  tyres  hold  they  haven't   got 

a  chance.     A  breakdown  would "      He 

didn't  finish  the  sentence.  There  was  a 
sinister  note  in  his  voice,  but  the  Girl  was 
still  looking  back  and  did  not  heed  it.  To 
her  excited  imagination  it  seemed  that  the 
giant  eyes  behind  were  creeping  up,  and 
aj;ain  she  clutched  the  Burglar's  arm. 

"  Don't  do  that,  I  say,"  he  commanded. 

"But,  Dick,  they  mustn't  catch  us— they 
mustn't." 

"They  won't." 

For  a  time  the  Girl  silently  watched  him 
bending  over  the  wheel,  and  a  singular  feeling 
of  security  came  to  her.  Then  the  car  swept 
round  a  bend  in  the  road,  careening  perilously, 
and  the  glaring  eyes  were  lost. 
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"  I  never  knew  you  handled  a  car  so  well," 
she  said,  admiringly. 

"  I  do  lots  of  things  people  don't  know  I 
do,"  he  replied.   "Are  those  lights  stilPthere  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  goodness  I  " 

The  Burglar  touched  a  lever  with  his  left 
hand,  and  the  whir  of  the  machine  became 
less  pronounced.  After  a  moment  it  began 
to  slow  down.  The  Girl  noticed  it,  and  looked 
at  him  with  new  apprehension. 

They  ran  on  for  a  few  hundred  feet  ;  then 
the  Burglar  set  the  brake,  and  after  a  deal  of 
jolting  the  car  stopped.  He  leaped  out  and 
ran  round  behind.  As  the  Girl  watched  him 
uneasily  there  came  a  sudden  crash,  and  the 
car  trembled  a  little. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  she  asked,  quickly. 

"  I  smashed  that  tail  lamp,"  he  answered. 
"  They  can  see  it,  and  it's  too  easy  for  them 
to  follow." 

He  stamped  on  the  shattered  fragments  in 
the  road,  then  came  to  the  side  to  climb  in 
again,  extending  his  left  hand  to  the  Girl. 

"  Quick !  give  me  your  hand,"  he  re- 
quested. 

She  did  so  wonderingly,  and  he  pulled 
himself  into  the  .seat  beside  her  with  a  per- 
ceptible effort.  The  car  shivered,  then 
started  on  again,  slowly  at  first,  but  gathering 
speed  each  moment.  The  Girl  was  staring 
at  her  companion  curiously,  anxiously. 

"Are  you  hurt?  "  she  asked,  at  last. 

He  did  not  answer  at  the  moment,  not 
until  the  car  had  regained  its  former  speed 
and  was  hurtling  headlong  through  the  niglit. 

"  My  right  arm's  out  of  business,"  he  ex- 
plained briefly  then.  "  I  got  that  second 
bullet  in  the  shoulder." 

"Oh,  Dick  !  Dick  !  "  she  exclaimed;  "and 
you  didn't  say  anything  about  it.  You  need 
assistance." 

A  sudden  rush  of  sympathy  caused  her  to 
lay  her  hands  again  on  his  left  arm.  He 
shook  them  off  roughly,  with  something  like 
anger  in  his  manner. 

"  Don't  do  that !  "  he  commanded  for  the 
third  time.    "You'll  make  me  smash  the  car." 

Startled  a  good  deal,  and  shocked  by  the 
violence  of  his  tone,  she  recoiled  dumbly, 
and  the  car  swept  on.  As  before,  the 
Burglar  looked  back  from  time  to  time,  but 
the  lights  did  not  reappear.  For  a  long  time 
the  Girl  was  silent,  and  finally  he  glanced 
at  her. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  humbly. 
"  I  didn't  mean  to  say  it  just  that  way,  but — 
but  it's  true." 

"  It's  really  of  no  conse(]uence,"  she  replied, 
coldly.     "  I  am  sorry — very  sorry." 


"  Thank  you,"  he  replied. 

"  Perhaps  it  might  be  as  well  for  you  to 
stop  the  car  and  let  me  get  out,"  she  went 
on,  after  a  moment. 

The  Burglar  either  didn't  hear  or  wouldn't 
heed.  The  dim  lights  of  a  small  village  rose 
up  before  them,  then  faded  away  again  ;  a 
dog  barked  lonesomely  beside  the  road. 
The  streaming  lights  of  their  car  revealed  a 
tangle  of  cross  roads  just  ahead,  offering  a 
definite  method  of  shaking  off  pursuit. 
Their  car  swerved  widely,  and  the  Burglar's 
attention  was  centred  on  the  road  ahead. 

"Does  your  arm  pain  you?"  asked  the 
Girl  at  last,  timidly. 

"No,"  he  replied,  shortly.  "It's  a  sort 
of  numbness.  I'm  afraid  I'm  losing  blood, 
though." 

"  Hadn't  we  better  go  back  to  the  village 
and  see  a  doctor?  " 

"Not  this  evening,"  he  responded,  promptly, 
in  a  tone  which  she  did  not  understand.  "  I'll 
stop  somewhere  soon  and  bind  it  up." 

At  last,  when  the  village  was  well  behind, 
the  car  came  to  a  dark  little  road  which 
wandered  off  aimlessly  through  a  wood,  and 
the  Burglar  slowed  down  to  turn  into  it. 
Once  in  the  shelter  of  the  overhanging 
branches  they  proceeded  slowly  for  a  hun- 
dred yards  or  more,  finally  coming  to  a 
standstill. 

"  We  must  do  it  here,"  he  declared. 

He  leaped  from  the  car,  stumbled,  and  fell. 
In  an  instant  the  Girl  was  beside  him.  The 
reflected  light  from  the  car  showed  her  dimly 
that  he  was  trying  to  rise,  showed  her  the 
pallor  of  his  face  where  the  chin  below  the 
mask  was  visible. 

"  I'm  afraid  it's  pretty  bad,"  he  said, 
weakly.     Then  he  fainted. 

The  Girl,  stooping,  raised  his  head  to  her 
lap  and  pressed  her  lips  to  his,  feverishly, 
time  after  time. 

"  Dick  !  Dick  !  "  she  sobbed,  and  tears  fell 
upon  the  Burglar's  sinister  mask. 

II. 

When  the  Burglar  awoke  to  consciousness 
he  was  as  near  Heaven  as  any  mere  man 
ever  dares  expect  to  be.  He  was  comfortable 
— quite  comfortable— wrapped  in  a  delicious, 
languorous  lassitude  which  forbade  him  open- 
ing his  eyes  to  realization. 

Gradually  the  need  of  action — ^just  what 
action  and  to  what  purpose  did  not  occur  to 
him — impressed  itself  on  his  mind.  He  raised 
one  hand  to  his  face  and  touched  the  mask, 
which  had  been  pushed  back  on  his  forehead. 
Then  he  recalled  the  masked  ball,  the  shot, 
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the  chase,    the   hiding  in   the  wood.      He 
opened  his  eyes  with  a  start. 

"  Dick,  are  you  awake  ?  "  asked  the  Girl, 
softly. 

He  knew  the  voice,  and  was  content. 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  languidly. 

He  closed  his  eyes  again,  and  some  strange, 
subtle  perfume  seemed  to  envelop  him. 
He  waited.  Warm  lips  WL^rt;  pressed 
against  his  own,  thrilling  hi  in  strimguly, 
and  the  (i  id  rested  a  soft  cheek  against 
his. 

**\\'e  have  been  very  foolish,  Dick^^ 
she  said,  swiit;tly  chiding, 
after  a  moment  ^*  It  was 
all  my  fault  for  letting  you 
expose  yourself  to  danger; 
but  1  didn'i  dream  of  such 
a  thing  as  this  happen- 
ing. I  shall  never  forgive 
myself,  because *' 

**But "'*    he    began, 

protestingly. 

**Not      another      wortl 
about  it  now,"  she  hurried 


"Good  girl!" 

"  When  you  jumped  out  and  fainted  I 
jumped  out  too.  I'm  afraid  I  was  not  very 
clever,  but  I  managed  to  bind  your  arm.  I 
took  my  handkerchief  and  pressed  it  against 
the  wound  after  ripping  your  coat  ;  then  I 
bound   it    there.     It    stopped    the  flow  of 


'THE  GIRL,   STOOPING,   RAISED  HIS   HEAD. 


on.  "  We  must  go  very  soon.  How  do 
you  feel?" 

"  I'm  all  right,  or  will  be  in  a  minute," 
he  responded,  and  he  made  as  if  to  rise. 
"  Where  is  the  car  ?  " 

"  Just  here.  I  extinguished  the  lights  and 
managed  to  stop  the  engine,  for  fear  those 
horrid  people  who  were  after  us  might  notice." 


have 


blood ;    but    Dick,    dear,    you    must 
medical  attention  as  soon  as  jx)ssible." 

The  Burglar  moved  his  shoulder  a  little 
and  winced.  He  started  to  get  on  his  feel, 
then  dropped  back  weakly. 

"  Say,  girlie,"  he  requested,  "  see  if  you 
can  find  the  bag  in  the  car  there  and  hand  it 
out.     Let's  take  a  look," 
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There  was  a  rustle  of  skirts  in  the  dark- 
ness, and  after  a  moment  a  faint  muffled  clank 
as  of  one  heavy  metal  striking  dully  against 
another. 

*•  Goodness!"  exclaimed  the  Girl.  "It's 
heavy  enough.     What's  in  it  ?  " 

"  What's  in  it  ?  "  repeated  the  Burglar,  and 
he  chuckled.  *'  A  fortune  nearly.  It's  worth 
being  punctured  for.     Let  me  see." 

In  the  darkness  he  took  the  bag  from  her 
hands  and  fumbled  with  it  a  moment.  She 
heard  the  metallic  sound  again,  and  then 
several  heavy  objects  were  poured  out  on  the 
ground. 

"  A  good  fourteen  jiounds  of  pure  gold," 
commented  the  Burglar.  **  By  George  !  I 
have  only  one  match,  but  we'll  see  what  it's 
like." 

The  match  was  struck,  sputtered  for  a 
moment,  then  flamed  up,  and  the  Girl,  stand- 
ing, looked  down  upon  the  Burglar  on  his 
knees  beside  a  heap  of  gold  plate.  She 
stared  at  the  glittering  mass  as  if  fascinated, 
and  her  eyes  opened  wide. 

"  Why,  Dick,  what  is  that  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  It's  Randolph's  plate,"  responded  the 
Burglar,  complacently.  *'  I  don't  know  how 
much  it's  worth  but  it  must  be  several 
thousands  on  dead  weight." 

"  But  how  came  it  in  your  possession  ?  " 
the  Girl  insisted 

'*!  acquired  it  by  the  simple  act  of — of 
dropping  it  into  a  bag  and  bringing  it  with 

me.     That  and  you  in  the  same  evening " 

He  stretched  out  a  hand  toward  her,  but  she 
was  not  there.  He  chuckled  a  little  as  he 
turned  and  picked  up  eleven  plates,  one  by 
one,  and  replaced  them  in  the  bag. 

"  Nine—  ten — eleven,"  he  counted.  "  What 
luck  did  jw/  have?" 

"  Dick  Herbert,  explain  to  me,  please, 
what  you  are  doing  with  that  gold  plate.'' 
I'here  was  an  imperative  command  in  the 
voice. 

The  Burglar  paused  and  rubbed  his  chin 
thoughtfully. 

"  Oh,  I'm  taking  it  to  have  it  cleaned," 
he  responded,  lightly. 

"  Cleaned  ?  Taking  it  this  way  at  this 
time  of  the  night?" 

'•  (\»rtainly,"  and  he  laughed  pleasantly. 

"You  mean  you  —  you  —  you  stole  it?" 
The  words  came  with  an  effort. 

''Well,  I'd  hardly  call  it  that,"  remarked 
the  Burglar.  "That's  a  harsh  word.  Still, 
it's  in  my  possession  ;  it  wasn't  given  to  me, 
and  I  didn't  buy  it.  You  may  draw  your  own 
contusions." 

The  bag  lay  beside  him,  and  his  left  hand 


caressed  it  idly,  lovingly.     For  a  long  time 
there  was  silence. 

"What  luck  did  you  have?"  he  asked 
again. 

'I'here  was  a  startled  gasp,  a  gurgle,  and 
accusing  indignation  in  the  girl's  low,  tense 
voice. 

"You— you  stole  it!" 

"  Well,  if  you  prefer  it  that  way— yes." 

The  Burglar  was  staring  steadily  into  the 
darkness  toward  that  point  whence  came  the 
voice,  but  the  night  was  so  dense  that  not  a 
trace  of  the  Girl  was  visible.  He  laughed 
again. 

"  It  seems  to  me  I  was  lucky  I  decided  to 
take  it  at  just  this  time  and  under  these 
circumstance.s,"  he  went  on,  tauntingly — 
"lucky  for  you,  I  mean.  If  I  hadn't  been 
there  you  would  have  been  caught." 

Again  came  the  startled  gasp. 

"  What's  the  matter  ? "  demanded  the 
Burglar,  sharply,  after  another  silence.  "Why 
don't  you  say  something?" 

He  was  still  peering  unseeingly  into  the 
darkness.  The  bag  of  gold  plate  moved 
slightly  under  his  hand.  He  opened  his 
fingers  to  close  them  more  tightly.  It  was  a 
mistake.  The  bag  was  drawn  away ;  his 
hand  grasped — air. 

"  Stop  that  game,  now  ! "  he  commanded, 
angrily.     "  Where  are  you  ?  " 

He  struggled  to  his  feet.  His  answer  was 
the  crackling  of  a  twig  to  his  right.  He 
started  in  that  direction,  and  brought  up  with 
a  bump  against  the  car.  He  turned,  still 
groping  blindly,  and  embraced  a  tree  with 
undignified  fervour.  To  his  left  he  heard 
another  slight  noise,  and  ran  that  way. 
Again  he  struck  an  obstacle, 
to  say  things,  expressive 
things,  from  the  depths  of 
soul.  The  treasure  had  gone — disappeared 
into  the  shadows.  The  Girl  was  gone.  He 
called ;  there  was  no  answer.  He  drew  his 
revolver  fiercely,  as  if  to  fire  it,  then  recon- 
sidered and  flung  it  down  angrily. 

"  And  I  thought  /  had  nerve,"  he  declared. 
It  was  a  compliment. 

III. 

FlxTRAVAGANTLV  brilliant  the  sun  popped 
up  out  of  the  east — not  an  unusual  occur-' 
rence~and  stared  unblinkingly  down  upon  a 
country  road.  There  were  the  usual  twitter- 
ing birds  and  dew-spangled  trees  and  nodding 
wild  flowers ;  also  a  dust  that  was  shoe  top 
deep.  The  dawny  air  stirred  lazily,  and 
rustling  leaves  sent  long,  sinuous  shadows 
scampering  backwards  and  forwards. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Then  he  began 
things,  burning 
an   impassioned 


THE    CHASE    OF   THE    GOLDEN   PLATE. 


Looking  upon  it  all  without  enthusiasm  or 
poetic  exaltation  was  a  Girl— a  pretty  Girl — 
a  very  pretty  Girl.  She  sat  on  a  stone  beside 
the  yellow  roadway,  a  picture  of  weariness. 
A  rough  sack,  laden  heavily,  yet  economically 
as  to  space,  wallowed  in  the  dust  beside  her. 
Her  hair  was  tawny  gold  and  rebellious, 
vagrant  strands  drooping  listlessly  about  her 
face.  A  beribboned  sombrero  lay  in  her  lap, 
supplementing  a  certain  air  of  dilapidated 
bravado,  due  \w  part  to  a  short  skirt,  heavy 
gloves  and  boots,  a  belt  with  a  knife  and 
revolver. 

"Oh,"  she  sighed,  "I'm  so  tired  and 
hungry,  and  I  knoiv  I  shall  never  get  any 
where  at  all." 

But  despite  the  expressed  conviction,  she 
arose  and  plodded  off  through  the  dust  with 
the  bag  swinging  over  one  shoulder.  At  last — 
there  is  an  at  last  to  everything— a  small  house 
appeared  from  behind  a  clump  of  trees.  The 
Girl  looked  with  incredulous  eyes.  It  was 
really  a  house.  Really  !  A  tiny  curl  of 
smoke  hovered  over  the  chimney. 

"  Well,  thank  goodness,  Tm  somewhere, 
anyhow,"  she  declared,  with  her  first  show  of 
enthusiasm.  "  I  can  get  a  cup  of  coffee  or 
something." 

She  covered  the  next  fifty  yards  with  a  new 
spring  in  her  leaden  heels  and  with  a  new 
and  firmer  grip  on  the  precious  bag.  Then 
— she  stopped. 

"  Gracious  ! "  and  perplexed  -lines  suddenly 
wrinkled  her  brow.  "  If  I  should  go  in  there 
with  a  pistol  and  a  knife  they'd  think  I  was 
a  brigand  or— or  a  thief,  and  I  suppose  I 
am,"  she  added,  as  she  stopped  and  rested 
the  bag  on  the  ground.  "At  least,  I  have 
stolen  goods  in  my  possession.  Now,  what 
shall  I  say  if  they  ask  questions?  What  am 
I  ?  They  wouldn't  believe  me  if  I  told  them 
really  Short  skirt,  boots,  and  gloves.  1 
know.  I'm  a  bicyclist.  My  machine  broke 
down,  and " 

Whereupon  she  gingerly  removed  the 
revolver  from  her  belt  and  flung  it  into  the 
underbrush-  not  at  all  in  the  direction  she 
had  intended — and  the  knife  followed  to 
keep  it  company.  Having  relieved  herself  of 
these  sinister  things,  she  straightened  her  hat, 
pushed  back  the  rebellious  hair,  tugged  at 
her  skirt,  and  walked  bravely  up  to  the  little 
house. 

An  Angel  lived  there — an  Angel  in  a  dizzily 
bcflowercd  wrapper  and  a  crabbed  exterior. 
She  listened  to  a  rapidly-constructed  and 
wholly  inconsistent  story  of  a  bicycle  accident, 
which  ended  with  a  plea  for  a  cup  of  coffee, 
and  silently  proceeded  to  prepare  it.     After 


the  pot  was  bubbling  cheerfully,  and  eggs 
had  been  put  on,  and  biscuits  thrust  into  an 
oven  to  be  warmed,  the  Angel  sat  down  at 
the  table  opposite  the  Girl. 

"What  have  you  got  in  the  bag?"  the 
Angel  asked. 

"  Some — some — just  some — stuff,"  stam- 
mered the  Girl,  and  her  face  suddenly  flushed 
crim.son 

"What  kind  of  stuff?'' 

The  Girl  looked  into  the  frankly  inquisi- 
tive eyes,  and  was  overwhelmed  by  a  sense 
of  her  own  helplessness.  Tears  started,  and 
one  pearly  drop  ran  down  her  perfect  nose 
and  splashed  into  the  coffee.  That  was  the 
last  straw.  She  leaned  forward  suddenly 
with  her  head  on  her  arms  and  wept. 

"  Please — please  don't  ask  questions  I  " 
she  pleaded.  "  I'm  a  poor,  foolish,  helpless, 
misguided,  disillusioned  woman." 

"  Yes'm,"  said  the  Angel.  She  took  up 
the  eggs ;  then  came  over  and  put  a  kindly 
arm  about  the  Girl's  shoulders.  "There — 
there,"  she  said,  soothingly.  "  Don't  take  on 
like  that.  Drink  some  coffee  and  eat  a  bit, 
and  you'll  feel  better." 

"  I  have  had  no  sleep  at  all  and  no  food 
since  yesterday,  and  I've  walked  miles  and 
miles  and  miles,"  the  Girl  rushed  on,  fever- 
ishly.    "It's  all  because — because "  She 

stopped  suddenly. 

"  Eat  something,"  commanded  the  Angel. 

The  Girl  obeyed.  The  coffee  was  weak 
and  muddy  and  delightful ;  the  biscuits  were 
yellow  and  lumpy  and  exquisitely  delicious ; 
the  eggs  were  eggs.  The  Angel  sat  opposite 
and  watched  the  Girl  as  she  ate. 

She  finished  the  breakfast  in  silence,  and 
leaned  back  with  some  measure  of  returning 
content  in  her  soul. 

"  In  a  hurry  ?  "  asked  the  Angel. 

"  No  ;  I  have  no  place  to  go  to.  What  is 
the  nearest  village  or  town  !  " 

"  Watertown  ;  but  you'd  better  stay  and 
rest  awhile.     You  look  all  washed  out." 

"  Oh,  thank  you  so  much,"  said  the  Girl, 
gratefully.  "But  it  would  be  so  much 
trouble  for " 

The  Angel  picked  up  the  bag,  shook  it 
inquiringly,  then  started  toward  the  short 
stairs  leading  up. 

"  Please— plea.se  !  "  exclaimed  the  Girl, 
suddenly.    "  I — I — let  me  have  that,  please." 

The  Angel  relinquished  the  bag  without  a 
word.  The  Girl  took  it  tremblingly  ;  then, 
suddenly  dropping  it,  clasped  the  Angel  in  her 
arms  and  placed  upon  her  unresponsive  lips 
a  kiss  for  which  a  mere  man  would  have 
endangered  his  immortal  soul.     The  Angel 
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"she  camf.  over  and  put  a  kindly  arm  about  the  girl's  shoulders." 


wiped  her  mouth  with  the  back  of  her  hand, 
and  went  on  up  the  stairs,  with  the  Girl 
following. 

For  a  time  the  Girl  lay,  with  wet  eyes,  on 
a  clean  little  bed,  thinking.  Humiliation, 
exhaustion,  man's  perfidy,  disillusionment, 
and  the  kindness  of  an  utter  stranger  all 
occupied  her  until  she  fell  asleep. 

When  she  awoke  the  room  was  quite  dark. 
She  sat  up,  a  little  bewildered  at  first,  then 
she  remembered.  After  a  moment  she  heard 
the  voice  of  the  Angel  below.  It  rippled  on 
querulously ;  then  she  heard  the  gruff  voice 
of  a  man  :  — 

"  Diamond  rings  ?  " 

The  Girl  sat  up  in  bed  and  listened  intently. 
Involuntarily  her  hands  were  clasped  together. 
Her  rings  were  still  there.  1  he  Angel's  voice 
went  on  for  a  moment  again. 

"Something  in  a  bag?"  inquired  the  mnn. 

Again  the  Angel  spoke. 

Terror  seized  upon  the  Girl  ;  imagination 
ran  riot,  and  she  rose  from  the  bed  trembling. 
She  groped  about  the  dark  little  room  noise- 
lessly. Every  shadow  lent  her  new  fears. 
Then  from  below  came  the  sound  of  heavy 
footsteps.  She  listened  fearfully.  They  came 
on  toward  the  stnirs,  then  paused.  A  match 
was  struck,  and  the  step  sounded  on  the  stairs. 


After  a  moment  ihere  was 
a  knock  at  the  door,  a  pause, 
then  another  knock.  Finally 
I  be  door  was  pushed  open, 
and  a  huge  figure— the  figure 
of  a  man  — appeared,  shelter- 
ing a  candle  with  one  hand. 
He  peered  about  the  room 
as  if  |)erplexed. 

"  Ain't  nobody  up  here," 
he  called  gruffly 
down  the  stairs. 

There  was  a 
sound  of  hurrying 
feet,  and  the  Angel 
entered,  her  face 
distorted  by  the 
flickering  candle- 
light. 

"Goodness 
gracious  !  "  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"Went  a  w  a  y 
without  even  saying 
thank  you," 
grumbled  the  man. 
He  crossed  the 
room  and  closed  a 
window.  "You 
ain't  got  no  bettei 
sense  than  a  chicken,"  he  told  the  Angel. 
"  Take  in  anybody  that  comes." 

IV. 

If  Willie's  little  brother  hadn't  had  a  pain  in 
his  tummy  this  story  might  have  gone  by 
other  and  devious  ways  to  a  different  con- 
clusion. But  fortunately  he  had  one,  so  it 
happened  that  at  precisely  8.47  o'clock  of  a 
warm  evening  Willie  was  racing  madly  along 
a  side  street  of  Watertown,  bound  to  a 
chemist's  shop,  when  he  came  face  to  face 
with  a  Girl — a  pretty  Girl— a  very  pretty 
Girl.  She  was  carrying  a  bag  that  clanked 
a  little  at  each  step. 

"Oh,  little  boy  !"•  she  called,  "could  you 
tell  me,  please,  where  a  lady  unattended 
might  get  a  night's  lodging  somewhere  near 
here?" 

"  Eh  ?  "  gurgled  Willie,  suspiciously. 

Wearily  the  Girl  repeated  it  all,  and  at 
its  end  Willie  giggled  It  was  the  moht 
exasperating  incident  of  a  long  series  ol 
exasperating  incidents,  and  the  Girl's  grip  on 
the  bag  tightened  a  little.  Willie  never  knew 
how  nearly  he  came  to  being  hammered  to 
death  with  fourteen  pounds  of  solid  gold. 

"  Can't  you  think  of  an  hotel  or  boarding- 
house  near  by  ?  "  the  Girl  insisted 
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"  Dunno,"  replied  Willie.  "  rm  going  to 
the  chemist's  for  a  pair  o'  gorrick." 

The  Girl  bit  her  lip,  and  that  act  probably 
saved  Willie  from  the  dire  consequences  of 
his  unconscious  levity,  for  after  a  moment 
the  Girl  laughed  aloud 

"  Where  is  the  shop  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Round  the  comer.     Fm  going." 

"  ril  go,  too,  if  you  don't  mind,"  the  Girl 
said,  and  she  turned  and  walked  beside  him. 
Perhaps  the  shopman  would  be  able  to 
illuminate  the  situation. 

When  she  entered  the  chemist's  shop  she 
walked  with  a  lighter  step,  and  there  was  the 
trace  of  a  smile  about  her  pretty  mouth.  A 
shopman,  the  only  attendant,  came  forward. 

"  1  want  a  pair  o'  gorrick,"  Willie 
announced. 

The  Girl  smiled,  and  the  shopman,  paying 
no  attention  to  the  boy,  went  towards  her. 

"  Better  attend  to  him  first,"  she  suggested, 
"  It  seems  urgent." 

The  shopman  turned  to  Willie. 

"  Paregoric  ?  "  he  inquired.  "  How 
much  ?  " 

"About  a  quart,  1  reckin,"  replied  the 
boy.     "  Is  that  enough  ?  " 

"Quite  enough,"  commented  the  shop- 
man. He  disappeared  behind  the  prescription 
screen,  and  returned  after  a  moment  with  a 
small  phial.  The  boy  took  it,  handed  over 
a  coin,  and  went  out  whistling. 

"  Now,  madam  ?  "  inquired  the  shopman, 
suavely. 

"  I  only  want  some  information,"  she  re- 
plied. "  I  was  out  on  my  bicycle  " — she 
gulped  a  little — "  when  it  broke  down,  and 
ril  have  to  stay  here  overnight,  I'm  afraid. 
Can  you  direct  me  to  a  quiet  hotel  or  board- 
ing-house where  I  might  stay  ?" 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  shopman,  briskly. 
"The  Stratford,  just  a  little  way  up  this 
street.  Explain  the  circumstances,  and  it 
will  be  all  right,  I'm  sure." 

The  Girl  smiled  at  him  again  and  cheer- 
fully went  her  way,  leaving  him  to  dream 
strange  dreams.  That  small  boy  had  been 
a  leaven  to  her  drooping  spirits.  She  found 
the  Stratford  without  difficulty,  and  told  the 
usual  bicycle  lie  with  a  natural  growth  of 
detail  and  a  burning  sense  of  shame.  She 
entered  her  name  as  Elizabeth  Carlton,  and 
was  shown  to  a  modest  little  room.  For  an 
hour  or  more  she  considered  the  situation  in  all 
its  hideous  details,  planning  her  desolate  future 
— women  like  to  plan  desolate  futures ;  then 
her  eye  chanced  to  fall  upon  an  after- 
noon paper,  which,  with  glaring  headlines, 
announced  the  theft  of  the  Randolph  gold 

Vol.  XXXV.- 2t 


plate.  She  read  it.  It  told,  with  startling 
detail,  things  that  had  and  had  not  happened 
in  connection  therewith. 

This  comprehended  in  all  its  horror,  she 
promptly  arose  and  hid  the  bag  between  the 
mattress  and  the  springs.  Soon  after  she 
extinguished  the  light  and  retired,  with  little 
shivers  running  up  and  down  all  over  her. 
She  snuggled  her  head  down  under  the  quilt. 
She  didn't  sleep  much— she  was  still  thinking 
— but  when  she  arose  next  morning  her  mind 
was  made  up. 

First  she  placed  the  eleven  gold  plates  in 
a  heavy  cardboard  box,  then  she  bound  it 
securely  with  brown  paper  and  twine,  and 
addressed  it  to  Steven  Randolph,  Seven  Oaks, 
near  Merton.  She  had  sent  packages  before, 
and  knew  how  to  proceed ;  therefore,  when 
the  necessity  of  writing  a  name  in  the  upper 
left-hand  comer  appeared— the  sender — she 
wrote  in  a  bold,  desperate  hand,  "John 
Smith,  Watertown." 

When  this  was  all  done  to  her  satisfaction 
she  tucked  the  package  under  one  arm,  tried 
to  look  as  if  it  was  not  heavy,  and  sauntered 
downstairs  with  outward  self-possession  and 
inward  apprehension.  She  faced  the  clerk 
cordially,  while  a  singularly  distracting  smile 
curled  her  lips. 

"  My  bill,  please  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Ten  shillings,  madam,"  he  responded, 
gallantly. 

"  I  don't  happen  to  have  any  money  with 
me,"  she  explained,  charmingly.  "  Of  course,  I 
had  expected  to  go  back  on  my  bicycle,  but, 
since  it  is  broken,  perhaps  you  would  be  will- 
ing to  take  this  until  I  return  to  the  city  and 
can  post  a  cheque  ?  '* 

She  drew  a  diamond  ring  from  an  aristo- 
cratic finger  and  offered  it  to  the  clerk.  He 
blushed  furiously,  and  she  reproved  him  for 
it  with  a  cold  stare. 

"It's  quite  irregulaf,"  he  explained,  "but 
of  course,  under  the  circumstances,  it  will  be 
all  right.  It  is  not  necessary  for  us  to  keep 
the  ring  at  all  if  you  will  give  us  your  address." 

"  I  prefer  that  you  keep  it,"  she  insisted, 
firmly,  "  for,  besides,  I  shall  have  to  ask  you 
to  let  me  have  enough  to  take  me  back  to 
the  city — ten  shillings.  Of  course,  it  will  be 
all  right ! " 

It  was  half  an  hour  before  the  clerk  fully 
awoke.  He  had  given  the  Girl  four  real  half- 
crowns,  and  held  her  ring  clasped  firmly  in 
one  hand.  She  was  gone.  She  might  just 
as  well  have  taken  the  hotel  along  with  her 
so  far  as  any  objection  from  that  clerk  would 
have  been  concerned. 

For  several  streets  she  walked  on.^  Finally 
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her  eye  was  attracted  by  a  *'To  let "  sign  on 
a  small  house — it  was  No.  410,  High  Street 
She  walked  in  through  a  gate  cut  in  the  solid 
wall  of  stone  and  strolled  up  to  the  house. 
Here  she  wandered  about  for  a  time,  inci- 
dentally tearing  off  the  ''  To  let  "  sign,  then 
came  down  the  path  toward  the  street  again. 
Just  inside  the  stone  fence  she  left  her 
package,  after  scribbling  the  name  of  the 
street  on  it  with  a  pencil.  Two  half  crowns 
lay  on  the  top.     She  hurried  out  and  along 


the  street  to  a  small  grocery  and  post-office. 
"  Will  you  please  telephone  to  the  carrier 
company  to  send  a  van  to  No.  410,  High 
Street,  for  a  package  ?  "  she  asked  sweetly  of 
a  heavy-voiced  grocer. 

"  Certainly,  ma'am,"  he  responded,  with 
alacrity. 

She  paused  until  he  had  done  as  she 
requested,  then  dropped  into  a  confectioner's 
for  a  cup  of  coffee.  She  lingered  there  for  a 
long  time,  and  then  went  out  to  spend  the 
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greater  part  of  the  day  wandering  up  and 
down  High  Street.  At  last  a  van  drove 
up,  the  driver  went  in,  and  returned  after  a 
little  while  with  the  package. 

"And,  thank  goodness,  that's  off  my 
hands,"  sighed  the  Girl.  "  Now  Fm  going 
home." 

Late  that  Saturday  evening  Miss  DoUie 
Meredith  returned  to  the  home  of  the 
Greytons,  and  was  clasped  to  the  motherly 
bosom  of  Mrs.  Greyton,  where  she  wept 
unreservedly. 

V. 

It  was  late  Sunday  afternoon.  Hutchinson 
Hatch  did  not  run  lightly  up  the  steps  of  the 
Greyton  home  and  toss  his  cigar  away  as  he 
rang  the  bell.  He  did  go  up  the  steps,  but 
it  was  reluctantly,  dragging  one  foot  after  the 
other,  this  being  an  indication  rather  of  his 
mental  condition  than  of  physical  weariness. 
He  did  not  throw  away  his  cigar  as  he  rang 
the  bell,  because  he  wasn't  smoking ;  but  he 
did  ring  the  bell.  The  maid  whom  he  had 
seen  on  his  previous  visit  opened  the  door. 

"  Is  Mrs.  Greyton  in  ?  "  he  asked,  with  a 
nod  of  recognition. 

"  No,  sir." 

"Did  Mr.  Meredith  arrive  from  Birming- 
ham ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir  :  last  midnight." 

"Ah!     Is/fcrin?" 

"No,  sir." 

The  reporter's  disappointment  showed 
clearly  in  his  face. 

"  I  don't  suppose  you've  heard  anything 
further  from  Miss  Meredith?"  he  ventured, 
hopelessly. 

"  She's  upstairs,  sir." 

Anyone  who  has  ever  stepped  on  a  tack 
knows  just  how  Hatch  felt.  He  didn't  stand 
on  the  order  of  being  invited  in ;  he  went  in. 
Being  in,  he  extracted  a  plain  visiting-card 
from  his  pocket-book  with  twitching  fingers, 
and  handed  it  to  the  waiting  maid. 

"  When  did  she  return  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I^st  night,  aboiit  nine,  sir." 

"Where  has  she  been?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir." 

"  Kindly  hand  her  my  card,  and  explain  to 
her  that  it  is  imperative  that  I  should  see  her 
for  a  few  minutes,"  the  reporter  went  on. 
"  Impress  upon  her  the  absolute  necessity  of 
this.  By  the  way,  I  suppose  you  know  where 
I  come  from,  eh  ?  " 

"  Police  head-quarters  ;  yes,  sir." 

Hatch  tried  to  look  like  a  detective,  but 
a  gleam  of  intelligence  in  his  face  almost 
betrayed  him. 


"You  might  intimate  as  much  to  Miss 
Meredith,"  he  instructed  the  maid,  calmly. 

After  a  minute  or  so  the  maid  reappeared 
to  state  that  Miss  Meredith  would  see 
him. 

Hatch  received  the  message  gravely,  and 
beckoned  mysteriously  as  he  sought  for  a 
coin  in  his  pocket. 

"  Have  you  any  idea  where  Miss  Meredith 
was?" 

"No,  sir.  She  didn't  even  tell  Mrs. 
Greyton  or  her  father." 

"  What  was  her  appearance  ?  " 

"  She  seemed  very  tired,  sir.  and  hungry. 
She  still  wore  the  masked  ball  costume." 

The  coin  changed  hands,  and  Hatch  was 
left  alone  again.  There  was  a  long  wait, 
then  a  rustle  of  skirts,  a  light  step,  and  Miss 
Dollie  Meredith  entered. 

"  I  presume,  Miss  Meredith,"  said  Hatch, 
solemnly,  "that  the  maid  informed  you  of 
my  identity  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Dollie,  weakly.  "  She  said 
you  were  a  detective." 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  the  reporter,  meaningly ; 
"then  we  understand  each  other.  Now,  Miss 
Meredith,  will  you  tell  me,  please,  just  where 
you  have  been  ?  " 

"  No ! " 

The  answer  was  so  prompt  and  so  emphatic 
that  Hatch  was  a  little  disconcerted.  He 
cleared  his  throat  and  started  over  again. 

"  Will  you  inform  me,  then,  in  the  interests 
of  justice,  where  you  were  on  the  evening  of 
the  Randolph  ball?"  An  ominous  threat 
lay  behind  the  words.  Hatch  hoped  she 
believed. 

"  I  will  not." 

"  Why  did  you  disappear  ?  " 

"  I  will  not  telV  you." 

Hatch  paused  to  readjust  himself.  He 
was  going  at  things  backwards.  When  next 
he  spoke  his  tone  had  lost  the  official  ring 
— he  talked  like  a  human  being. 

"  May  I  ask  if  you  happen  to  know 
Richard  Herbert?" 

The  pallor  of  the  girl's  face  was  relieved  by 
a  delicious  sweep  of  colour. 

"  I  will  not  tell  you,"  she  answered. 

"And  if  I  say  that  Mr.  Herbert  happens 
to  be  a  friend  of  mine  ?  " 

"Well,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourself." 

Two  distracting  blue  eyes  were  staring  him 
out  of  countenance  ;  two  scarlet  lips  were 
drawn  tightly  together  in  reproof  of  a  man 
who  boasted  such  a  friendship  ;  two  cheeks 
flamed  with  indignation  that  he  should  have 
mentioned  the  name.     Hatch  floundered  for 
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a  moment,  then  cleared  his  throat  and  took 
a  fresh  start. 

"  Will   you   deny  that   you   saw   Richard 
Herbert  on  the  evening  of  the  masked  ball  ? ' 


"  You  will  admit  that  you  know  the  man 
was  in  Burglar's  garb,  and  that  the  woman 
was  dressed  in  a  Western  costume  ?  " 

"  The    newspapers    say    that,    yes,"    she 
replied,  sweetly. 

"You  know,  too,  that 
Richard  Herbert  went  to 
that  ball  in  Burglar's  garb, 
and  that  you  went  there 
dressed  as  a  Western  Girl  ?  " 

The  reporter's  tone  was 
strictly  professional  now. 

Dollie  stared  into  the 
stem  face  of  her  interro- 
gator, and  her  courage  oozed 
away.  The  colour  left  her 
face  and  she  wept  violently. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon," 
Hatch  expostulated.  "  I  beg 
your  pardon.  "  I  didn't 
mean  it  just  that  way, 
but " 


*W1LL  YOU  DENY  THAT  YOU  SAW  RICHAKD  HBKBERT  ON  THE  EVENING  OF 
THE   MASKED   BALL?" 


"  I  will  not." 

"  Will  you  admit  that  you  saw  him  ?  " 

"  I  will  not." 

"  Do  you  know  that  he  was  wounded  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

Now,  Hatch  had  always  held  a  vague  theory 
that  the  easiest  way  to  make  a  secret  known 
was  to  entrust  it  to  a  woman.  At  this  point 
he  revised  his  methods. 

"  Miss  Meredith,"  he  said,  soothingly,  after 
a  pause,  "  will  you  admit  or  deny  that  you 
ever  heard  of  the  Randolph  robbery  ?  " 

"I  will  not,"  she  began.  Then,  "Cer- 
tainly 1  know  of  it." 

"  You  know  that  a  man  and  a  woman  are 
accused  of  and  sought  for  the  theft  ?  " 

"Yes,  1  know  that." 


He  stopped  helplessly, 
and  stared  at  this  wonderful 
woman  with  the  red  hair. 
Of  all  things  in  the  world, 
tears  were  quite  the  most 
disconcerting. 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,"  he 
repeated,  awkwardly. 

Dollie  looked  up  with 
tear-stained,  pleading  eyes, 
then  arose  and  placed  both 
her  hands  on  Hatch's  arm. 
It  was  a  pitiful,  helpless 
sort  of  a  gesture.  Hatch 
shuddered  with  sheer  de- 
light. 

"I  don't  know  how  you 
found  out    about   it,"    she 
said,    tremulously,    "  but   if 
you've  come  to  arrest  me, 
I'm  ready  to  go  with  you." 

"  Arrest  you  ! "  gasped  the  reporter. 
"  Certainly.     I'll    go  and   be   locked   up. 
That's  what  they  do,  isn't  it  ?  "  she  questioned, 
innocently. 

The  reporter  stared. 

"I  wouldn't  arrest  you  for  a  million!"  he 
stammered,    in   dire   confusion.     "It  wasn't 

quite  that.     It  was " 

And  five  minutes  later  Hutchinson  Hatch 
found  himself  w^andering  aimlessly  up  and 
down  the  street. 

VI. 

Dick    Herbert   lay  stretched   lazily   on    a 
couch  in  his  room,  with  hands  pressed  to  his 
eyes.     He  had  just  read  the  Sunday  news- 
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papers  announcing  the  mysterious  return  of 
the  Randolph  plate,  and  naturally  he  had  a 
headache.  Somewhere  in  a  remote  recess  of 
his  brain  mental  pyrotechnics  were  at  play  ; 
a  sort  of  intellectual  pin-wheel  spouted 
senseless  ideas  and  suggestions  of  sense- 
less ideas. 

After  a  while  from  below  he  heard  the 
tinkle  of  a  bell,  and  Blair  entered  with  light 
tread. 

"Who  is  it,  Blair?" 

"  Mr.  Hatch,  sir." 

"  Let  him  come  up." 

Dick  arose,  snapped  on  the  electric  lights, 
and  stood  blinkingly  in  the  sudden  glare. 
When  Hatch  entered  they  faced  each  other 
silently  for  a  moment.  There  was  that  in 
the  reporter's  eyes  that  interested  Dick 
immeasurably ;  there  was  that  in  Dick's  eyes 
that  Hatch  was  trying  vainly  to  fathom. 
Dick  relieved  a  certain  vague  tension  by 
extending  his  left  hand.  Hatch  shook  it 
cordially. 

"Well? "Dick  inquired. 

Hatch  dropped  into  a  chair  and  twirled 
his  hat. 

"  Heard  the  news  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  The  return  of  the  gold  plate  ?  Yes,"  and 
Dick  passed  a  hand  across  his  fevered  brow. 
"It  makes  me  dizzy." 

"  Heard  anything  from  Miss  Meredith  ?  " 

"  No.     Why  ?  " 

"  She  returned  to  the  Greytons  last  night." 

"  Returned  to  the "  and  Dick  started 

up  suddenly.  "  Well,  there's  no  reason  why 
she  shouldn't  have,"  he  added.  "Do  you 
happen  to  know  where  she  was  ?  " 

The  reporter  shook  his  head. 

"  I  don't  know  anything,"  he  said,  wearily, 
"  except "     He  paused. 

Dick  paced  backwards  and  forwards  across 
the  room  several  times,  with  one  hand 
pressed  to  his  forehead.  Suddenly  he  turned 
on  his  visitor. 

"Except  what?"  he  demanded. 

"  Except  that  Miss  Meredith,  by  action  and 
word,  has  convinced  me  that  she  either  had  a 
hand  in  the  disappearance  of  the  Randolph 
plate  or  else  knows  who  was  the  cause  of  its 
disappearance." 

Dick  glared  at  him  savagely. 

"  You  know  she  didn't  take  the  plate  ?  "  he 
demanded. 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  reporter.  "  That's 
what  makes  it  all  the  more  astonishing.  I 
talked  to  her  this  afternoon,  and  when  I 
finished  she  seemed  to  think  I  had  come  to 
arrest  her,  and  she  wanted  to  go  to  jail. 
I  nearly  fainted." 


Dick  glared  incredulously,  then  resumed 
his  nervous  pacing. 

Suddenly  he  stopped. 

"  Did  she  mention  my  name  ?  " 

"1  mentioned  it.  She  wouldn't  admit 
even  that  she  knew  you." 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  I  don't  blame  her,"  Dick  remarked, 
enigmatically.     "She  must  thinTc  me  a  cad." 

Another  pause. 

"  Well,  what  about  it  all  ?  "  Dick  went  on, 
finally.  "The  plate  has  been  returned, 
therefore  the  matter  is  at  an  end." 

"  Now  look  here,  Dick,"  said  Hatch.  "  I 
want  to  say  something,  and  don't  go  crazy, 
please,  until  I  finish.  I  know  an  awful  lot 
about  this  affair — things  the  police  never  will 
know.  I  haven't  printed  anything  much,  for 
obvious  reasons." 

Dick  looked  at  him  apprehensively. 

"  Go  on,"  he  urged. 

"  I  could  print  things  I  know,"  the  reporter 
resumed,  "swear  out  a  warrant  for  you  in 
connection  with  the  gold  plate  affair,  and 
have  you  arrested  and  convicted  on  your 
own  statements,  supplemented  by  those 
of  Miss  Meredith.  Yet  remember,  please, 
neither  your  name  nor  hers  has  been  men- 
tioned as  yet." 

Dick  took  it  calmly  ;  only  stared. 

"  Do  you  believe  that  I  stole  the  plate  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Certainly  I  do  not,"  replied  Hatch,  "  but 
I  can  prove  that  you  did;  prove  it  to  the 
satisfaction  of  any  jury  in  the  world,  and  no 
denial  of  yours  would  have  any  effect." 

"  Well  ?  "  asked  Dick,  after  a  moment. 

"Further,  I  can,  on  information  in  my 
possession,  swear  out  a  warrant  for  Miss 
Meredith,  prove  she  was  in  the  car,  and 
convict  her  as  your  accomplice.  Now  that's 
a  silly  state  of  affairs,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  But,  man,  you  can't  believe  that  she  had 
anything  to  do  with  it.  She's  a — a— she's 
not  that  kind." 

"  1  could  take  oath  that  she  didn't  have 
anything  to  do  with  it,  but  all  the  same  I  can 
prove  that  she  did,"  replied  Hatch.  "  Now 
what  I  am  getting  at  is  this.  If  the  police 
should  happen  to  find  out  what  I  know  they 
would  arrest  both  of  you." 

"  Well,  you  are  decent  about  it,  old  man, 
and  I  appreciate  it,"  said  Dick,  warmly. 
"  But  what  can  we  do  ?  " 

"  It  behoves  us — Miss  Meredith  and  you 
and  myself— to  get  the  true  facts  in  the  case 
all  together  before  you  are  arrested,"  said 
the  reporter,  judicially.  "  Suppose  now,  just 
suppose,  that  we  three  get  together  and  tcU 
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each  other  the  truth  for  a  change,  the  whole 
truth,  and  see  what  will  happen  ?  " 

"  If  I  should  tell  you  the  truth,''  said  Dick, 
dispassionately,  "it  would  bring  everlasting 
disgrace  on  Miss  Meredith,  and  I  should  be 
a  beast  for  doing  it ;  if  she  told  you  the 
truth  she  would  unquestionably  send  me  to 
prison  for  theft." 

"  But  here *'  Hatch  expostulated. 

"Just  a  minute,"  and  Dick  disappeared 
into  another  room,  leaving  the  reporter  to 
reflect  on  what  he  knew.  He  returned  in  a 
little  while  dressed  for  the  street.  "Now, 
Hatch,"  he  said,  "  I'm  going  to  try  to  get 
to  Miss  Meredith,  but  I  don't  believe  she'll 
see  me.  If  she  will  1  may  be  able  to  explain 
several  things  that  will  clear  up  this  affair 
m  your  mind,  at  any   rate.     If  I  don't  see 

her By  the  way,  did  her  father  arrive 

from  Birmmgham  ?  " 

"  Ves." 

"Good  !  "  exclaimed  Dick.  "I'll  see  him 
too — make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and  when  it's 
all  over  I'll  let  you  know  what  happened." 

Hatch  went  to  his  office,  and  threatened 
to  kick  the  office-boy  into  the  waste-basket. 
At  just  about  that  moment  Mr.  Meredith,  in 
the  Grey  ton  home,  was  reading  a  card  on 
which  appeared  the  name,  "  Mr.  Richard 
Hamilton  Herbert."  Having  read  it,  he 
snorted  his  indignation  and  went  into  the 
reception-room.  Dick  arose  to  greet  him, 
and  offered  a  hand  which  was  promptly 
decHned. 

"  I  should  like  to  ask  you,  Mr.  Meredith," 
Dick  began,  with  a  certain  steely  coldness  in 
his  manner,  "just  why  you  object  to  my 
attentions  to  your  daughter  Dorothy  ?  " 

"  You  know  well  enough  !  "  raged  the  old 
man. 

"  It  is  because  of  the  trouble  I  had  at 
Oxford  with  your  son  Harry.  Well  and 
good  ;  but  is  that  all?  Is  that  to  stand  for 
ever  ?  " 

"You  proved  then  that  you  were  not  a 
gentleman,"  declared  the  old  man,  savagely. 
"  You're  a  puppy,  sir  1 " 

"  If  you  didn't  happen  to  be  the  father  of 
the  girl  Fm  in  love  with,  I  might  forget 
myself,"  Dick  replied,  almost  cheerfully. 
"  Where  is  your  son  now  ?  Is  there  no  way 
I  can  place  myself  right  in  your  eyes  ?  " 

"No!"  Mr.  Meredith  thundered.  "An 
apology  would  only  be  a  confession  of  your 
dishonour." 

Dick  was  nearly  choking,  but  managed  to 
keep  his  voice  down. 

"  Does  your  daughter  know  anything  of 
that  affair?" 


"  Certainly  not." 

"  Where  is  your  son  ?  " 

"  None  of  your  business,  sir." 

"  I  don't  suppose  there's  any  doubt  in 
your  mind  of  my  affection  for  your 
daughter  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  you  do  admire  her,"  snapped 
the  old  man.  "  You  can't  help  that,  I 
suppose.     No  one  can,"  he  added,  naively. 

"  And  I  suppose  you  know  that  she  loves 
me,  in  spite  of  your  objections  ?  "  went  on 
the  young  man. 

"  Bah  !     Bah  !  " 

"  And  that  you  are  breaking  her  heart  by 
your  stupid  objection  to  me  ?  " 

"You — you "  sputtered  Mr.  Meredith. 

Dick  was  still  calm. 

"  May  I  see  Miss  Meredith  now  for  a  few 
minutes  ?  "  he  went  on. 

"  She  won't  see  you,  sir !  "  stormed  the 
irate  parent.  "  She  told  me  last  night  that 
she  would  never  consent  to  see  you  again." 

Dick  stepped  out  into  the  hall  and 
beckoned  to  the  maid. 

"  Please  take  my  card  to  Miss  Meredith," 
he  directed. 

The  maid  accepted  the  white  square  with 
a  little  uplifting  of  her  brows,  and  went 
up  the  stairs.  Miss  Meredith  received  it 
languidly,  read  it,  then  sat  up  indignantly. 

"  Dick  Herbert !  "  she  exclaimed,  incredu- 
lously. "  How  dare  he  come  here  ?  It's 
the  most  audacious  thing  I  ever  heard  of. 
Certainly  I  will  not  see  him  again  under 
any  circumstances."  She  arose  and  glared 
defiantly  at  the  demure  maid.  "  Tell  Mr. 
Herbert,"  she  said,  emphatically,  "tell  him — 
that  I'll  come  down  directly." 

VII. 

Mr.  Meredith  had  stamped  out  of  the 
room  angrily,  and  Dick  Herbert  was  alone 
when  Dollie,  in  regal  indignation,  swept  in. 
The  general  slant  of  her  ruddy  head  radiated 
defiance,  and  a  most  depressing  chilliness 
lay  in  her  blue  eyes.  Her  lips  formed  a 
scarlet  line,  and  there  was  a  how-dare-you-sir 
tilt  to  nose  and  chin.  Dick  started  up 
quic'.dy  at  her  appearance. 

"  Dollie  !  "  he  exclaimed,  eagerly. 

"  Mr.  Herbert,"  she  responded,  coldly. 
She  sat  down  primly  on  the  extreme  edge  of 
a  chair.     "  What  is  it,  please  ?  " 

Dick  was  a  singularly  audacious  sort  of 
person,  but  her  manner  froze  him  into 
sudden  austerity.  He  regarded  her  steadily 
for  a  moment. 

"  I  have  come  to  explain  why " 

Miss  Dollie  Meredith  snifTetl. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    CHASE    OF   THE    GOLDEN  PLATE, 


15 


"  I  have  come  to  explain,"  he  went  on, 
"  why  I  did  not  meet  you  at  the  Randolph 
masked  ball,  as  we  had  planned." 

"  Why  you  did  not  meet  me  ? "  inquired 
Dollie,  coldly,  with  a  little  surprised  move 
ment  of  her  arched  brows.  "  Why  you  did 
not  meet  me  ?  "  she  repeated. 

"  I  shall  have  to  ask  you  to  believe  that 
under  all  the  circumstances  it  was  absolutely 
impossible,"  Dick  continued,  preferring  not 
to  notice  the  singular  emphasis  of  her  words. 
"Something  occurred  early  that  evening 
which — which  left  me  no  choice  in  the 
matter.  I  can  readily  understand  your 
indignation  and  humiliation  at  my  failure  to 
appear,  and  I  had  no  way  of  reaching  you 
that  evening  or  since.  News  of  your  return 
last  night  only  reached  me  an  hour  ago.  I 
knew  you  had  disappeared." 

Dollie's  blue  eyes  were  opened  to  the 
widest,  and  her  lips  parted  a  little  in 
astonishment.  For  a  moment  she  sat  thus, 
staring  at  the  young  man,  then  she  sank 
back  into  her  chair  with  a  little  gasp. 

"May  I  inquire,"  she  asked,  after  she 
recovered  her  breath,  "the  cause  of  this— 
this  levity?" 

"Dollie,  dear,  I  am  perfectly  serious," 
Dick  assured  her,  earnestly.  "  I  am  trying  to 
make  it  plain  to  you,  that's  all." 

"  Why  you  did  not  meet  me  ? "  Dolly 
repeated  again.  "Why  you  did  not  meet 
me?  And  that's — that's  what's  the  matter 
with  everything." 

Whatever  surprise  or  other  emotion  Dick 
might  have  felt  was  admirably  repressed. 

**  I  thought  perhaps  there  was  some  mis- 
take somewhere,"  he  said,  at  last.  "  Now, 
Dollie,  listen  to  me.  No;  wait  a  minute, 
please.  1  did  not  go  to  the  Randolph  ball. 
You  did.  You  eloped  from  that  ball,  as  you 
and  I  had  planned,  in  a  motor-car,  but  not 
with  me.  You  went  with  some  other 
man — the  man  who  really  stole  the  gold 
plate." 

Dollie  opened  her  mouth  to  exclaim,  then 
shut  it  suddenly. 

"Now,  just  a  moment,  please,"  pleaded 
Dick.  "  You  spoke  to  some  other  man 
under  the  impression  that  you  were  speaking 
to  me.  For  a  reason  which  does  not  appear 
now  he  fell  in  with  your  plans.  Therefore 
you  ran  away  with  him— in  the  car  which 
carried  the  gold  plate.  What  happened  after 
that  I  cannot  even  surmise.  I  only  know 
that  you  are  the  mysterious  woman  who  dis- 
appeared with  the  Burglar." 

Dollie  gasped  and  nearly  choked  with  her 
emotions.      A  flame  of  scarlet  leaped  into 


her  face  and  the  glare  of  the  blue  eyes  was 
pitiless. 

"  Mr.  Herbert,"  she  said,  deliberately,  at 
last,  "  I  don't  know  whether  you  think  1  am 
a  fool  or  only  a  child.  I  know  that  no 
rational  human  being  can  accept  that  as  true. 
I  know  I  left  Seven  Oaks  with  you  in  the 
car ;  I  know  you  are  the  man  who  stole  the 
gold  plate ;  I  know  how  you  received  the 
shot  in  your  right  shoulder ;  and  how  you 
afterwards  fainted  from  loss  of  blood.  I 
know  how  I  bound  up  your  wound,  and — 
and — I  know  a  lot  of  things  else." 

The  sudden  rush  of  words  left  her  breath- 
less for  an  instant.  Dick  listened  quietly. 
He  started  to  say  somethmg — to  expostulate  ; 
but  she  got  a  fresh  start  and  hurried  on. 

"  I  recognised  you  in  that  silly  disguise  by 
the  cleft  in  your  chin.  I  called  you  *  Dick/ 
and  you  answered  me.  I  asked  if  you  had 
received  the  little  casket  and  you  answered 
*  Yes.'  I  left  the  ball-room  as  you  directed, 
and  climbed  into  the  car.  I  know  that  horrid 
ride  we  had,  and  how  I  took  the  gold  plate 
in  the  bag  and  walked— walked  through  the 
night  until  I  was  exhausted.  1  know  it  all — 
how  I  lied  and  connived,  and  told  silly  stories ; 
but  I  did  it  all  to  save  you  from  yourself,  and 
now  you  dare  face  me  with  a  denial." 

Dollie  suddenly  burst  into  tears.  Dick 
did  not  attempt  to  deny  now.  There  was 
no  anger  in  his  face,  only  a  deeply  troubled 
expression. 

"  Did  your  father  ever  happen  to  tell  you 
why  he  objects  to  my  attentions  to  you?'* 
he  asked. 

"  No ;  but  I  know  now,"  and  there  was  a 
new  burst  of  tears.  "  It's  because — because 
you  are  a — a — you  take  things." 

"You  will  not  believe  what  I  tell 
you  ?  " 

"  How  can  I,  when  I  helped  you  run  away 
with  the  horrid  plate  ?  "  , 

"  If  I  pledge  you  my  word  of  honour  that 
I  told  you  the  truth  ?  " 

"  I  can't  believe  it,  1  can't,"  wailed  Dollie, 
desolately.  "No  one  could  believe  it.  I 
never  suspected,  never  dreamed  of  the  possi- 
bility of  such  a  thing  even  when  you  lay 
wounded  out  there  in  the  dark  woods.  If 
I  had  I  should  certainly  have  never — have 
never — ki.ssed  you." 

Dick  wheeled  suddenly. 

"  Kissed  me  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  you  horrid  thing,"  sobbed  Dollie. 
"  If  there  had  previously  been  the  slightest 
doubt  in  my  mind  as  to  your  identity,  that 
would  have  convinced  me  that  it  was  you, 
because  —  because  —  just    because !      And, 
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besides,  if  it  wasn't  you  1  kissed,  you  ought 
to  have  told  me." 

Dollie  leaned  forward  suddenly  on  the  arm 
of  the  chair,  with  her  face  hidden  m  her 
hands.  Dick  crossed  the  room  softly  towards 
her  and  laid  a  hand  caressingly  about  her 
shoulders.     She  shook  it  off  angrily. 

"  How  dare  you,  sir  ?  "  she  blazed. 

"Dollie,  don't  you  love  me?"  he  pleaded. 


'dollie,  don't  vou  love  mk?'  he  pleaded." 


*'  No  ! "  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"  But  you  did  love  me — once  ?  " 

«' Why— yes,  but  I— I " 

*'  And  couldn  c  you  ever  love  me  again  ?  " 

*'  I — I  don't  ever  want  to  again." 

"  But  couldn't  you  ?  " 

"  If  you  had  only  told  me  the  truth  instead 
of  making  such  a  silly  denial,"  she  blubbered. 
"  I  don't  know  why  you  took  the  plate,  unless 
— unless  it  is  because  you— you  couldn't  help 
it.     But  you  didn't  tell  me  the  truth," 


Dick  stared  down  at  the  ruddy  head 
moodily-  for  a  moment.  Then  his  manner 
changed,  and  he  dropped  on  his  knees 
beside  her. 

"  Suppose,"  he  whispered,  "  suppose  1 
should  confess  that  I  did  take  it  ?  " 

Dollie  looked  up  suddenly  with  a  new 
horror  in  her  face. 

"  Oh,  you  did  do  it,  then  ?  "  she  demanded. 
This  was  worse  than  ever. 

'*Suppo^ie  I  should  confess  that  I  did?" 

**01i,    iJiL'k!"   she  sobbed.      And   her 

arniii    went    suddenly   around    his    neck. 

"  You    are    breaking    my    heart.       Why  ? 

Why?^^ 

"  Would  >  uu  be  satisfied  ?  "  he  insisted. 
*'What   lould  have  caused  you    to   do 
5uch  a  thing?" 

I'hf  love  light  glimmered  again  in  her 
blue  eyes ;  the  red  lips 
trembled. 

"  Suppose  it  had 
been  just  a  freak  of 
mine,  and  I  had  in- 
tended to— to  return 
the  plate  as  has  been 
done?"  he  went 
on. 

Dollie  stared  deeply 
into  the  eyes  upturned 
to  hers. 

"Silly  boy,"  she 
said.  Then  she  kissed 
him.  "  But  you  must 
never,  never  do  it 
again.*' 

"  I  never  will,"  he 

promised,  solemnly. 

h^^  ,  Five   minutes   later 

^Hki  Dick  was  leaving  the 

•*  ^^  house,   when   he  met 

Mr.  Meredith   in  the 

hall. 

"Tm  going  to 
marry  your  daugh- 
ter," he  said,  quite 
calmly. 

Mr.  Meredith  raved 
at  him  as  he  went  down  the  steps. 

VIII. 

Alone  in  her  room,  with  the  key  turned  in 
her  lock,  Miss  Dollie  Meredith  had  a  per- 
fectly delightful  time.  She  wept  and  laughed, 
and  sobbed  and  shuddered  ;  she  was  pensive 
and  doleful,  and  happy  and  melancholy;  she 
dreamed  dreams  ot  the  future,  past,  and 
present ;  she  sang  foolish  little  ecstatic  songs 
—  just  a  few  words  of  each  —  and  cried 
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copiously.  Her  father  had  sent  her  to  her 
room  with  a  stern  reprimand,  and  she  smiled 
joyously  as  she  remembered  it. 

**  After  all,  it  wasn't  anything,"  she  assured 
herself.  "It  was  silly  for  him  to  — to  take 
the  plate,  of  course ;  but  it's  back  now,  and 
he  told  me  the  truth,  and  he  intended  to 
return  it,  anyway."  In  her  present  mood  she 
would  have  justified  anything.  "And  he's 
not  a  thief  or  anything.  I  don't  suppose 
father  will  ever  give  his  consent,  so  after 
all  we'll  have  to  elope,  and  that  will  be — 
perfectly  delightful." 

After  a  while  Dollie  snuggled  down  in  the 
sheets,  and  lay  quite  still  in  the  dark  until 
sleep  overtook  her.  Silence  reigned  in  the 
house.  It  was  about  two  o'clock  in  the 
morning  when  she  sat  up  suddenly  in  bed 
with  startled  eyes.  She  had  heard  something 
— or,  rather,  in  her  sleep  she  had  had  the 
impression  of  hearing  something.  She 
listened  intently  as  she  peered  about. 

Finally  she  did  hear  something — some- 
thing tap  sharply  on  the  window  once.  Then 
came  silence  again.  A  little  frightened  chill 
ran  all  the  way  down  to  Dollie's  curling  pink 
toes.  There  was  a  pause,  and  then  again 
came  the  sharp  click  on  the  window,  where- 
upon Dollie  pattered  out  of  bed  in  her  bare 
feet  and  ran  to  the  window,  which  was  open 
a  few  inches. 

With  the  greatest  caution  sKe  peered  out. 
Vaguely  skulking  in  the  shadows  below  she 
made  out  the  figure  of  a  man.  As  she 
looked  it  seemed  to  draw  up  into  a  knot, 
then  straighten  out  quickly.  Involuntarily 
she  dodged.  There  came  another  sharp 
click  at  the  window.  The  man  below  was 
tossing  pebbles  against  the  pane  with  the 
obvious  purpose  of  attracting  her  attention. 

"  Dick,  is  that  you  ?  "  she  called,  cautiously. 

"  'Sh-h-h  h  ! "  came  the  answer.  "  Here's 
a  note  for  you.  Open  the  window  so  that 
1  may  throw  it  in." 

"  Is  it  really  and  truly  you  ?  "  Dollie  insisted. 

"  Yes,"  came  the  hurried,  whispered 
answer.     "Quick,  someone  is  coming." 

Dollie  threw  the  sash  up  and  stepped 
back.  A  whirling  white  object  came  through 
and  fell  noiselessly  on  the  carpet.  Dollie 
seized  upon  it  eagerly  and  ran  to  the  window 
again.  Below  she  saw  the  retreating  figure 
of  a  man.  Other  footsteps  materialized  in  a 
bulky  policeman  who  strolled  by,  seeking 
perhaps  a  quiet  spot  in  which  to  sleep. 

With  little  shivers  of  excitement  Dollie 
closed  the  window  and  pulled  down  the 
blinds,  after  which  she  lighted  the  gas.  She 
opened  the  note  eagerly,  and  sat  down  upon 
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the  floor  to  read  it.  Now,  a  large  part  of  this 
note  was  extraneous  verbiage  of  a  purely 
emotional  nature — its  vital  importance  was 
'  an  outline  of  a  new  plan  of  elopement,  to 
take  place  on  Wednesday  in  time  for  them  to 
catch  an  American-bound  steamer  at  half- 
past  two  in  the  afternoon. 

Dollie  read  and  re- read  the  crumpled  sheet 
many  times,  and  when,  finally,  its  wording  had 
been  indelibly  fixed  in  her  mind  she  wasted 
an  unbelievable  number  of  kisses  on  it.  Of 
course,  it  was  sheer  extravagance,  but — girls 
are  wonderful  creatures. 

"  He's  the  dearest  thing  in  the  world,''  she 
declared,  at  last. 

She  burned  the  note  reluctantly,  and 
carefully  disposed  of  the  ashes  by  throwmg 
them  out  of  the  window,  after  which  sTie 
returned  to  her  bed.  On  the  following 
morning,  Monday,  Mr.  Merecjith,  her  father, 
glared  at  his  daughter  sternly  as  she  demurely 
entered  the  breakfast-room.  He  was  seek- 
ing to  read  that  which  no  man  has  ever 
been  able  to  read— a  woman's  face.  Dollie 
smiled  upon  him  charmingly. 

After  breakfast  father  and  daughter  had  a 
little  talk  in  the  sunny  corner  of  the  library. 

"  I  have  planned  for  you  and  I  to  return 
to  Birmingham  ne.xt  Thursday,"  he  informed 
her. 

"  Oh,  isn't  that  delightful  ?  "  beamed 
Dollie. 

"In  view  of  everything  and  your  broken 
promise  to  me— the  prorriise  not  to  see 
Herbert  again — I  think  it  wisest,"  he  con- 
tinued. 

"  Perhaps  it  is,"  siie  mused. 

"  Why  did  you  see  him  ?  *'  he  demanded. 

"  I  consented  to  see  him  only  to  bid  him 
good-bye,"  replied  Dollie,  demurely,  "and  to 
make  perfectly  clear  to  him  my  position  in 
this  matter." 

Oh,  woman  !  Perfidious,  insincere,  loyal, 
charming  woman  !  All  the  tangled  skeins  of 
life  are  the  work  of  your  dainty  fingers  !  All 
the  sins  and  sorrows  are  your  doing ! 

Mr.  Meredith  rubbed  his  chin  thoughtfully. 

"  You  may  take  it  as  my  wish — my  order, 
even,"  he  said,  as  he  cleared  his  throat,  for 
giving  orders  to  Dollie  was  a  dangerous 
experiment,  "that  you  must  not  attempt  to 
communicate  in  any  way  with  Mr.  Herbert 
again— by  letter  or  otherwise." 

"Yes,  papa,'' 

"  You  really  do  not  love  him,  my  dear,"  he 
ventured,  after  a  pause.  "  It  was  only  a 
girlish  infatuation." 

"  I  told  him  yesterday  just  what  I  thought 
of  him,"  she  replied,  truthfully  enough. 
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And  thus  the  interview  ended. 

It  was  about  noon  that  day  when  Hutchin- 
son Hatch  called  on  Dick  Herbert. 

"Wfell,  what  did  you  find  out?"  he 
inquired. 

"  Really,  old  man,"  said  Dick,  kindly,  "  I 
have  decided  that  there  is  nothing  I  can  say 
to  you  about  the  matter.  It's  a  private  affair, 
after  all." 

"Yes,  I  know  that,  and  you  know  that, 

{To  be  concluded.) 


but  the  police  don't 
know  it,"  commented 
the  reporter,  grimly. 

*'  J  he  police!"  and 
I  )ick  smiled. 

"  1  )id  you  see  her  ?  " 
I  latch  asked. 

*'  Yes  ;  I  saw  her  and 
her  father,  too." 

Hatch  swore  inwardly. 
He  saw  the  one  door  by 
which  he  had  hoped  to 
^olve  the  riddle  closing 
un  him. 

"  Was  Miss  Meredith 
the  girl  in  the  car?"  he 
asked,  bluntly. 

**Really,  I  can't 
answer  that." 

"Are  you  the  man 
who  stole  the  gold 
plate  ?  " 

*'  I  can't  answer  that 
either,"  replied  Dick, 
j^milingly.  '*  Now  look 
here,  Hatch; 
you're  a  good 
fellow  —  I  like 
you.  It  is  your 
business  to  find 
out  things,  but 
•  in  this  particuki 
affair  I'm  going 
to  make  it  my 
business  to  keep 
you  from  finding 
out  things  I'll 
risk  the  police  side 
of  it."  He  went 
over  and  shook 
hands  with  the 
reporter  cordially. 
"  Believe  me,  if  I 
told  you  the 
absolute  truth — 
all  of  it  —  you 
couldn't  print  it 
unless  —  unless  I 
I  don't  intend  that  that 


was  arrested,  and 
shall  happen." 
Hatch  went  away. 


That  night  the  Randolph  gold  plate  was 
stolen  for  the  second  time.  Thirty  six  hours 
later  Detective  Mallory  arrested  Richard 
Herbert  with  the  stolen  plate  in  his  posses- 
sion. Dick  burst  out  laughing  when  the 
detective  walked  into  his  room. 
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ILHELM  II.,  German 
Emperor  and  King  of  Prussia, 
is  in  the  forty-ninth  year  of 
his  age,  and  he  has  borne 
the  sceptre  of  sovereignty  for 
nearly  twenty  years.  He  has 
been  denounced  as  a  firebrand,  the  disturber 
of  peace,  and  as  a  general  intriguer,  and  yet 
he  has  not  drawn  the  sword  since  he  has 
been  on  the  throne.  Meanwhile  all  the 
.'- tales  of  Federal  Germany  under  his  imperial 
leadership  have  increased  in  wealth,  the 
standard  of  life  of  every  class  has  been 
raised,  and  the  workpeople  toil  under  better- 
conditions  and  earn  higher  wages  than  when 
he  came  to  the  throne. 

On  the  very  afternoon  of  the  day  when  he 
succeeded  his  illustrious  father — on  the  i8th 
of  June,  1888 — a  message  was  cabled  to  an 
American  paper  to  the  effect  that  the  young 
Emperor  "  would  die  in  his  boots,"  so 
strong  was  the  idea  amongst  some  foreign 
publicists  at  that  time  that  his  thirst  for  war 
and  his  ambition  for  martial  laurels  would 
soon  cover  Europe  with  a  sea  of  blood  and 
carnage.  What  is  still  wanted  to  make  the 
world  acquainted  with  VVilhelm  II.  is  that 
more  attention  should  be  paid  to  his  character 
and  aims. 

To  my  personal  knowledge  the  Kaiser  is 
not  only  drawn  towards  England  by  natural 
inclination,  but  he  pays  great  regard  to  what 
is  said  and  written  about  him  in  Great 
Britain.  He  estimates  British  opinion  and 
criticism  of  himself  next  to  the  good  opinion 
of  his  own  subjects  ;  and  I  may  illustrate  this 
by  stating  that  one  day,  when  told  that 
people  in  England  held  a  high  opinion   of 


him,  he  drew  himself  up  and  said  proudly,  in 
my  hearing,  "  I  hope  they  have ;  for  I  have 
a  very  high  opinion  of  England,  and  of  the 
English  people." 

When  he  went  down  to  Highcliffe  Castle 
he  took  a  whole  pile  of  English  newspapers 
and  magazines  with  him  to  digest  at  ease, 
that  he  might  see  what  British  ^publicists 
wrote  about  him  while  he  was  at  V\'indsor. 

The  Kaiser  must  be  studied  alike  from  his 
private  and  his  public  side.  In  his  public 
capacity  he  poses  as  Emperor  and  is  serious — 
his  expression  appearing  almost  fierce  ;  when 
he  throws  off  the  robe  of  majesty  he  is 
urbane  in  manner,  humorous,  frank,  and 
communicative  to  those  he  converses  with, 
and  absolutely  the  reverse  of  haughty. 

He  is  a  man  who  has  high  ideals  for  his 
personal*  guidance.  He  is  fond  of  studding 
his  speeches  to  his  subjects  with  terse,  epi- 
grammatic phrases,  which  he  expects  his 
audience  will  carry  away  with  them ;  and 
he  likes  also  to  collect  maxims  for  his  own 
contemplation.  The  subjoined  are  taken 
from  a  series  framed  and  hanging  within 
sight  of  his  writing-table  at  his  shooting-box 
at  Rominten : — 

"  Be  strong  in  pain  ;  desire  not  that  which 
is  unattainable  or  worthless  ;  be  content  with 
the  day  as  it  comes  ;  look  for  the  good  in  all 
things ;  and  take  pleasure  in  Nature  and  in 
men  as  they  are. 

"  For  a  thousand  bitter  hours  console  thy- 
self with  a  single  one  that  is  beautiful ;  ever 
give  heartily  and  of  thy  best,  even  when 
repaid  with  ingratitude.  He  who  is  able  to 
learn  so  to  act  is  a  happy,  free,  and  proud 
man,  and  his  life  will  always  be  beautiful. 
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"The  man  who  is  distrustful  commits  an 
injustice  against  others  and  injures  himself. 
It  is  our  duty  to  consider  every  man  good  so 
long  as  he  does  not  prove  to  be  the  contrary. 

"  Everything  in  the  world  must  be  as  it  is ; 
and,  be  it  as  it  may,  it  is  always  good  in  the 
sight  of  the  Creator." 

His  Majesty  has  recently  experienced  a 
feelmg  of  what  may  be  called  irritation  alter 
reading  in  the  Press  thai  he  has  been 
influenced  by  a  secret  group  referred  to  as 
a  "  camarilla."  "  This  is  a  detestable  word," 
he  is  reported  to  have  said.  "  So  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  no  *  camarilla'  has  existed  in  my 
entourage  that  has  had  or  could  have  had  an 
influence  over  me  calculated  to  further  private 
aims.  I  cannot  conceive  where  people  have 
got  this  idea  from.  I  form  my  opinion 
independently.  My  independence  is  un- 
assailable, and  I  would  not  abandon  my 
independence  of  judgment  and  action.  I 
indignantly  repudiate  the  idea  that  I  have 
suffered  myself  to  be  influenced  in  matters  of 
policy  affecting  the  business  and  interests  of 
the  empire  or  of  my  kingdom  by  persons 
whom  I  have  treated  as  private  friends,  and 
whose  society  1  have  frequented  for  reasons 
wholly  alien  to  politics.  The  word  *  camarilla' 
is  odious  and  nauseous  to  me.  1  am 
influenced  neither  by  groups  of  people  nor  by 
individuals  ;  and  I  have  not  been  cognizant 
of  the  existence  of  such  groups  during  the 
whole  time  I  have  been  on  the  throne,  nor 
do  I  know  of  anybody  to  whom  I  have 
sacrificed  my  independence  of  action  or 
judgment  for  any  pretext  whatsoever." 

Prince  Anton  of  Hohenzollern,  a  relative 
of  the  family,  who  knew  the  Kaiser  as  a  boy 
and  was  fond  of  him,  having  a  high  opinion 
of  him,  declared  that  he  was  sure  he  would 
become  an  eminent  man,  that  he  would 
give  the  world  cause  to  talk  of  him,  and  that 
he  would  do  much  good  in  his  time.  Prince 
Wilhelm  was  the  "darling  grandchild"  of 
Queen  Victoria,  who  saw  him  for  the  first 
time  at  Coburg,  when  she  wrote  these  words 
in  her  diary,  he  being  one  year  and  a  half  old. 
She  discovered  in  his  face — "  a  very  dear 
face,"  as  she  called  it — "  Fritz's  eyes  and 
Vicky's  mouth"— that  is  to  say,  his  father's 
eyes  and  his  mother's  mouth.  He  was  to  her 
in  those  days  *'  such  a  little  love,"  and  she 
maintained  her  deep  affection  for  him  till  her 
death.  At  the  age  of  four  he  came  over  for 
the  first  time  to  Windsor  with  his  parents  in 
order  to  be  present  at  the  wedding  of  his 
uncle,  now  King  Edward  VH.,  with  our 
gracious  Queen  Alexandra.  During  the 
nuptial  ceremony  in  St.  George's  Chapel  he 


was  confided  to  the  supervision  of  two  of  his 
other  uncles — Arthur  and  I^opold — who 
were  clad  in  Scotch  tartans  and  were  charged 
to  keep  him  quiet.  But  whenever  they 
attempted  to  exercise  their  authority,  which 
was  pretty  often,  young  Wilhelm  bit  their 
legs !  Is  it  possible  that  he  recollected  the 
incident  when  he  was  at  Windsor  in  November 
last  ?  He  told  us  English  it  was  like  coming 
home  when  he  went  to  Windsor,  for  it  recalled 
reminiscences  of  the  past,  and  he  is  fond  of 
recalling  the  many  happy  days  of  childhood 
spent  there  and  at  Balmoral.  "  I  have  often 
shot  grandmamma's  stags,"  he  has  said,  in  his 
homely  way  ;  "  they  are  different  from  ours, 
and  the  browsing  is  different,  but  I  have  had 
very  good  sport  amongst  them." 

On  the  authority  of  the  Kaiser's  tutor. 
Professor  Hintzpeter,  who  had  him  for  eleven 
years  under  his  supervision — including  those 
anxious  experimental  years  of  public  school 
life  at  the  Cassel  Gymnasium — he  was  not 
easy  to  manage,  and  there  was  much  origi- 
nality in  his  character.  Somewhat  timid 
in  bearing,  reserved,  and  not  prone  to 
yield  to  others,  there  was  an  individuality 
about  him  even  during  his  young  years 
which  brought  him  at  times  in  conflict 
with  those  placed  above  him  —  with  his 
parents  as  well.  His  was  an  unusually  com- 
plicated nature,  which  made  him  in  many 
respects  different  from  the  average  type  of 
boy.  Notwithstanding  this,  however,  his  mind 
and  body  developed  successfully  under  the 
careful  supervision  of  his  parents,  tutor,  and 
masters  ;  and  it  redounds  to  his  own  special 
credit  that  he  was  not  only  able  to  pass  his 
school  examination  on  leaving  the  gymnasium 
with  sufficient  distinction,  but  that  he  excelled 
also  in  swimming,  rowing,  shooting,  riding, 
and  in  all  outdoor  sports.  Before  a  few  years 
were  over  he  was  well  acquainted  with  his 
military  duties,  as  became  a  scion  of  the 
Hohenzollerns,  and  earned  as  a  brilliant 
cavalry  officer  the  approval  of  so  world- 
renowned  and  exacting  an  authority  as  his 
uncle,  Prince  Freidrich  Karl. 

His  Majesty's  allusions  to  Windsor  and 
Queen  Victoria  remind  me  of  his  determina- 
tion during  his  revered  grandmother's  last 
illness  to  go  over  to  Osborne  to  attend  at  her 
bedside  and  take  a  final  farewell  of  her.  The 
Duke  of  Connaught  was  at  Berlin,  and  was 
summoned  home,  but  in  the  last  telegram  he 
was  particularly  requested  not  to  let  "  Willie" 
come  over.  The  Queen's  daughters  were 
afraid  of  disturbing  her  last  moments  by 
having  so  exalted  a  guest  in  the  sick  house  ; 
and  the  Kaiserin  dy^.^noj  wi^^^gi^^nd 
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to  leave  home  just  before  his  birthday.  But 
His  Majesty  asked  to  see  the  telegram  for 
himself,  and  its  contents  did  not  hold  him 
back.  He  ordered  forthwith  a  special  train, 
and  told  his  uncle,  the  Duke,  that  they  would 
travel  together.  We  all  know  how  he  com- 
forted his  relatives  at  Osborne,  and  how  the 
British  nation  appreciated  his  share  in  their 
mourning  in  those  dark  and  gloomy  days. 

No  doubt  we  may  seek  in  his  development 
as  a  man  a  continuation  of  some  of  the 
peculiarities  of  his  youth.  His  motives  not 
being  always  easy  to  follow,  Kaiser  Wilhelm 
often  complains  that  he  is  misunderstood. 
He  has  repeatedly  dilated  upon  this  grievance 
in  public  ;  and  subjoined  is  what  he  has  said 
in  private  :  "  I  can't  help  it,  but  people  don't 
understand  me.  I  don't  want  to  be  a  mere 
puppet  on  the  throne.  When  I  succeeded 
my  father,  and  for  years  afterwards,  the  older 
people,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  look 
up  to  Bismarck  as  the  oracle  of  wisdom, 
continued  to  refer  to  him  as  *  the  ruler.* 
Bismarck  stood  behind  my  grandfather ;  and 
it  was  generally  assumed  that  whatever  Bis- 
marck advised  my  grandfather  endorsed.  I 
could  not  accept  such  a  position.  It  was 
impossible  for  me.  It  was  absolutely 
necessary,  in  the  interest  of  the  empire, 
that  people  should  feel  that  they  had  a  Kaiser 
who  was  not  the  Chancellor's  puppet,  to  be 
pulled  to  the  right  or  left  at  his  will  or  fancy. 
It  was  absolutely  necessary  that  they  should 
learn  that  I  was  Kaiser.  I  wished  them  to 
understand  that  I  intended  to  *  govern '  and 
not  merely  to  *  reign.'  " 

Kaiser  Wilhelm  is  a  real  authority  on  naval 
matters,  and  follows  everything  published  in 
connection  with  his  own  and  foreign  navies. 
One  who  knows  him,  and  is  capable  of  form- 
ing an  opinion,  has  told  me  that  he  knows 
more  about  the  world's  navies  than  any 
German  in  the  service.  This  is  how  he  has 
spoken  of  the  British  Navy  : — 

**  We  shall  always  follow  the  lessons  of  the 
British  Navy,  and  look  up  to  the  British  Navy 
as  our  model ;  but  we  can  never — e\  en  if  we 
would — be-  strong  enough  to  be  a  menace 
to  Britain.  We  have  no  wish  to  challenge 
Britain's  naval  supremacy ;  but  we  want  to 
have  a  fleet  strong  enough  to  protect  our- 
selves if  attacked ;  to  adequately  represent 
the  .name  and  power  of  Germany  in  foreign 
waters ;  and  to  protect  German  commerce  in 
all  parts  of  the  world.  My  great  aim  is  to 
maintain  the  peace  of  the  world,  not  to 
challenge  the  supremacy  of  Britain  on  the 
seas  or  to  make  an  enemy  of  Britain.  It 
would   be   folly  for   us  Germans   to   try   to 


attain  to  the  height  of  Britain's  naval  power. 
I  cannot  comprehend  how  people  can  thus 
misunderstand  my  aims  and  intentions." 

From  the  beginning  of  the  eighties  diffi- 
culties of  various  kinds  caused  friction 
between  London  and.  Berlin.  During  the 
last  years  of  the  first  Emperor  they  were 
engendered  by  incidents  connected  with  the 
inauguration  of  Germany's  colonial  policy; 
but  a  time  of  fierce  antagonism  between 
the  two  peoples  commenced  when  Kaiser 
Wilhelm  dispatched  his  notorious  telegram 
to  President  Kruger,  lasting  throu^^hout  the 
next  few  years,  and  reaching  its  height  during 
the  Boer  War.  The  dispatch  of  this  unfortu- 
nate missive  was  one  of  those  impulsive  acts 
which  His  Majesty  most  decidedly  regretted 
on  reflection.  It  caused  an  interchange  of 
letters  between  Queen  Victoria  and  himself 
which  can  leave  no  possible  doubt  as  to  this 
interpretation ;  for,  although  we  are  not 
acquainted  with  the  exact  text  of  this  private 
correspondence,  we  know  that  His  Majesty 
convinced  the  Queen  that  he  had  no  inten- 
tion whatever  to  cast  a  slur  upon  the  British 
nation,  as  had  been  assumed  in  Britain,  and 
I  may  state  here  that  I  was  justified  in  assert- 
ing this  in  January,  1896,  in  a  London 
morning  paper,  for  His  Majesty  had,  to  my 
knowledge,  written  concerning  this  corre- 
spondence: "  I  have  replied  to  grandmamma's 
letter  in  a  sense  that  I  think  will  please  her." 

Still  the  feeling  of  distrust  did  not  abate, 
and  it  was  frequently  affirmed  in  England 
that  but  for  the  German  Emperor  the 
Transvaal  War  would  probably  never  have 
broken  out,  and  that  His  Majesty  proposed 
an  alliance  after  the  outbreak  of  the  war 
directed  against  England,  which  was  foiled 
by  M.  Delcass^'s  refusal  to  participate  in  it. 
Against  the  repetition  of  these  myths  I 
can  submit  the  following.  The  agitation 
against  his  j^erson  in  England  has  always 
caused  the  Kaiser  considerable  pain,  for 
he  attaches  greater  weight  to  criticism  from 
England  than  from  any  other  country.  On 
one  occasion,  when  feeling  was  particularly 
embittered  against  him,  he  was  discussing 
the  whole  question  with  some  warmth  with 
a  private  gentleman,  whose  name  I  know, 
and  he  made  use  of  the  following  remark  : 
"  I  cannot  comprehend  the  ill  -  feeling 
against  me  in  England.  I  have  acted 
loyally  to  England.  An  offer  was  made  to 
Germany  simultaneously  from  two  powerful 
sides  to  take  advantage  of  the  situation  and 
to  interfere  in  British  policy,  and  I  refused 
point  -  blank.  I  instantly  telegraphed  the 
nature  of  the  offer  to  my  uncle."  This  is  the 
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form  in  which  these  words  have  been  related 
to  me,  and  I  believe  they  represent  the 
substance,  at  all  events,  of  what  the  Kaiser 
said.  Moreover,  I  may  ftate  that  during  the 
Boer  War  his  officers  were  strictly  prohibited 
from  discussing  the  war  with  other  people  in 
any  of  its  political  bearings.  Most  important 
in  this  connection  are  the  words  used 
frequently  by  the  late  Empress  Frederick 
during  the  last  months  of  her  life  :  "  My 
great  comfort  amidst  the  pain  I  have  to 
endure  is  the  consciousness  that  my  son  is 


entirely  on  the  side  of  my  native  country  in 
this  war."  And  a  few  years  before,  in  1891, 
when  the  Kaiser  paid  his  last  State  visit  to 
England,  accompanied  by  the  Kaiserin,  he 
said  at  the  Mansion  House  :  "  Following  the 
example  of  my  grandfather  and  of  my  never- 
to-be-forgotten  father,  I  shall  always,  as  far  as 
lies  in  my  power,  maintain  the  historic  friend- 
ship between  these  two  nations,  which,  as 
your  Lordship  (the  Lord  Mayor)  remarked, 
have  so  often  stood  together  to  protect 
freedom  and  justice." 
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The  Kaiser's  attitude  towards  Art  has  been 
cited  as  a  proof  of  his  claim  to  mental 
superiority.  He  makes  no  such  claim  ;  but 
as  an  amateur  he  no  doubt  worries  from  time 
to  time  the  painters  and  sculptors  who  enjoy 
his  patronage.  He  has  his  own  ideas  on  the 
subject ;  but  when  he  appears  in  public  as 
the  patron  of  art  he  feels  that  he  is  under  an 
obligation,  ^ua  Kaiser,  to  show  that  he  is 
interested  in  art  and  that  he  must  speak  "  as 
Kaiser."  But  there  is  nothing  of  the  "Sic  volo, 
sic  jubeo"  intended  thereby.  All  he  desires 
is  to  let  people  know  what  he  likes ;  and  it  is 
true  that  he  personally  desires  to  see  the  Old 
Masters  taken  as  patterns  ;  on  the  other 
hand,  he  has  no  wish  to  offer  opposition  to 
individual  painters.     The  Kaiser's  opposition 


to  the  extreme  seces- 
sionists is  based  on 
his  view  —  "I  can't 
see  anything  artistic  in 
these  things."  He  is 
not  alone  —  right  or 
wrong — in  his  criticism 
of  this  school ;  and  if 
he  is  sometimes 
abrupt  in  his  manner 
towards  the  extremists, 
it  is  on  the  ground 
**  I  can't  comprehend 
your  way  of  represent- 
ing Nature."  Perhaps, 
if  he  were  to  summon 
some  of  the  leading 
German  painters  of 
this  school  to  come 
to  explain  their 
methods  to  him,  they 
and  their  colleagues 
would  regard  his  sum- 
mons as  a  gracious 
act.  Under  the  system 
introduced  by  Bis- 
marck Germans  had 
become  accustomed 
to  look  up  to  that 
statesman  in  every- 
thing as  the  universal 
critic.  Wilhelm  H. 
thought  when  he 
came  to  the  throne 
that  he  was  the 
"  Landesherr  "  —  the 
Sovereign  of  the 
country. 

"  The  people,"  said 
His  Majesty,  **  shall 
know  me,  and  shall 
know  what  their 
Sovereign  thinks  and  what  their  Sovereign  is. 
I  have  no  personal  feelings  when  I  step  forward 
as  Landesherr ;  I  merely  give  my  opinion  as 
Sovereign  of  the  land.  When  people  bring 
their  works  to  me  they  want  to  know  my 
verdict  as  Sovereign.  When  singers  and  actors 
perform  before  me  they  shall  feel  that  they 
are  in  the  presence  of  their  Kaiser.  It  is 
no  Divine  judgment  that  the  people  want  to 
know ;  but  they  assume  that  their  Sovereign's 
opinion  should  be  of  value,  and  when  they 
yearn  for  the  Kaiser's  opinion  they  want  to 
know  that  it  is  a  *  massgebende  Meinung ' — 
an  authoritative  opinion  —  just  as  that  of 
Bismarck  was  held  to  be  *  massgebend  ' — 
authoritative  —  in  all  things."  This  patri- ' 
archal  way  of  looking  at  things  is  alien  to 
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modem  views ;  but  the  interest  Wilhelm  II. 
has  shown  in  the  development  of  the  artistic 
education  of  the  nation  has  contributed  to 
progress,  if  not  always  on  the  lines  approved 
of  and  selected  by  himself. 

Kaiser  Wilhelm  early  took  an  interest  in 
painting,  and  devoted  his  own  activity  in  this 
respect  to  sea  subjects  and  battleships.  We 
can  read  something  of  his  views  on  art  in  a 
book  published  by  Professor  Saltzmann,  the 
naval  painter,  who  always  accompanies  him 
on  his  sea  voyages.  He  tells  us  how  Prince 
Wilhelm  applied  himself  with  intelligence 
and  industry  to  learn  to  paint,  and  how, 
naturally,  other  duties  interfered  with  this 
work.  In  1886  the  Prince  sent  a  picture, 
representing  the  Prinz  Adalbert  engaged  in 
artillery  practice  off  the  coast  of  Japan,  to  the 
annual  Art  Exhibition  at  Berlin.  The  picture 
was  accepted,  but  withdrawn  at  the  instance 
of  Kaiser  Wilhelm  the  Great,  who  thought 
it  undesirable  for  a  prince  of  the  Royal  family 
to  exhibit  publicly.  The  Professor  tells  us 
also  that  the  Kaiser  often  talks  when  out 
walking  about  modem  art  and  modern  artists, 
and  has  shown  by  the  purchase  of  pictures 


has  been  much  encouraged  by  His  Majesty 
in  order  to  make  the  navy  popular. 

As  regards  literature,  Wilhelm  II.  appears 
to  be  most  interested  in  philosophy  and 
history.  He  is  known  to  have  been  much 
taken  by  Stewart  Chamberlain's  works.  We 
find  him  taking  great  pleasure  in  the  society 
of  learned  men ;  but  he  has  little  time  for 
light  literature  and  apparently  little  inclina- 
tion also  for  it.  Still,  it  is  said  that  he  takes 
pleasure  in  Ludwig  Ganghofer's  novels — a 
South  .German,  who  takes  his  models  mostly 
from  South  Germany.  "  Der  hohe  Schein  " 
is  one  of  them  that  is  said  to  have  delighted 
him  very  much,  and  he  spent  over  an  hour 
last  year  in  conversation  about  it  when  he 
was  at  Munich.  His  Majesty  follows  current 
events  very  closely  in  the  newspapers,  copious 
cuttings  from  which  are  laid  before  him 
every  day.  And  he  is  well  up  in  naval 
literature.  In  his  study  you  will  always  find 
he  has  his  Brasse/s  "Naval  Annual'*  with 
him  as  well  as  his  German  books;  he 
had  even  taken  his  "  Brassey  "  with  him  to 
Wilhelmshohe  last  summer. 

The  musical   predilections  of  the  Kaiser 
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of  this  school  that  he  is  by  no  means  its 
opponent.  It  should  be  noted  that  the 
German  Emperor  looks  upon  art  and  the 
drama  as  important  factors  in  the  education 
of  the  people.  "  Art  should  help  to  educate 
the  people;  and  it  should  give  the  lower 
orders  a  possibility,  after  their  hard  moil  and 
toil,  to  pull  themse'ves  together  again  by 
contemplating  the  ideal.**      Naval   painting 
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centre  around  Wagner  and  Italian  opera ;  His 
Majesty  does  not  care  much  for  the  modern 
school  of  French  music,  but  he  loves 
"  Tannhauser  "  and  the  "  Meistersinger." 

It  is  very  remarkable  that,  although  the 
English  as  a  nation  are  not  linguists  them- 
selves, their  language  is  widespread  on  the 
Continent  of  Europe,  and  the  reigning 
families  speak  it  in  general  like  their  own. 
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The  Kaiser  invariably  speaks  English  when 
in  the  company  of  Britishers ;  but  also  with 
some  of  his  fellow-Sovereija^ns.  With  the 
Czar,  for  example,  he  always  converses  m 
English  when  they  are  together.  As  for  his 
English  tastes  in  matters  of  everyday  life,  one 
has  only  to  look  at  the  upholstery  of  his 
private  rooms  in  the  Berlin  Castle  ;  and,  as 
in  many  private  German  families,  Pears'  soap 
and  Bryant  and  May's  matches  are  to  be 
found  in  the  Imperial  residences. 

If  I  had  space  I  could  fill  sheets  with 
anecdotes  illustrative  of  Kaiser  Wilhelm's 
bonhomie  and  sense  of  humour.  When  in 
a  mood  for  it,  he  is  extremely  fascinating  and 
entertaining,  both  in  men's  and  ladies'  society. 
There  is  hardly  a  personage  of  rank  in  English 
society  who  has  been  in  his  company  who 
could  not  endorse  this.  Always  an  early 
riser  himself,  he  is  very  fond  of  paying  matu- 
tinal calls.  His  business  with  the  Chancellor 
is  almost  always  transacted  in  the  early 
morning;  and  very  often  he  looks  up  an 
Ambassador  on  his  way  home — the  British 
and  Austrian  and  the  last  Italian  Ambas- 
s;idor  having  frequently  been  honoured  in 
this  way.  At  times  their  Excellencies  are 
found  in  bed.  A  capital  story  is  told  of  one 
of  these  visits.  The  Ambassador  was  in  bed, 
not  being  an  early  riser,  but  a  night  worker. 
Being  advised  of  His  Majesty's  presence  in  the 
Embassy  he  began  to  take  measures  for  dress- 
ing himself.  But 
the  Kaiser  gave 
him  no  time, 
in  a  few  bounds 
he  was  in  his 
Excellency's 
bedroom,  the 
Am  bassador 
attired  only  in 
pyjamas !  The 
Kaiser,  after  his 
conference, 
called  out  to  his 
aide  -  de  -  camp 
below  to  look 
up  to  the  land- 
ing.  "I  will 
show  you  some- 
thing you  have 
never  seen 
be  fore  — a  n 
Ambassador  in 
pyjamas  ! " 

The  Kaiser  is 
part  icularly 
fond  of  making 
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jokes  on  unfavourable  popular  conceptions 
of  himself,  a  habit  which  shows  that  he  is 
well  posted  in  popular  gossip,  and  also  that 
the  reputation  he  has  of  not  provoking 
criticism  is  quite  erroneous.  An  exalted 
personage  of  our  Court  will  remember  the 
Emperor's  saying  to  him  whilst  they  were  in  the 
midst  of  a  conversation  on  commonplace 
matters,  "How  can  you  be  seen  talking  in 
public  to  such  a  dangerous  character  as  I  am  ?" 
At  Wilhelmshohe,  when  King  Edward  called 
on  the  Kaiser  on  August  14th  last,  His 
Majesty  was  very  much  distressed  that  his 
uncle  had  been  delayed  by  a  fog  at  sea ;  and, 
as  chance  would  have  it,  he  was  the  victim 
himself,  on  November  nth,  of  a  similar  mis- 
fortune. Before  leaving  Berlin,  he  said  at 
the  station,  "I  hear  there  is  a  fog  in  the 
Channel.  I  hope  we  shall  get  to  England 
all  right."  When  he  was  r^retting  the  delay 
of  the  King's  arrival  at  Wilhelmshohe  he 
remarked : — 

"Why  didn't  the  King  start  sooner?  He 
could  have  remained  on  board  his  yacht  off 
Flushing  for  the  night  and  have  left  by  train 
early  this  morning  for  Wilhelmshohe  I  When 
I  go  over  to  England  I  always  start  several 
hours  sooner  than  I  need  start,  in  case  there 
should  be  any  delay  owing  to  fog  or  bad 
weather."  "Your  Majesty  is  so  very  prac- 
tical ! "  was  the  reply  ventured.  "  Well," 
added  His  Majesty,  "you  English  are  sup- 
posed to  under- 
stand  some- 
thing about  the 
sea.  We  all 
think  you  do  ! " 
An  impulsive 
nature  such  as 
that  of  Kaiser 
Wilhelm  can- 
not be  devoid 
of  faults. 
"Humanumest 
errare  ! "  He  is 
a  man  of  strong, 
independent 
character,  who 
thinks  for  him- 
self, and  is  es- 
sentially human 
in  all  he  does. 
He  should  be 
judged  as  a 
man.  As  Tenny- 
son says : — 

He  is  all  fault  who 
hath  nofaultatall. 


*  DEUTSCHLAND. 
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wrote  a  musical  wit  to  a  friend  of  his,  and 
in  these  terms  conveyed  an  invitation  to 
dinner.  What  is  the  explanation  of  it  ? 
"One,  sharp.  Beef  and  cabbage."  His 
friend,  who  was  not  behindhand  at  a  joke, 
though  by  no  means  so  witty  as  his  host, 
replied : — 
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Not 


I  will       in 


which  reads  off  by  the  same  hieroglyphic  : 
"Not  a  bad  feed.  Naturally  (natural  E)  I 
will  be  in  time." 

The  first-mentioned  gentleman,  who  might 
have  been  termed  the  Swift  of  music,  when 
asked  to  write  a  melody  on  the  fan  of  a  lead- 
ing beauty  of  his  day,  had  the  impudence  to 
indite  the  following :— 
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not  to  the  I 

which  passed  for  a  time  for  a  graceful  com- 
pliment and  a  tuneful  piece  of  homage 
(although  the  melody  suffers  in  the  latter 
part  owing  to  the  exigencies  of  the  sense) 
on  the  part  of  a  favourite  composer,  till  one 
day  a  friend  of  the  lady's,  more  officious  than 
polite,  pointed  out  to  her  that  the  apparently 
innocent  melody  was,  in  reality,  a  stupendous 
musical  joke,  aimed  at  the  lady's  vanity, 
which  read  off  note  for  note  as  follows : 
"  Your  face  will  fade  with  age.  Be  not  deaf 
to  the  adage,  I  beg." 

A  story  is  current  with  regard  to  Count 


Marpurg's  band  in  Austro-Hungary,  though 
the  object  of  the  trick  in  this  case  was  not 
to  play  a  joke  so  much  as  to  perpetrate 
a  piece  of  treachery.  The  conductorship 
of  this  celebrated  band  was  being  com- 
peted for  by  two  rival  musicians,  Imre  Ndgy 
and  Franz  Ploteny,  each  of  whom  was  to 
conduct  for  one  day  before  the  count  and  his 
guests.  Imre,  who  was  the  inferior  musician, 
went  through  his  task  with  creditable  skill. 
But  when  Ploteny  mounted  the  rostrum  to 
conduct  a  piece  of  his  own  composition,  the 
result  was  only  a  tremendous  discord,  every 
instrument  being  out  of  tune.  The  whole 
audience  were  convulsed  with  laughter,  not 
only  at  the  oddness  of  the  sound,  but  at  the 
vexation  of  the  unfortunate  composer;  and 
without  further  delay  the  count  gave  the  post 
to  his  rival.  It  was  discovered  afterwards  that 
Imre  had  bribed  most  of  the  musicians  to  tune 
their  instruments  wrongly ;  and  on  this  fact 
becoming  known  the  count  dismissed  him 
and  his  accomplices,  and  appointed  Ploteny 
conductor  of  his  band. 

A  musical  joke  of  a  different  nature,  and 
less  offensive  to  the  canons 
of  politeness,  was  played 
by  the  composer  Haydn 
on  Mozart.  When 
Mozart  was  in  his  salad 
days,  the  spoilt  favourite 
of  empresses  and  kings, 
and  a  very  wonderful  per- 
former on  the  pianoforte, 
he  openly  boasted  that 
no  composer  in  Europe 
piece  of  music  which  he 
play     at    sight.      Haydn 


a 
to 


could    write 
was    unable 

accepted  the  challenge  and  placed  an 
elaborate  manuscript  fantasia  before  the 
young  man,  who  thereupon  proceeded  to 
toss  off  page  after  page  upon  the  piano  with 
the  greatest  ease,  exclaiming  that  Father 
Haydn  was  out  of  it  altogether,  and  that  he 
might  have  spared  himself  the  trouble  of 
writing  so  many  pages,  all  of  which  were 
child's  play  to  him.  But  a  surprise  was  in 
store  for  the  ardent  youth.  On  coming  to 
the  last  page,  which  was  to  bring  him  his 
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final  triumph,  he  was  thunderstruck  to  see 
the  fantasia  end  with  the  crashing  chord — 


z-K 
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? 


which  required  both  his  hands  to  be  engaged 
at  the  extreme  ends  of  the  keyboard,  while 
simultaneously  there  was  a  note  A  in  the 
centre  of  the  piano  which  had  to  be  struck, 
and  there  was  no  means  of  playing  it. 

"Halloa  !"  exclaimed  Mozart,  "there  is  a 
mistake  here.  This  chord  is  an  impossibility 
on   the   piano.     No  player   on   earth  could 


the  instrument  And  placing  his  hands  on 
the  keys  at  the  two  extremities  of  the  piano 
he  bent  down  his  head  and  played  the  note 
in  the  middle  with  his  nose  I 

A  musical  joke  of  a  stupendous  nature 
was  played  upon  Handel  when  he  was  the 
manager  of  the  King's  Theatre  in  the  Hay- 
market.  It  was  a  constant  maxim  of  the  great 
composer,  whose  sensitive  ear  abominated 
the  tunings  up  of  an  orchestra,  that  all  the 
instruments  should  be  placed  ready  tuned  at 
the  music-stands,  and  that  the  members  of 
the  orchestra  should  enter  like  a  troop  of 
soldiers,  take  up  their  instruments  like  one 
man,  and  at  the  stroke  of  the  baton  begin. 
One  evening  a  practical  joker  contrived  to 
have  Handel  engaged  in  conversation  for 
some  minutes  behind  the  scenes,  while  he 
himself  entered  the  orchestra  and  quietly 
altered  the  tunings  of  all  the  instruments. 
Nobody  was  a  bit  the  wiser  till  the  baton  was 
raised — and  then  the  crash  came- -a  crash  of 
utter  and   supreme   discord  1      Handel   was 


*HE   SEIZED    HIS   WIG   AND   FLUNG   IT  AT   THE   LEADER   OF   THE    BAND." 


play  it.  It  is  not  proper  music  for  the 
instrument." 

"Confess  that  you  have  lost  your  wager," 
said  Haydn. 

"  Not  at  all,"  cried  Mozart,  getting  furious. 
"  It  is  not  proper  music  for  the  instrument. 
You  yourself  who  wrote  it  could  not  play  it." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Haydn,  sitting  down  at 


exasperated  to  frenzy.  It  is  on  record  that 
he  seized  his  wig  and  flung  it  at  the  leader  of 
the  band,  kicked  the  double  bass  viols  to 
splinters,  and  demolished  the  kettledrums, 
with  many  more  amenities  of  the  same 
description. 

The  composer  Haydn,  of  whom  we  have 
already  told  a  story,  was  a  confirmed  musical 
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jester,  and  wrote  a  long  symphony  for  the 
express  purpose  of  playing  a  joke  on  band 
and  audience  alike.  These  were  the  days  of 
candles  and  candelabra,  and  a  concert-room 
was  generally  lighted  by  a  large  candelabrum 


the  audience,  till  looking  round  and  finding 
that  he  was  left  quite  alone  he  made  a  hurried 
and  ignominious  escape  amid  shrieks  of 
laughter  from  all  present. 

Talking   of  candles   and  candlesticks   re- 
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"  FINDING  THAT   HE   WAS    LBFT   QUITE   ALONE    HE   MADE   A    HURRIED   AND   IGNOMINIOUS   ESCAPE." 


of  some  forty  candles  in  the  centre  of  the 
auditorium,  while  the  orchestra,  which  other- 
wise would  have  been  plunged  in  complete 
darkness,  was  illuminated  by  a  candle  being  set 
on  each  of  the  music  stands,  probably  twenty 
or  thirty  in  all.  Haydn  wrote  his  elaborate 
symphony,  and  towards  the  middle  of  it  the 
first  flute-player,  as  it  might  be,  found  that 
his  part  came  to  an  end.  He  was  directed 
by  a  marginal  note  at  the  side  of  the  music  to 
blow  out  his  candle  and  retire.  In  a  minute 
or  two  the  second  flute-player  found  he  was 
in  a  similar  condition,  and  he,  too,  retired, 
blowing  out  his  candle.  Next  it  was  the  turn 
of  the  comet-player,  then  of  the  trumpeter. 
The  audience  seeing  this  gradual  dispersion 
of  the  band  became  filled  with  uncontrollable 
curiosity  to  know  what  would  happen  next. 
Darker  and  darker  grew  the  orchestra,  fewer 
and  fewer  became  the  players  ;  but  those  who 
were  left  still  sat  fiddling  away  with  great 
diligence — until  at  last  only  one  man  remained, 
who  played  on  desperately  amid  the  mirth  of 


minds  us  of  a  musical  joke  of  Rossini's, 
which  nearly  cost  him  his  life.  At  one  of 
the  opera  houses  in  Italy  an  opera  of  his  had 
been  hissed.  En  passant  we  may  mention 
that  he  greeted  the  hissmg  with  the  same 
remark  which  has  been  attributed  to  Sheridan : 
"  Oh  !  they  have  found  out,  then,  what  a  bad 
piece  it  was."  But  Rossini  did  not  stop 
short  at  a  witticism.  He  determined  to 
punish  the  audience  for  their  hardihood. 
Accordingly,  he  wrote  an  overture  for  the 
next  night,  in  which  the  violinists  were 
directed  at  every  second  bar  to  tap  their 
candlesticks  with  their  bows.  This  so 
enraged  the  audience,  who  took  it  as  a  sort 
of  personal  insult,  that  they  stormed  the 
orchestra,  broke  the  benches  of  the  theatre, 
and  threatened  to  kill  the  composer  if 
they  caught  him — but  he  was  fortunate 
enough  to  escape. 

Schumann  was  a  pronounced  musical 
joker,  and,  taking  for  his  subject  the  amuse- 
ments of  the  Carnival,  he  wrote  an  elaborate 
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piece  of  music  in  which  he  imitates  the 
skipping  of  the  harlequin  by  a  run  on  the 
piano,  and  then  a  long  jump  from  one  part 
of  the  keys  to  the  other— with  other  eccen- 
tricities of  this  sort. 

Beethoven,  in  the  Moonh'ght  Sonata,  has 
played  a  joke  on  his  hearers  in  introducing  a 
dance  of  elves  and  fairies,  who  trip  about  the 
keys  in  all  directions  in  a  most  fantastic  and 
grotesque  manner.  He  said  that  Shake- 
speare taught  him  to  joke  in  music,  by  the 
way  in  which  Shakespeare  unites  humour  and 
pathos  in  the  same  piece.  In  this  spirit,  in 
the  Pastoral  Symphony,  Beethoven  makes 
all  the  birds  of  the  air  chirp  out  after  the 
storm — the  cuckoo,  the  quail,  etc.  You  can 
hear  them  quite  distinctly  on  the  instruments. 

Even  the  grave  Bach  did  not  disdain  to 
crack  a  musical  joke  occasionally,  and  wrote 
a  piece  of  music  called  "  l*he  Return  Home,' 
for  the  express  purpose  of  imitating  the 
cracking  of  the  postilion's  whip  which 
accompanies  the  homeward  journey.  And 
Frederick  the  Great  helped  him  on  one 
occasion  to  play  another  musical  joke.  The 
occasion  was  the  visit  of  Bach  to  the  monarch 
in  his  palace  of  Sans  Souci  at  Potsdam. 
After  performing  several  pieces  of  music  on 
the  harpsichord.  Bach  asked  the  King  to  give 
him  a  theme  on  which  he  might  extemporize. 
The  King  made  no  reply,  but  taking  his  flute 
he  played  these  four  notes  : — 


r 


s 


When  we  explain  that  B  natural  is  known 
in  German  music  by  the  name  H,  it  will  be 
at  once  apparent  that  these  four  notes  spell 
the  name  of  Bach  himself — B  A  C  H  ;  on 
which  theme  the  composer  extemporized 
accordingly.  He  did  not  forget  it  afterwards  ; 
for  once  being  in  a  country  district  where  he 
was  a  stKttiger,  and  having  asked  permission 
to  play  on  the  church  organ,  he  performed 
on  it  in  such  a  manner  and  poured  forth  such 
floods  of  masterly  music  that  crowds  thronged 
the  church  to  listen.  No  one  knew  who  the 
extraordinary  organist  was,  and  at  last  he 
was  asked  to  give  his  name. 
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replied  Bach  on  the  keys,  and  executing  a 
brilliant  extemporization  on  the  theme  he 
left  the  place,  and  an  everlasting  tradition 
behind  him. 

In  conclusion,  we  cannot  do  more  than 
bestow  a  passing  allusion  to  the  stock 
musical  jokes  of  the  Middle  Ages,  which 
delighted  in  their  day  many  a  monk  and 
medieval  composer.  These  were  pieces  of 
music  called  canons,  so  constructed  that  they 
would  read  the  same  backwards  or  forwards. 
For  this  reason  they  were  called  Crab  Canons, 
because,  to  quote  the  words  of  Shakespeare, 
"  like  the  crab  they  could  walk  backwards." 
The  following  is  one  of  them.  If  you 
examine  it,  you  will  find  that  when  you  get 
to  the  end  you  may  begin  "to  walk  back- 
wards," and  you  will  repeat  exactly  the  same 
notes  as  when  "  you  walked  forwards." 
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These  Crab  Canons  are  sometimes  called 
Everlasting  Canons,  because  you  never  get 
to  the  end  of  them.  Directly  you  reach  the 
last  note  you  begin  again,  going  backwards 
this  time.  When  you  reach  the  first  note 
you  start  again,  going  forwards — and  so  con- 
tinue, like  a  crab  caught  in  a  net  or  a  lobster 
in  a  lobster  pot,  never  getting  out  of  the 
dilemma. 

Sometimes  they  were  so  constructed  that 
when  you  came  to  the  end  you  had  to  turn 
the  music  upside  down  (as  in  the  following 
example),  and,  reading  it  backwards  by  the 
help  of  the  bass  clef,  the  melody  repeated 
itself  note  for  note  as  before. 


4= 


'--^ 


'^^^^ 


Sometimes  they  proceeded  to  greater 
heights  of  complexity.  But  here  we  leave 
them,  and  musical  jokes  with  them,  with  the 
remark  that  while  the  latter  are  the  most 
innocent  form  of  wit,  they  require  consider- 
able ingenuity  to  invent  them  and  play  them 
ofl"  successfully. 
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By   The    Hon.    Mrs.    FITZROY    STEWART. 


I  y S  K I N  once  sa id^  * '  \V here ver 
men  are  noble  they  love  bright 
colours.''  The  words  of  such 
a  master  carry  weight,  but 
there  seems  a  spice  of  the  reck- 
less in  his  assertion.  Everyone 
knows  that  savages  are  famous  for  their  love 
of  crude  and  vivid  colouring;  a  negress 
adores  scarlet,  and  glaring  tints  are  the  joy 
of  the  South  Sea  Islander.  On  the  other 
hand,  there  is  no  doubt  that  all  women  who 
make  history  love  colour  and  clothe  them- 
selves brilliantly.  Cleopatra  had  a  passionate 
craze  for  colour,  and  at  fifty  years  old  made 
a  slave  of  Mark  Antony.  Diane  de  Poictiers 
was  devoted  to  yellow,  and  wore  it  con- 
stantly; Madame  de  Pompadour  invented 
the  happy  blending  of  pale  blue  and  pale 
pink,  such  as  is  shown,  adapted  to  a  modem 
costume,  in  the  first  of  the  accompanying 
coloured  illustrations  ;  Marie  Antoinette  was 
responsible  for  the  dainty  mixture  of  palest 
pinks  and  yellows  ;  and  the  ill-starred 
Empress  Josephine  favoured  black  and  white 
and  bright  green — a  most  effective  combina- 
tion. And,  to  come  down  to  modern  times, 
the  late  Queen  Draga  of  Servia  had  the  cult 
of  colour,  and  used  it  to  striking  advantage. 
Also  some  of  our  cleverest  actresses,  such  as 
Sarah  Bernhardt,  R^jane,  and  Mrs.  Brown 
Potter,  know  the  science  of  colour,  and 
employ  it  with  much  audacity. 

Colour  idealizes,  arrests,  determines;  it 
has  power  for  good  and  ill ;  it  affects  not 
only  a  woman's  looks,  but  also  her  health 
and  character.  And  there  is  no  study  of 
deeper  interest. 

It  must  be  admitted  that,  as  a  nation,  we 
are  not  good  colourists.  But  the  cult  of  colour 
appeals  to  the  educated  classes,  and  some 
of  the  best  faiseurs  of  the  day  give  proof 
that  they  have  studied  the  art  to  perfection. 
One  of  our  cleverest  designers  says  that  she 
goes  straight  to  Nature  for  her  colourings ; 


and  certain  it  Is  that  she  can  have  no  better 
instructor.  Fruit,  flowers,  even  trees  and 
gmsses,  teach  us  much^  and  a  feast  of  tints 
is  to  be  found  on  the  wings  of  butterflies. 
This  dressmaker  declares  that  she  often 
walks  in  Hyde  Park  to  look  at  the  flowers 
iintl  foliage,  or  makes  her  way  to  South 
Kensington  to  study  the  butterflies  in  Lord 
Walsingham's  collection  at  the  Victoria  and 
Albert  Museum.  What  green  can  be  lovelier 
than  that  of  a  larch  tree  ?  What  pale  blue 
can  be  more  perfect  than  the  blue  of  the 
plumbago  plant  or  of  the  La  Pe3n-ousse 
hyacinth  ?  Then  no  shade  of  cream  can  be 
more  delicate  than  that  of  the  freesia ;  the 
mixture  of  pale  pinks  and  yellows  is  taught 
us  by  the  tea-rose  ;  a  forget-me-not  shows  the 
blending  of  blue  and  mauve;  a  peacock's 
outspread  tail  proves  the  power  of  blues  and 
greens  ;  and  red  and  black  never  look  better 
than  in  the  wings  of  a  Red  Admiral  butterfly. 

We  will  now  take  some  of  the  best-known 
shades  and  see  how  they  should  be  used  in 
matters  of  costume. 

White  is  the  symbol  of  innocence,  and 
its  use  at  births,  deaths,  and  weddings  has 
been  sanctified  by  tradition.  But  the 
wearing  of  white  in  everyday  life  needs 
much  circumspection.  The  broad  rule  is 
that  it  suits  the  very  young  and  the  very 
old,  but,  all  the  same,  it  often  proves 
unbecoming  to  the  average  dkbutante.  In 
order  to  wear  white  with  success  a  woman 
must  be  fair  and  slim,  and  —  but  this  is 
rare — own  the  type  of  a  cold,  refined 
loveliness — a  type  represented  in  the  second 
of  the  following  illustrations.  However, 
tastes  diflfer,  and  the  late  Mr.  Gladstone  was 
once  heard  to  declare  that  every  woman, 
no  matter  what  age,  always  looked  her  best 
in  white  satin.  Royal  ladies  who  have  passed 
their  first  youth  are  often  to  be  seen  in  white 
or  cream  colour.  An  example  of  this  fancy 
is  afforded  by  Queen  Margherita  of  Italy  ; 
but  the  story  of  her  series  of  white  gowns 
given  by  the  late  King  is  too  old  to  bear_ 
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repetition.  The  Dowager-Empress  of  Russia 
and  our  own  Queen  Alexandra  often  wear 
white  gowns  on  the  occasion  of  Court  cere- 
monials. And  there  are  several  society 
women  who,  with  their  white  hair  and  still 
handsome  faces,  prefer  to  appear  dressed  in 
pure  white,  either  in  lace,  satin,  or  velvet. 

Black  seems  evil,  and  with  some  people 
produces  melancholy.  But  all  the  same  it 
has  its  uses,  and  is  in  high  favour  with 
smart  Parisiennes.  Now,  there  are  certain 
mistakes  that  seem  rooted  in  the  tninds 
of  everyday  Englishwomen.  One  of  these 
is  that  only  fair  people  ought  to  wear 
black.  In  real  fact  a  dark  wbman  is  often 
at  her  best  in  black,  and  a  brunette  with  a 
bright  complexion  will  look  magnificent. 
But  a  black  gown  to  be  successful  must  be  in 
many  blacks ;  it  must  have  lace  or  jet,  and 
lights  and  shades  should  be  introduced.  It 
takes  a  woman  with  brains  to  dress  well  in 
white  or  in  black. 

Yellow  is  a  splendid  shade,  and  one  that  is 
both  subtle  and*  mysterious.  The  Burmese 
— a  race  that  is  most  cunning  in  psychic 
matters — make  a  deep  study  of  its  varying 
effects,  and  use  it  in  all  their  garments  of 
ceremony.  But,  with  us,  yellow  has  been  for 
many  years  greatly  and  most  unjustly  despised. 
It  is  one  of  the  finest  of  colours,  with  many 
exquisite  shades,  and  only  when  too  pure  is 
It  unmanageable.  The  cold,  pale  primrose, 
that  shines  like  a  light  in  the  hedgerows,  may 
be  massed  about  a  young  face  with  impunity. 
Apricot  is  beautiful  for  some  people,  and 
ambers  of  all  shades  are  exceedingly  good 
and  becoming  A  fair  woman  looks  well  in 
pale  yellow  and  brown,  the  effect  being  well 
shown  in  the  third  of  the  following  illustra- 
tions; and  deep  orange  suits  a  brunette. 
A  dull  tawny  shade,  once  called  "  buff,"  is 
also  most  becoming.  Yellow  was  a  favourite 
colour  with  most  of  the  old  masters.  Paul 
Veronese  had  a  penchant  for  a  certain  yellow 
shot  with  pink,  a  tint  that  is  extremely  beau- 
tiful. Rubens  often  put  in  a  mass  of  deep 
yellow  in  a  garment  or  curtain  with  striking 
effect ;  and  Van  Dyck  seemed  to  fancy  a  rich 
shade,  almost  the  colour  of  ale,  which  blends 
in  a  kindly  way  with  everything.  In  fact, 
yellow  is  the  "sun  colour,"  is  most  lucky, 
and  suits  almost  everyone. 

Red  is  a  glorious  colour;  it  gives  hope, 
courage,  and  confidence.  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
seems  to  have  revelled  in  the  duller  reds.  In 
two  of  his  pictures,  "  The  Fortune  Tellers  " 
and  "The  Angerstein  Children,"  telling 
touches  of  this  rich,  refined  red  appear  both 
in    dresses   and    backgrounds.      But    these 


shades  are  vastly  different  from  the  scarlet  of 
a  soldier's  coat,  from  the  red  cloth  frocks 
exploited  by  certain  dressmakers,  or  even 
from  the  Royal  crimson  that  was  done  to 
death  in  1902.  And  the  clever  dresser  fears 
these  sultry  tints,  as  the  delicate  rose  in  a 
woman's  face  is  only  too  easy  to  extinguish. 
But  a  rich,  dull  shade  makes  for  success  ; 
such,  for  example,  as  Indian  red,  or  the  deep 
red  that  is  seen  in  the  historic  cloak  of  Little 
Red  Riding  Hood.  The  richness  of  colour 
thus  obtainable  is  strikingly  shown  in  the 
last  of  our  illustrations.  Spanish  women  have 
made  a  bright  red  rose  in  the  hair  an  undying 
fashion,  but  the  effect  is  usually  softened  by 
their  graceful  mantillas.  Deep,  heavy  reds 
were  much  used  in  draperies  by  the  old 
Italian  masters,  especially  by  Titian. 

Blue  has  always  been  a  favourite  colour 
with  nations  past  and  present.  It  seems 
difficult  to  account  for  its  popularity.  It  is 
neither  as  stately  as  yellow,  as  vivid  as  red, 
nor  as  soft  as  grey,  green,  or  violet.  Perhaps 
it  is  because  there  is  not  much  real  blue  in 
Nature.  There  are  not  many  blue  birds  or 
fishes,  insects,  or  minerals  ;  and  in  animals 
and  in  the  human  race  there  may  be  said 
to  be  no  blue  at  all.  For  instance,  real 
blue  eyes  are  rare,  and  the  "  blue  vein " 
which  poets  love  is  more  than  rather 
visionary.  Blue  flow^ers  are  by  no  means 
common,  although  amongst  them  can  be 
found  such  precious  blooms  as  the  gentian, 
the  harebell,  the  pale  blue  scabious,  some 
hyacinths,  campanulas,  delphiniums,  and 
forget-me-nots.  Blue  has  always  been  in 
high  favour  with  spiritualists ;  and  it  is 
needless  to  point  out  that  Fra  Angelico's 
delicate  blues  —  singularly  pure  and  trans- 
parent— are  all  associated  with  an  intensely 
spiritual  atmosphere.  And  Gainsborough 
had  a  great  liking  for  this  charming  shade  of 
colour.  Blue  appears  in  many  of  his  best 
pictures  ;  notably  in  the  famous  "Blue 
Boy  "  at  Grosvenor  House,  in  Ihs  portrait 
of  Mrs.  Siddons,  now  at  the  National 
Gallery,  and  also  in  his  world-renowned 
picture  of  Cieorgiana  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire. But  the  blues  employed  by  this 
master-hand  were  utterly  unlike  our  modem 
ultramarine,  whether  that  vivid  hue  appears 
as  bright  cornflower  or  as  Royal  or 
Alexandra  blue.  Turquoise-blue  is  a  lovely 
shade,  and  when  craftily  used  proves  most 
becoming.  A  popular  fallacy  that  should  be 
knocked  on  the  head  at  once  is  that  blue — 
especially  a  pale  tint — suits  fair  women  only, 
and  never  brunettes.  In  real  truth,  a  dark 
woman,  with  a  pale  olive  skin,  never  looks 
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better  than  when  dressed  in  pale  blue,  or 
with  touches  of  turquoise-blue  in  a  brown 
or  black  costume. 

From  blue  to  green  is  a  natural  transition. 
Green  is  the  "Venus"  colour,  but  many 
vague  fancies  work  against  its  popularity. 
Dull  sage-green  reminds  one  of  the  aesthetic 
craze  of  the  far-off  eighties ;  and  a  bright 
shade  of  green  is  apt  to  be  voted  unbecoming. 
This  is,  however,  a  mistake,  as  it  makes  an 
effective  colour-note,  and  is  really  one  of  the 
smartest  shades  in  creation.  A  touch  of 
emerald-green  looks  specially  well  with  black 
and  white,  and  who  shall  deny  the  merits  of 
a  big  square  emerald,  or  of  a  bit  of  bright 
green  enamel  ?  Green  has  been  worn  through 
the  ages,  and  is  often  mentioned  in  medieval 
poems  as  a  favourite  colour  in  dress  for  both 
men  and  women.  The  beautiful  Rosial  in 
"  The  Court  of  Love,"  attributed  to  Chaucer, 
is  robed  in  a  green  gown,  "  light  and  summer- 
wise,  shapen  full  well,"  and  around  her  neck 
a  string  of  rubies. 

This  may  sound  a  criide  mixture,  but 
antique  colours  were  pale  as  a  rule,  and 
rubies  are  far  from  being  scarlet.  A  dull 
yellow-green  and  dark  crimson  may  be  most 
harmonious.  Pale  green  is  often  pretty,  and 
can  be  mixed  with  pale  blue  in  a  charming 
manner.  The  dress  offered  to  Enid,  "  where 
like  a  shoaling  sea  the  lovely  blue  played 
into  green,"  was  a  happy  thought  of  Tenny- 
son's. A  word  to  the  wise :  One  out  of  two 
colours  should  always  be  dull  and  not  too  pure  ; 
that  is  a  safe  rule  in  colour  combination. 
Romney  had  a  great  fancy  for  green ;  it 
appears  in  many  of  his  pictures  of  Lady 
Hamilton,  and  also  in  a  charming  portrait, 
called  "The  Parson's  Daughter,"  in  the 
National  Gallery. 

Mauve  is  the  colour  of  thought  and  refine- 
ment, and  is  the  chosen  shade  of  Queen 
Alexandra.  She  wears  it  both  by  day  and 
evening,  and  has  been  painted  in  a  mauve 
costume.  And  her  liking  for  amethysts 
proves  the  same  fancy,  as  an  Oriental 
amethyst  is  a  cross  between  mauve  and 
purple. 

Brown  has  an  unmerited  reputation  for 
lacking  smartness.  It  is  a  difficult  colour  to 
wear,  and  is  at  its  best  with  red  or  auburn 
haired  women.  But  it  often  looks  well  at 
night,  either  in  tulle  or  mousseline,  and  a 
brown  tulle  ball-gown  once  made  its  mark 
when  worn  with  yellow  topazes. 

Grey,  like  white,  if  it  is  to  be  successful, 
must  he  worn  with  due  regard  to  its  limita- 
tions. A  Parisienne  looks  well  in  her  Lenten 
tones  of  grey,  and  there  is  a  type — a  won- 
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drous  type — that  can  wear  grey  and  invest  it 
with  a  wicked  demureness  which  is  at  once 
attractive.  But  grey  is  ill-suited  to  London 
skies  and  to  our  national  characteristics. 

Students  in  the  art  of  colour  are  well  aware 
that  the  choice  of  tints  depends  much  upon 
material.  And  the  effect  of  colour  on  texture 
and  of  texture  on  colour  is  worth  our  careful 
consideration.  For  instance,  many  artists 
declare  that  white  is  at  its  best  in  soft 
woollen  stuffs,  or  else  in  lace,  tulle,  chiffon, 
or  crepe  de  Chine.  The  correct  treatment 
of  black  has  been  already  mentioned.  Red 
— always  a  difficult  bright  colour — should  be 
shunned  in  opaque  textures  and  chosen  in 
those  that  are  transparent.  A  red  voile  is 
good,  a  red  crepe  better,  and  the  shade 
becomes  lovable  in  tulle,  chiffon,  or  mousse- 
line.  Then  pale  blue  is  sweet  in  muslin, 
face  cloth,  or  in  taffetas  (when  shot  with 
white),  and  also  in  gauze  and  chiffon,  but 
should  be  rigidly  avoided  in  silk,  satin, 
tweed,  or  homespun.  Purple,  violet,  and 
mauve  are  exacting  shades,  as  they  each 
demand  the  best  materials.  Violet  cloth  has 
a  hard  effect,  and  a  mauve  tweed  is  un- 
speakable. But  violet  velvet  suits  a  queen, 
and  a  dress  made  of  mauve  crepe  de  Chine 
may  be  a  poem.  Pink  has  possibilities,  and 
in  Paris  is  worn  like  a  livery  by  brides  on 
the  occasion  of  their  signing  the  marriage 
contract. 

Green  is  said  to  be  unlucky,  but,  then,  so 
are  opals  and  peacocks'  feathers — two  of  the 
loveliest  things  in  the  universe.  And  green 
has  charming  varieties.  The  power  of  a  bit 
of  emerald-green  has  been  already  mentfoned ; 
and  a  fair  woman  will  look  her  best  in  pale 
green  cr^pe  or  chiffon.  And  a  green  taffetas 
gown  is  also  a  happy  creation. 

An  artist  in  colour  will  wear  her  jewels 
with  an  eye  to  colour  and  material.  Sapphire- 
blue  tulle  makes  a  good  background  for 
diamonds.  Rubies  are  at  their  best  worn 
with  grey  chiffon,  and  pearls  are  perfect  with 
reseda -green  chiffon.  Yellow  topazes  go 
with  brown,  and  pale  yellow  chiffon  makes  a 
splendid  set-off  for  amethysts.  And  once,  at 
a  Court  ball,  a  grey  chiffon  frock  with  silver 
embroideries,  and  worn  with  a  string  of  big 
black  pearls,  made  the  success  of  the  evening. 

Colour  is  a  serious  subject,  and  the  shades 
chosen  in  dress  should  be  suited  not  only 
to  a  woman's  appearance,  but  also  to  her 
character  and  circumstances. 

So  various  are  the  colours  you  may  try, 
Of  which  the  thirsty  wool  imbibes  the  dye  ; 
Try  every  one,  what  best  becomes  you  wear, 
For  no  complexion  all  alike  can  bear.— Ovid. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 
R.  ROBERT  VYNER  had 
been  busy  all  the  afternoon, 
and  the  clock  still  indicated 
fifteen  minutes  short  of  the 
time  at  which  he  had  intended 
to  leave.  He  leaned  back  in 
his  chair,  and,  yielding  to  the  slight  rotatory 
movement  of  that  active  piece  of  furniture, 
indulged  in  the  first  twirl  for  three  days. 
Bassett  or  no  Bassett,  it  was  exhilarating,  and, 
having  gone  to  the  limit  in  one  direction,  he 
obtained  impetus  by  a  clutch  at  the  table  and 
whirled  back  again.  A  smothered  exclama- 
tion from  the  door  arrested  his  attention,  and 
putting  on  the  break  with  some  suddenness 
he  found  himself  looking  into  the  pretty, 
astonished  eyes  of  Joan  Hartley. 

"  I   beg  your  pardon,"  she  said,  in  confu- 
sion.    "  I  thought  it  was  my  father." 

**  It — it  got  stuck,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  spring- 
ing  up  and  regarding  the  chair  with  great 
disfavour.    "  I  was  trying  to  loosen  it.    I  shall 
have  to  send  it  back,  Tm  afraid ;  it's  badly 
made.    There's  no  cabinet-making  nowadays." 
Miss  Hartley  retreated  to  the  doorway. 
"  I  am  sorry ;  I  expected  to  find  my  father 
here,"  she  said.     **  It  used  to  be  his  room." 
"Yes,  it  was  his  room,"  said  the  young 
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man.  "  If  you  will  come  in  and  sit  down 
I  will  send  for  him." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,  thank  you,"  said  Joan, 
still  standing  by  the  door.  "  If  you  will  tell 
me  where  his  room  is  now,  I  will  go  to  him." 

"  He — he  is  in  the  general  office,"  said 
Robert  Vyner,  slowly. 

Miss  Hartley  bit  her  lip  and  her  eyes  grew 
sombre. 

"  Don't  go,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  eagerly.  "  I'll 
go  and  fetch  him.     He  is  expecting  you." 

"Expecting  me?"  said  the  girl.  "Why, 
he  didn't  know  I  was  coming." 

"  Perhaps  I  misunderstood  him,"  mur- 
mured Mr.  Vyner.  "  Pressure  of  business," 
he  said,  vaguely,  indicating  a  pile  of  papers 
on  his  table.  "Hardly  know  what  people 
do  say  to  me." 

He  pushed  a  comfortable  easy-chair  to  the 
window,  and  the  girl,  after  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion, seated  herself  and  became  interested  in 
the  life  outside.  Robert  Vyner,  resuming  his 
seat,  leaned  back  and  gazed  at  her  in  frank 
admiration. 

"Nice  view  down  the  harbour,  isn't  it?" 
he  said,  after  a  long  pause. 

Miss  Hartley  agreed — and  sat  admiring  it. 

"  Salthaven  is  a  pretty  place  altogether,  I 
think,"   continued    Robert.      "I    was    quite 
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glad  to  come  back  to  it.  I  like  the  town 
and  I  like  the  people.  Except  for  holidays 
I  haven't  been  in  the  place  since  I  was 
ten." 

Miss  Hartley,  feeling  that  some  comment 
was  expected,  said,  "  Indeed  ! " 

"  You  have  lived  here  all  your  life,  I  sup- 
pose ?  "  said  the  persevering  Robert. 

"  Practically,"  said  Miss  Hartley. 

Mr.  Vyner  stole  a  look  at  her  as  she  sat 
sideways  by  the  window.  Conscience  and 
his  visitor's  manner  told  him  that  he  ought 
to  go  for  her  father  ;  personal  inclination  told 
him  that  there  was  no  hurry.  For  the  first 
time  in  his  experience  the  office  became  the 
most  desirable  place  in  the  world.  He 
wanted  to  sit  still  and  look  at  her,  and  for 
some  time,  despite  her  restlessness,  obeyed 
his  inclinations.  She  turned  at  last  to  ask 
for  her  father,  and  in  the  fraction  of  a 
second  he  was  immersed  in  a  bundle  of 
paf)ers.  Knitted  brows  and  pursed  lips 
testified  to  his  absorption.  He  seized  a  pen 
and  made  an  endorsement ;  looked  at  it  with 
his  head  on  one  side  and  struck  it  out  again. 

"  My  father  ? "  said  Miss'  Hartley,  in  a 
small  but  determined  voice. 

Mr.  Vyner  gazed  at  her  in  a  preoccupied 
fashion.     Suddenly  his  face  changed. 

"  Good  gracious  !  yes,"  he  said,  springing 
up  and  going  to  the  door.  "  How  stupid  of 
me ! " 

He  stepped  into  the  corridor  and  stood 
reflecting.  In  some  circumstances  he  could 
be  businesslike  enough.  After  reflecting  for 
three  minutes  he  came  back  into  the  room. 

"He  will  be  in  soon,"  he  said,  resuming 
his  seat.  Inwardly  he  resolved  to  go  and 
fetch  him  later  on — when  the  conversation 
flagged,  for  instance.  Meantime  he  took  up 
his  papers  and  shook  his  head  over  them. 

"  I  wish  I  had  got  your  father's  head  for 
business,"  he  said,  ruefully. 

Miss  Hartley  turned  on  him  a  face  from 
which  all  primness  had  vanished.  The 
corners  of  her  mouth  broke  and  her  eyes 
grew  soft.  She  smiled  at  Mr.  Vyner,  and 
Mr.  Vyner,  pluming  himself  upon  his  ad- 
dress, smiled  back. 

"  If  I  knew  half  as  much  as  he  does,"  he 
continued,  "  Fd— I'd " 

Miss  Hartley  waited,  her  eyes  bright  with 
expectation. 

"  I'd,"  repeated  Mr.  Vyner,  who  had  rashly 
embarked  on  a  sentence  before  he  had  seen 
the  end  of  it,  "  have  a  jolly  easy  time  of  it,'* 
he  concluded,  breathlessly. 

Miss  Hartley  surveyed  him  in  pained 
surprise.     "  I  thought  cpy  father  worked  very 


hard,"  she  said,  with  a  little  reproach  in  her 
-Voice. 

"So  he  does,"  said  the  young  man,  hastily, 
"  but  he  wouldn't  if  he  only  had  my  work  to 
do;  that's  what  I  meant.  As  far  as  he  is 
concerned  he  works  far  too  hard.  He  sets  an 
example  that  is  a  trouble  to  all  of  us  except 
the  office-boy.     Do  you  know  Bassett  ?  " 

Miss  Hartley  smiled.  "  My  father  tells 
me  he  is  a  very  good  boy,"  she  said. 

"  A  treasure  ! "  said  Robert.  "  *  Good ' 
doesn't  describe  Bassett.  He  is  the  sort  of 
boy  who  would  get  off  a  'bus  after  paying  his 
fare  to  kick  a  piece  of  orange-peel  off"  the 
pavement.  He  has  been  nourished  on  copy- 
book headings  and.  *  Sandford  and  Merton.' 
Ever  read  *  Sandford  and  Merton  '  ?  " 
^    "  I — I  tried  to  once,"  said  Joan. 

"There  was  no  *  trying'  with  Bassett," 
said  Mr.  Vyner,  rather  severely.  "  He  took 
to  it  as  a  duok  takes  to  water.  By  model- 
ling his  life  on  its  teaching  he  won  a  silver 
medal  for  never  missing  an  attendance  at 
school." 

"  Father  has  seen  it,"  said  Joan,  with  a  smile. 

"  Even  the  measles  failed  to  stop  him," 
continued  Robert.  "  Day  by  day,  a  little 
more  flushed  than  usual,  perhaps,  he  sat  in 
his  accustomed  place  until  the  whole  school 
was  down  with  it  and  had  to  be  closed  in 
consequence.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  did 
Bassett  feel  that  he  had  saved  the  situation." 

"  I  don't  suppose  he  knew  it,  poor  boy," 
said  Joan. 

"  Anyway,  he  got  the  medal,"  said  Robert, 
"  and  he  has  a  row  of  prizes  for  good  conduct. 
I  never  had  one  ;  not  even  a  little  one.  I 
suppose  you  had  a  lot  ?  " 

Miss  Hartley  maintained  a  discreet  silence. 

"  Nobody  ever  seemed  to  notice  my  good 

conduct,"  continued  Mr.  Vyner,  still  bent  on 

making  conversation.     "  They  always  seemed 

to  notice  the  other  kind  fast  enough  ;  but  the 

good '  seemed  to  escape  them." 

He  sighed  faintly,  and  glancing  at  the  girl, 
who  was  looking  out  of  the  window  again, 
took  up  his  pen  and  signed  his  blotting-paper. 

"  I  suppose  you  know  the  view  from  that 
window  pretty  well?"  he  said,  putting  the 
paper  aside  with  great  care. 

"  Ever  since  I  was  a  small  girl,"  said  Joan, 
looking  round.  "  I  used  to  come  here  some- 
times and  wait  for  father.  Not  so  much 
lately  ;  and  now,  of  course " 

Mr.  Vyner  looked  uncomfortable.  "  I  hope 
you  will  come  to  this  room  whenever  you 
want  to  see  him,"  he  said,  earnestly.  "  He 
— he  seemed  to  prefer  being  in  the  general 
office." 
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Miss  Hartley  busied  herself  with  the 
window  again.  "Seemed  to  prefer,"  she 
said,  impatiently,  under  her  breath.     "  Yes." 

There  was  a  long  silence,  which  Mr.  Vyner, 
gazing  in  mute  consternation  at  the  vision  of 
indignant  prettiness  by  the  window,  felt  quite 
unable  to  break.  He  felt  that  the  time  had 
at  last  arrived  at  which  he  might  safely  fetch 
Mr.  Hartley  without  any  self-upbraidings 
later  on,  and  was  just  about  to  rise  when 
the  faint  tap  at  the  door  by  which  Bassett 
always  justified  his  entrance  stopped  him, 
and  Bassett  entered  the  room  with  some 
cheques  for  signature.  Despite  his  habits, 
the  youth  started  slightly  as  he  saw  the 
visitor,  and  then,  placing  the  cheques  before 
Mr.  Vyner,  stood  patiently  by  the  table  while 
he  signed  them. 

"That  will  do,"  said  the  latter,  as  he 
finished.      "Thank  you." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Bassett.  He  gave 
a  slow  glance  at  the  window,  and,  arranging 
the  cheques  neatly,  turned  towards  the  door. 

"Will  Mr.  Hartley  be  long?"  inquired 
Joan,  turning  round. 

"Mr.  Hartley,  miss?"  said  Bassett,  paus- 
ing, with   his   hand  on   the    knob. 
"Mr.  Hartley  left  half  an  hour  ago," 

Mr.  Vyner,  who  felt  the  eyes  ol 
Miss  Hartley  fixed 
upon  him,  re- 
sisted by  a 
supreme  effort  the 
impulse  to  look  at 
her  in  return. 

"Bassett!"  he 
said,  sharply. 

"Sir?"  said  the 
other. 

"  Didn't  you," 
said  Mr.  Vyner, 
with  a  fine  and 
growing  note  of 
indignation  in  his 
voice —  **didn't 
you  tell  Mr.  Hart- 
ley that  Miss 
Hartley  was  here 
waiting  for  him  ?  " 

"No,  sir,"  said 
Bassett,  gazing  at 
certain  mysterious 
workings  of  the 
junior  partner's 
face  with  undis- 
guised amaze- 
ment.    "I " 

"  Do  you  mean 
to     tell     me/' 


demanded  Mr.  Vyner,  looking  at  him  with 
great  significance,  "  that  you  forgot  ?  " 

" No,  sir,"  said  Bassett ;  "I  didn't " 

"That  will  do,"  broke  in  Mr.  Vyner, 
imperiously.     "That  will  do.     You  can  go." 

"  But,"  said  the  amazed  vouth,  "  how  could 
I  tell -" 

"That — will— do,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  very 
distinctly.  "  I  don't  want  any  excuses.  You 
can  go  at  once.  And  the  next  time  you  are 
told  to  deliver  a  message,  please  don't  forget. 
Now  go." 

He  rose  from  his  chair  and,  with  a  fine 
show  of  indignation,  thrust  the  gasping 
Bassett  from  the  room,  and  then  turned  to 
face  the  girl 

"  I  am  so  sorry,"  he  began.  "  That  stupid 
boy — you  see  how  stupid  he  is " 

"  It  doesn't  matter,  thank  you,"  said  Joan. 
"  It — it  wasn't  very  important." 

"He  doesn't  usually  forget  things,"  mur- 
mured Mr.  Vyner.  "  I  wish  now,"  he  added, 
truthfully,  "that  I  had  told  Mr.  Hartley 
myself." 

He  held  the  door  open  for  her,  and,  still 
expressing  his  regret,  accompanied  her  down- 
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stairs  to  the  door.  Miss  Hartley,  somewhat 
embarrassed,  and  a  prey  to  suspicions  which 
maidenly  modesty  forbade  her  to  voice, 
listened  in  silence. 

"  Next  time  you  come,"  said  Mr.  Vyner, 
pausing  just  outside  the  door,  "  I  hope " 

Something  dropped  between  them,  and  fell 
with  a  little  tinkling  crash  on  to  the  pave> 
ment  Mr.  Vyner  stooped,  and,  picking  up  a 
pair  of  clumsily-fashioned  spectacles,  looked 
swiftly  up  at  the  office  window. 

"  Bassett,"  he  said,  involuntarily. 

He  stood  looking  at  the  girl,  and  trying 
in  vain  to  think  of  something  to  say.  Miss 
Hartley,  with  somewhat  more  colour  than 
usual,  gave  him  a  little  bow  and  hurried  off. 


CHAPTER  V. 
Smiling  despite  herself  as  she  thought 
over  the  events  of  the  afternoon,  Joan 
Hartley  walked  thoughtfully  homewards. 
Indignation  at  Mr.  Vyner's  pre- 
sumption was  mingled  with  regret 
that  a  young  man  of  undeniably 
good  looks  and  somewhat  engaging 
manners  should  stoop  to  deceit 
The  fact  that  people  are  considered 
innocent  until  proved  guilty  did  not 
concern  her.  With  scarcely  any 
hesitation  she  summed  up  against 
him,  the  only  thing  that  troubled 
her  being  what  sentence  to  inflict, 
and  how  to  inflict  it.  She  wondered 
what  excuse  he  could  make  for  such 
behaviour,  and  then  blushed  hotly 
as  she  thought  of  the  one  he  would 
probably  advance.  Confused  at  her 
own  thoughts,  she  quickened  her 
pace,  in  happy  ignorance  of  the  fact 
that  fifty  yards  behind  her  Captain 
Trimblett  and  her  father,  who  had 
witnessed  with  great  surprise  her 
leave-taking  of  Mr.  Vyner,  were 
regulating  their  pace  by  hers. 

"  She's  a  fine  girl,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, after  a  silence  that  had  endured 
long  enough  to  be  almost  embarrass- 
ing.    "  A  fine  girl,  but " 

He  broke  off,  and  completed  his 
sentence  by  a  shake  of  the  head. 

"She  must  have  come  for  me," 
said  Hartley,  "  and  he  happened  to 
be  standing  there  and  told  her  I 
had  gone." 

"No  doubt,"  said  the  captain, 
dryly.  "  That's  why  she  went  scurry- 
ing off  as  though  she  had  got  a 
train  to  catch,  and  he  stood  there 
all  that  time  looking  after  her.  And, 


besides,  every  time  he  sees  me,  in  some  odd 
fashion  your  name  crops  up." 

" My  name?"  said  the  other,  in  surprise. 

"Your  name,"  repeated  the  captain, 
firmly.  "Same  as  Joan's,  ain't  it?  The 
after-part  of  it,  anyway.  That's  the  attrac- 
tion. Talks  all  round  you — and  I  talk  all 
round  you,  too.  Nobody'd  dream  you'd 
got  a  daughter  to  hear  the  two  of  us  talk — 
sometimes.  Other  times,  if  I  bring  her 
name  in,  they'd  think  you'd  got  nothing  else." 

Mr.  Hartley  glanced  at  him  uneasily. 
"  Perhaps "  he  began. 

"There's  no  *  perhaps'  about  it,"  said  the 
masterful  captain.  "If  you're  not  very 
careful  there'll  be  trouble.  You  know  what 
Mr.  John  is — he's  got  big  ideas,  and  the 
youngster  is  as  obstinate  as  a  mule." 

"  It's  all  very  well,"  said  Hartley,  "  but 
how  can  I  be  careful  ?  What  can  I  do  ? 
Besides,  I  dare  say  you  are  making  mountains 
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of   mole -heaps;    she    probably   hurried    off 
thinking  to  catch  me  up." 

Captain  Trimblett  gave  a  little  dry  cough. 
"  Ask  her,"  he  said,  impressively. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  put  any  such  ideas  into 
her  head,"  said  his  friend. 

**  Sound  her,  then,"  said  the  captain. 
"  This  is  the  way  I  look  at  it.  We  all  think 
he  is  a  very  nice  fellow,  don't  we  ?  " 

"  He  is,"  said  Hartley,  decidedly. 

"  And  we  all  think  she's  a  splendid  girl, 
don't  we  ?  "  continued  the  other. 

"  Something  of  the  sort,"  said  Hartley, 
smiling. 

"  There  you  are,  then,"  said  the  captain, 
triumphantly.  "  What  is  more  likely  than 
that  they  should  think  the  same  of  each 
other  ?  Besides,  I  know  what  he  thinks ;  I 
can  read  him  like  a  book." 

"  You  can't  read  Joan,  though,"  said  the 
other.     "  Why,  she  often  puzzles  me." 

"  I  can  try,"  said  the  captain.  "  I  haven't 
known  her  all  these  years  for  nothing.  Now, 
don't  tell  her  we  saw  her.  You  leave  her  to 
me— and  listen." 

"  Better  leave  her  alone,"  said  Hartley. 

The  captain,  who  was  deep  in  thought, 
waved  the  suggestion  aside.  He  walked  the 
remainder  of  the  way  in  silence,  and  even 
after  they  were  in  the  house  was  so  absorbed 
in  his  self-appointed  task,  and  so  vague  in  his 
replies,  that  Joan,  after  offering  him  the  pro- 
verbial penny  for  his  thoughts,  suggested  to 
her  father  in  a  loud  whisper  that  he  had  got 
something  on  his  mind. 

"  Thinking  of  the  ships  he  has  lost,"  she 
said,  in  a  still  louder  whisper. 

I'he  captain  smiled  and  shook  his  head 
at  her. 

"  Couldn't  lose  a  ship  if  I  tried,"  he  said, 
nudging  Hartley  to  call  his  attention  to  what 
was  to  follow.  **I  was  saying  so  to  Mr. 
Robert  only  yesterday  !  " 

His  voice  was  so  deliberate,  and  his 
manner  so  significant,  that  Miss  Hartley 
looked  up  in  surprise.  Then  she  coloured 
fuiiously  as  she  saw  both  gentlemen  eyeing 
her  with  the  air  of  physicians  on  the  look-out 
for  unfavourable  symptoms.  Anger  only 
deepened  her  colour,  and  an  unladylike  and 
unfilial  yearning  to  bang  their  two  foolish 
heads  together  possessed  her.  Explanations 
were  impossible,  and  despite  her  annoyance 
she  almost  smiled  as  she  saw  the  concern  in 
the  eye  the  captain  turned  on  her  father. 
,  "  Saying  so  only  yesterday,"  repeated  the 
former,  "  to  Mr.  Robert." 

"  I  saw  him  this  afternoon,"  said  Joan, 
with   forced   composure.      "  I    went   up   to 


father's  room  and  found  him  there.  Why 
didn't  you  tell  me  you  had  given  up  your 
room,  father  ?  " 

Mr.  Hartley  pleaded  in  excuse  that  he 
thought  he  had  told  her,  and  was  surprised 
at  the  vehemence  of  her  denial.  With  a 
slightly  offended  air  he  pointed  out  that 
it  was  a  very  slight  matter  after  all. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  be  annoyed  about," 
he  said.  "  You  went  there  to  see  me,  and, 
not  finding  me  there,  came  down  again." 

"  Ye-es,"  said  Joan,  thoughtfully. 

"Just  put  her  head  in  at  the  door  and 
fled,"  explained  the  captain,  still  watching  her 
closely. 

Miss  Hartley  appeared  not  to  have  heard 
him. 

"  Came  down  three  stairs  at  a  time,"  he 
continued,  with  a  poor  attempt  at  a  chuckle. 

"I  was  there  about  half  an  hour  waiting 
for  father,"  said  Joan,  eyeing  him  very  steadily. 
**  I  thought  that  he  was  in  the  other  office. 
Is  there  anything  else  I  can  tell  you  ?  " 

The  captain  collapsed  suddenly,  and,  turn- 
ing a  red  face  upon  Hartley,  appealed  to  him 
mutely  for  succour. 

"Me?"  he  spluttered,  feebly.  "I  —  I 
don't  want  to  know  anything.  Your  father 
thought " 

"I  didn't  think  anything,"  said  Hartley, 
with  some  haste. 

The  captain  eyed  him  reproachfully.     "I 

thought  your  father  thought "  he  began, 

and,  drawing  out  a  large  handkerchief,  blew 
his  nose  violently. 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Joan,  still  very  erect. 

"That  is  all,"  said  the  captain,  with  an  air 
of  dignity. 

He  brushed  some  imaginary  atoms  from 
his  beard,  and,  finding  the  girl's  gaze  still 
somewhat  embarrassing,  sought  to  relieve  the 
tension. 

"  I've  known  you  since  you  were  five,"  he 
said,  with  inconsequent  pathos. 

"  I  know,"  said  Joan,  smiling,  and  putting 
her  hand  on  his  broad  shoulder.  "  You're  a 
dear  old  stupid  ;  that  is  all." 

"Always  was,"  said  the  relieved  captain, 
"from  a  child." 

He  began,  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  to 
narrate  anecdotes  of  his  stupidity  until,  being 
interrupted  by  Hartley  with  one  or  two  choice 
examples  that  he  had  forgotten,  he  rose  and 
muttered  something  about  seeing  the  garden. 
His  progress  was  stayed  by  a  knock  at  the 
front  door  and  an  intimation  from  Rosa  that 
he  was  wanted. 

"  My  bo'sun,"  he  said,  re-entering  the  room 
with  a  letter.     "  Excuse  me." 
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He  broke  the  seal,  and  turned  to  Hartley 
with  a  short  laugh.  "  Peter  Truefitt,'*  he  said, 
"  wants  me  to  meet  him  at  nine  o'clock  and 
go  home  together,  pretending  that  he  has 
been  here  with  me.     Peter  is  improving.*' 

"  But  he  can't  go  on  like  this  for  ever," 
said  his  scandalized  friend. 

"  He's  all  right,"  said  the  captain,  with  a 
satisfied  wink.  "  I'm  looking  after  him.  I'm 
stage-manager.     I'll  see " 

His  voice  faltered,  and  then  died  away  as 
he  caught  Miss  Hartley's  eye  and  noticed  the 
air  of  artless  astonishment  with  which  she 
was  r^arding  him. 

"  Always  was  from  a  child,"  she  quoted. 

The  cap>tain  ignored  her. 

"Ill  just  give  Walters  a  note,"  he  said, 
turning  to  Hartley  with  some  dignity.  "  You 
don't  mind  his  waiting  ?  " 

He  turned  to  a  small  writing-table,  and 
with  an  air  of  preoccupation,  assumed  for 
Miss  Hartley's  benefit,  began  to  try  a  pen  on 
his  thumb-nail.  Hartley,  going  to  the  door, 
sent  the  boatswain  off"  to  the  kitchen  for  a 
glass  of  ale. 

"  Or  perhaps  you  prefer  tea  ?  "  he  added, 
thoughtfully. 

"Ale  will  do,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
humbly. 

He  walked  to  the  kitchen,  and,  pushing 
the  door  open  softly,  went  in.  Rosa  Jelks, 
who  was  sitting  down  reading,  put  aside  her 
book  and  smiled  welcome. 

"  Sit  down,"  she  said,  patronizingly  ;  "  sit 
down." 

"  I  was  going  to,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
"  I'm  to  'ave  a  glass  of  ale." 

"  Say  *  please,* "  said  Rosa,  shaking  her 
yellow  locks  at  him,  and  rising  to  take  a  glass 
from  the  dresser. 

She  walked  into  the  scullery  humming  a 
tune,  and  the  pleasant  sound  of  beer  falling 
into  a  glass  fell  on  the  boatswain's  ears.  He 
stroked  his  small  black  moustache  and 
smiled. 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  take  a  sip  at  the 
glass  first?"  inquired  Rosa,  coming  back 
carefully  with  a  brimming  glass,  "just  to  give 
it  a  flavour  ?  " 

Mr.  Walters  stared  at  her  in  honest  amaze- 
ment. After  a  moment  he  remarked  gruffly 
that  the  flavour  of  the  ale  itself  was  good 
enough  for  him..    Rosa's  eyes  sparkled. 

"  Just  a  sip,"  she  pleaded. 

"Go  on,  then,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
grudgingly. 

"  Ghin,  chin  ! "  said  Rosa. 

The  boatswain's  face  relaxed.  Then  it 
hardened  suddenly  and  a  dazed  look  crept 


into  his  eyes  as  Rosa,  drinking  about  two- 
thirds  of  the  ale,  handed  him  the  remainder. 

"That's  for  your  impudence,"  she  said, 
sharply.     "  I  don't  like  beer.*' 

Mr.  Walters,  still  dazed,  finished  the  beer 
without  a  word  and  placed  the  glass  on  the 
table.  A  faint  sigh  escaped  him,  but  that 
was  all. 

"  Bear ! "  said  Rosa,  making  a  face  at 
him. 

She  looked  at  his  strong,  lean  face  and 
powerful  figure  approvingly,  but  the  bereaved 
boatswain  took  no  notice. 

"  Bear !  "  said  Rosa  again. 

She  patted  her  hair  into  place,  and,  in 
adjusting  a  hair-pin,  permitted  a  long,  thick 
tress  to  escape  to  her  shoulder.  She  uttered 
a  little  squeal  of  dismay. 

"False,  ain't  it?"  inquired  Mr.  Walters, 
regarding  her  antics  with  some  amazement. 

"  False !  "  exclaimed  Rosa.  "  Certainly 
not.     Here!     Tug!" 

She  presented  her  shoulder  to  the  boat- 
swain, and  he,  nothing  loath,  gave  a  tug, 
animated  by  the  loss  of  two-thirds  of  a  glass 
of  beer.  The  next  instant  a  loud  slap  rang 
through  the  kitchen. 

"  And  I'd  do  it  again  for  two  pins,"  said 
the  outraged  damsel,  as  she  regarded  him 
with  watering  eyes.     "  Brute  ! " 

She  turned  away,  and,  pink  with  annoy- 
ance, proceeded  to  arrange  her  hair  in  a 
small  cracked  glass  that  hung  by  the  mantel- 
piece. 

"  I  'ad  a  cousin  once,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
thoughtfully,  "  that  used  to  let  her  'air  down 
and  sit  on  it.     Tall  gal,  too,  she  was." 

"So  can  I,"  snapped  Rosa,  rolling  the 
tress  up  on  her  finger,  holding  it  in  place, 
and  transfixing  it  with  a  hair-pin. 

"  H'm  I  "  said  the  boatswain. 

"What  d'ye  mean  by  '  H'min''  de- 
manded Rosa,  sharply.  "  Do  you  mean  to 
say  I  can't?" 

"  You  might  if  you  cut  it  off  first,"  con- 
ceded Mr.  Walters. 

"Cut  it  off"?"  said  Rosa,  scornfully. 
"  Here  !     Look  here  1 " 

She  dragged  out  her  hair-pins  and  with  a 
toss  of  her  head  sent  the  coarse  yellow  locks 
flying.  Then,  straightening  them  slightly,  she 
pulled  out  a  chair  and  confronted  him 
triumphantly.  And  at  that  moment  the 
front-room  bell  rang. 

"That's  for  you,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
pointedly. 

Rosa,  who  was  already  back  at  the  glass, 
working  with  feverish  haste,  made  no  reply. 
The  bell  rang  again,  and  a  third  time,  Rosa 
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"the  boatnwain,  nothing  loath,  gave  a  tug." 


finally  answering  it  in  a  coiffure  that  looked 
like  a  hastily-constructed  bird's  nest. 

"  There's  your  letter,"  she  said,  returning 
with   a   face    still   flushed.      "Take   it   and 

go." 

"Thankee,"  said  the  boatswain.  "Was 
they  very  frightened  ?  " 

"Take  it  and  go,"  repeated  Rosa,  with 
cold  dignity.  "  Your  young  woman  might 
be  expecting  you  ;  pity  to  keep  her  waiting." 

"1  ain't  got  a  young  woman,"  said  Mr. 
Walters,  slowly. 

"  You  surprise  me  ! "  said  Rosa,  with  false 
astonishment. 

"  I  never  would  'ave  one,"  said  the 
boatswain,  rising,  and  placing  the  letter  in  his 
breast-pocket.  "  I've  got  along  all  right  for 
thirty  years  without  'em,  and  I  ain't  going  to 
begin  now." 

"  You  must  have  broke  a  lot  of  hearts  with 
disappointment,"  said  Rosa. 

"  I  never  could  see  anything  in  young 
wimmen,"  said  the  boatswain,  musingly. 
"  Silly  things,  most  of  'em.     Always  thinking 


about  their  looks  ; 
especially  them  as 
haven't  got  none." 

He  took  up  the 
empty  glass  and 
toyed  with  it  thought- 
fully. 

**It's  no  good 
waiting,"  said  Rosa; 
"you  won't  get  no 
more  beer;  not  if  you 
stay  here  all  night." 

"So  long!"  said 
the  boatswain,  still 
playing  with  the 
glass.  "  So  long  !  I 
know  one  or  two 
that'll  *ave  a  fit  pretty 
near  when  I  tell  'em 
about  you  sitting  on 
your  'air." 

He  put  up  his  left 
arm  instinctively,  but 
Miss  Jelks  by  a 
supreme  effort  main- 
tained her  calmness. 
Her  eyes  and  colour 
were  beyond  her  con- 
trol, but  her  voice 
remained  steady. 

"So  long!"  she 
said,  quietly.  She 
took  the  glass  from 
him  and  smiled.  "If 
you  like  to  wait  a 
a   little  drop  more," 


moment,   I'll   get   you 
she  said,  graciously. 

"  Here's  luck  ! "  said  Mr.  Walters,  as  she 
returned  with  the  glass.  He  drank  it  slowly 
and  then,  wiping  his  lips  with  the  back  of 
his  hand,  stood  regarding  her  critically. 

"  Well,  so  long  !  "  he  said  again,  and,  before 
the  astonished  maiden  could  resist,  placed 
a  huge  arm  about  her  neck  and  kissed 
her. 

"  You  do  that  again,  if  you  dare ! "  she 
gasped,  indignantly,  as  she  broke  loose  and 
confronted  him.     "  The  idea  !  " 

"  I  don't  want  to  do  it  agin,"  said  the 
boatswain.  "  I've  'ad  a  glass  of  ale,  and 
you've  'ad  a  kiss.     Now  we're  quits." 

He  wiped  his  mouth  on  the  back  of  his 
hand  again  and  walked  off  with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  has  just  discharged  an  obligation. 
He  went  out  the  back  way,  and  Rosa,  to 
whom  this  sort  of  man  was  an  absolutely 
new  experience,  stood  gazing  after  him 
dumbly.  Recovering  herself,  she  followed 
him  to  the  gate,  and,  with  a  countenance  on 
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which  amazement  still  lingered,  stood  watch- 
ii^  his  tall  figure  up  the  road. 


CHAPTER  VI. 
"  Work  ! "  said  Mr.  Robert  Vyner,  severely, 
as  he  reclined  in  a  deck-chair  on  the  poop  of 
the  Indian  Chief  3Xid  surveyed  his  surround- 
ings through  half-closed  eyes.  "  Work  ! 
It's  no  good  sitting  here  idling  while  the 
world's  work  awaits  my  attention." 

.Captain  Trimblett,  who  was  in  a  similar 
posture  a  yard  away,  assented.  He  also 
added  that  there  was  "  nothing  like  it." 

"  There's  no  play  without  work,"  continued 
Mr  Vyner,  in  a  spirit  of  self-admonition. 

The  captain  assented  again.  "You  said 
something  about  work  half  an  hour  ago,"  he 
remarked. 

"  And  I  meant  it,"  said  Mr.  Vyner  ;  "  only 
in  unconscious  imitation  I  dozed  off.  What 
I  really  want  is  for  somebody  to  take  my 
l^s,  somebody  else  my  shoulders,  and  waft 
me  gently  ashore." 

"  I  had  a  cook  o'  mine  put  ashore  like 
that  once,"  said  Captain  Trimblett,  in  a 
reminiscent  voice ;  "  only  I  don't  know  that 
I  would  have  called  it  '  wafting,'  and,  so  far 
as  my  memory  goes,  he  didn't  either.  He 
had  a  lot  to  say  about  it,  too." 

Mr.  Vyner,  with  a  noisy  yawn,  struggled 
out  of  his  chair  and  stood  adjusting  his  collar 
and  waistcoat. 

•*  If  I  couldn't  be  a  chrysalis,"  he  said, 
slowly,  as  he  looked  down  at  the  recumbent 
figure  of  the  captain,  "  do  you  know  what  I 
would  like  to  be?" 

"  I've  had  a  very  hard  day's  work,"  said  the 
other,  defensively,  as  he  struggled  into  a 
sitting  posture — "very  hard.  And  I  was 
awake  half  the  night  with  the  toothache." 

"That  isn't  an  answer  to  my  question,'* 
said  Mr.  Vyner,  gently.  "  But  never  mind ; 
try  and  get  a  little  sleep  now  ;  try  and  check 
that  feverish  desire  for  work,  which  is  slowly, 
very,  very  slowly,  wearing  you  to  skin  and 
bone.  Think  how  grieved  the  firm  would  be 
If  the  toothache  carried  you  off  one  night. 
Why  not  go  below  and  turn  in  now?  It's 
nearly  five  o'clock." 

"Couldn't  sleep  if  I  did,"  replied  the 
captain,  gravely.  "Besides,  I've  got  some- 
body coming  aboard  to  have  tea  with  me 
this  afternoon." 

"All  right,  I'm  going,"  said  Robert, 
reassuringly.    "  Nobody  I  know,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  captain.  "Not  exactly," 
he  added,  with  a  desire  of  being  strictly 
accurate. 

Mr.     Vyner     became     thoughtful.       The 
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captain's  reticence,  coupled  with  the  fact 
that  he  had  made  two  or  three  attempts  to 
get  rid  of  him  that  afternoon,  was  suspicious. 
He  wondered  whether  Joan  Hartley  was  the 
expected  guest ;  the  captain's  unwillingness 
to  talk  whenever  her  name  came  up  having 
by  no  means  escaped  him.  And  once  or 
twice  the  captain  had,  with  unmistakable 
meaning,  dropped  hints  as  to  the  progress 
made  by  Mr.  Saunders  in  horticulture  and 
other  pursuits.  At  the  idea  of  this  elderly 
mariner  indulging  in  matrimonial  schemes 
with  which  he  had  no  sympathy,  he  became 
possessed  with  a  spirit  of  vindictive  emulation. 

"  It  seems  like  a  riddle ;  you've  excited 
my  curiosity,"  he  said,  as  he  threw  himself 
back  in  the  chair  again  and  looked  at  the 
gulls  wheeling  lazily  overhead.  "  Let  me 
see  whether  I  can  guess — I'll  go  as  soon  as 
I  have." 

"'Tisn't  worth  guessing,"  said  Captain 
Trimblett,  with  a  touch  of  brusqueness. 

"  Don't  make  it  too  easy,"  pleaded  Mr. 
Vyner.     "  Guess  number  one  :  a  lady  ?  " 

The  captain  grunted. 

"  A  widow,"  continued  Mr.  Vyner,  in  the 
slow,  rapt  tones  of  a  clairvoyant.  "The 
widow ! " 

"What  do  you  mean  by  the  widow?" 
demanded  the  aroused  captain. 

"The  one  you  are  always  talking  about," 
replied  Mr.  Vyner,  winking  at  the  sky. 

"  Me  ! "  said  the  captain,  purpling.  "  I 
don't  talk  about  her.  You  don't  hear  me  talk 
abou^  her.  I'm  not  always  talking  about 
anybody.  I  might  just  have  mentioned  her 
name  when  talking  about  Truefitt's  troubles ; 
that's  all." 

"  That's  what  I  meant,"  said  Robert  Vyner, 
with  an  air  of  mild  surprise. 

"Well,  it's  not  her,"  said  the  captain, 
shortly. 

"Somebody   I   know,   but    not    exactly," 

mused  Robert.    "  Somebody  I  know,  but 

Let  me  think." 

He  closed  his  eyes  in  an  effort  of  memory, 
and  kept  them  shut  so  long  that  the  captain, 
anxious  to  get  him  away  before  his  visitor's 
arrival,  indulged  in  a  loud  and  painful  fit  of 
coughing.    Mr.  Vyner's  eyes  remained  closed. 

"  Any  more  guesses  ? "  inquired  the 
captain,  loudly. 

Mr.  Vyner  slept  on.  Gulls  mewed  over- 
head; a  rattle  of  cranes  sounded  from  the 
quays,  and  a  conversation — mostly  in  hoarse 
roars — took  place  between  the  boatswain  in 
the  bows  and  an  elderly  man  ashore,  but  he 
remained  undisturbed.-  Then  he  sprang  up 
so  suddenly  that  he  nearly  knocked  his  chair 
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over,  and  the  captain,  turning  his  head  after 
him  in  amaze,  saw  Joan  Hartley  standing  at 
the  edge  of  the  quay. 

Before  he  could  interfere  Mr.  Vyner,  hold- 
ing her  hand  with  anxious  solicitude,  was 
helping  her  aboard.  Poised  for  a  moment 
on  the  side  of  the  ship,  she  sprang  lightly  to 
the  deck,  and  the  young  man,  relinquishing 
her  hand  with  some  reluctance,  followed  her 
slowly  towards  the  captain. 

Ten  minutes  later,  by  far  the  calmest  of 
the  three,  he  sat  at  tea  in  the  small  but  com- 
fortable saloon.  How  he  got  there  Captain 
Trimblett  could  not  exactly  remember.  Mr. 
Vyner  had  murmured  something  about  a 
slight  headache,  due  in  his  opinion  to  the 
want  of  a  cup  of  tea,  and,  even  while  talking 
about  going  home  to  get  it,  had  in  an 
abstracted  fashion  drifted  down  the  com- 
panion-way. 

"  I  feel  better  already,"  he  remarked,  as  he 
passed  his  cup  up  to  Miss  Hartley  to  be 
refilled.  "  It's  wonderful  what  a  cup  of  tea 
will  do." 

"  It  has  its  uses,"  said  the  captain,  darkly. 

He  took  another  cup  himself  and  sat 
silent  and  watchful,  listening  to  the  conversa- 
tion of  his  guests.  A  slight  appearance  of 
reserve  on  Miss  Hartley's  part,  assumed  to 
remind  Mr.  Vyner  of  his  bad  behaviour  on 
the  occasion  of  their  last  meeting,  was 
dispelled  almost  immediately.  Modesty, 
tinged  with  respectful  admiration,  was  in 
every  glance  and  every  note  of  his  voice. 
When  she  discovered  that  a  man  who  had 
asked  for  his  tea  without  sugar  had  drunk 
without  remark  a  cup  containing  three  lumps, 
ohe  became  thoughtful. 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  ?  "  she  asked,  in 
concern. 

Modesty  and  Mr.  Vyner  —  never  boon 
companions — parted  company. 

"  I  thought  you  had  given  me  the  wrong 
cup,"  he  said,  simply. 

The  explanation  seemed  to  Captain  Trim- 
blett quite  inadequate.  He  sat  turning  it 
over  in  his  mind,  and  even  the  rising  colour 
in  Miss  Hartley's  cheek  did  not  serve  to 
enlighten  him.  But  he  was  glad  to  notice 
that  she  was  becoming  reserved  again.  Mr. 
Vyner  noticed  it  too,  and,  raging  inwardly 
against  a  tongue  which  was  always  striving 
after  his  undoing,  began  with  a  chastened  air 
to  criticise  the  architecture  of  the  new  chapel 
in  Porter  Street.  Architecture  being  a  subject 
of  which  the  captain  knew  nothing,  he  dis- 
cussed it  at  great  length,  somewhat  pleased 
to  find  that  both  his  listeners  were  giving 
him  their  undivided  attention. 


He  was  glad  to  notice,  when  they  went  up 
on  deck  again,  that  his  guests  had  but  little 
to  say  to  each  other,  and,  with  a  view  to 
keeping  them  apart  as  much  as  possible, 
made  no  attempt  to  detain  her  when  Joan 
rose  and  said  that  she  must  be  going.  She 
shook  hands  and  then  turned  to  Mr.  Vyner. 

"Oh,  I  must  be  going,  too,"  said  that 
gentleman. 

He  helped  her  ashore  and,  with  a  wave  of 
his  hand  to  Captain  Trimblett,  set  ofi"  by  her 
side.  At  the  bridge,  where  their  ways  home- 
ward diverged,  Joan  half  stopped,  but  Mr. 
Vyner,  gazing  straight  ahead,  kept  on. 

"  Fine  chap,  Captain  Trimblett,"  he  said, 
suddenly. 

"He  is  the  kindest  man  I  know,"  said 
Joan,  warmly. 

Mr.  Vyner  sang  his  praises  for  three 
hundred  yards,  secretly  conscious  that  his 
companion  was  thinking  of  ways  and  means 
of  getting  rid  of  him.  The  window  of  a 
confectioner's  shop  at  last  furnished  the 
necessary  excuse. 

"  I  have  got  a  little  shopping  to  do,"  she 
said,  diving  in  suddenly.     "  Good-bye." 

The  "  good-bye  "  was  so  faint  that  it  was 
apparent  to  her  as  she  stood  in  the  shop  and 
gave  a  modest  order  for  chocolates  that  he 
had  not  heard  it.  She  bit  her  lip,  and  after 
a  glance  at  the  figure  outside,  added  to  her 
order  a  large  one  for  buns.  She  came  out  of 
the  shop  with  a  bag  overflowing  with  them. 

"  Let  me,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  hastily. 

Miss  Hartley  handed  them  over  at  once, 
and,  walking  by  his  side,  strove  hard  to 
repress  malicious  smiles.  She  walked  slowly 
and  gave  appraising  glances  at  shop  windows, 
pausing  finally  at  a  greengrocer's  to  purchase 
some  bananas.  Mr.  Vyner,  with  the  buns 
held  in  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  watched  her 
anxiously,  and  his  face  fell  as  she  agreed  with 
the  greengrocer  as  to  the  pity  of  spoiling  a 
noble  bunch  he  was  displaying.  Insufficiently 
draped  in  a  brown-paper  bag,  it  took  Mr. 
Vyner's  other  arm. 

"  You  are  quite  useful,"  said  Miss  Hartley, 
with  a  bright  smile. 

Mr.  Vyner  returned  the  smile,  and  in 
bowing  to  an  acquaintance  nearly  lost  a  bun. 
He  saved  it  by  sheer  sleight  of  hand,  and, 
noting  that  his  companion  was  still  intent 
on  the  shops,  wondered  darkly  what  further 
burdens  were  in  store  for  him.  He  tried  to 
quicken  the  pace,  but  Miss  Hartley  was  not 
to  be  hurried. 

"  I  must  go  in  here,  I  think,"  she  said, 
stopping  in  front  of  a  draper's.  "  I  sha'n't 
be  long." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


By     OWEN     OLIVER. 


a 


SEEMED  to  be  waking  slowly 
from  a  dream,  in  which  I  was 
bound  hand  and  foot,  and 
could  not  see  or  speak  or 
hear;  but  the  dream  did  not 
pass  away,  and  I  began  gradu- 
ally to  suspect  it  of  reality.  At  last  I  con- 
cluded that  I  was  awake  and  that  some 
terrible  physical  calamity  had  robbed  me  of 
my  senses ;  but  presently  I  heard  a  clock 
strike  three.  I  felt  sure  that  it  was  the 
church  clock  at  Harbledon,  where  I  lived. 
The  cuckoo  clock  in  my  hall  followed  a  few 
seconds  later,  as  it  always  did.  It  sounded 
so  loud  that  I  thought  I  must  have  left  my 
bedroom  door  open.  Then  I  recollected 
that  I  was  not  in  my  bedroom  when  I  last 
remembered,  but  in  the  library,  writing.  My 
memory  ceased  in  the  middle  of  a  letter  to 
Beatrice  Meade.     "  You  have  made  my  life 

valueless,   and "      Something   dark   had 

come  over  my  face  just  then,  and  a  sickly 
smell.  My  head  had  been  dragged  violently 
backward  and  had  struck  against  the  high 
back  of  the  chair.     The  rest  was  a  blank. 

I  had  evidently  been  drugged  and  bound 
— doubtless  by  a  robber — and  left  helpless. 

I  was  in  a  sitting  posture,  with  my  back 
against  something  and  my  legs  raised.  My 
arms  seemed  to  lie  along  the  arms  of  a  chair. 
I  was  strapped  round  and  round  with  band- 
ages ;  there  must  be  miles  of  them.  Even 
my  fingers  were  bound.  There  was  some- 
thing in  my  mouth  and  something  over  it, 
and  something  round  my  head  and  chin  to 
keep  me  from  opening  my  mouth.  I  could 
not  make  the  slightest  sound  or  stir  in  the 
least—  only  wait  till  I  was  found. 

The  servants  would  find  me  in  the  morn- 
ing, of  course,  since  I  was  certainly  in  the 
house,  though  I  could  form  no  idea  where. 
My  eyes  were  not  bandaged,  but  I  could  see 
no  glimmer  of  light,  no  ou.line  of  windows. 
I  feared  that  I  had  been  put  in  a  cupboard, 
in  which  case  I  might  not  be  discovered  for 
a  long  while.  The  delay  would  be  a  serious 
matter  to  me,  for  already  I  was  aching  all 
over  from  the  restraint  and  feeling  terribly 
faint  It  seemed  hours  before  the  church 
clock  struck  the  half-hour.  The  hall  clock 
followed  as  usual,  and  again  it  sounded 
unfamiliarly  near. 

Half-past    three.     The    dawn    should    be 
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beginning.  Sunrise  was  at  twenty  past  four. 
There  7vas  a  dim  light  coming  from  some- 
where. It  seemed  to  descend  from  over- 
head. The  only  places  so  lit  were  the 
billiard-room  and  the  hall.  I  was  certainly 
not  in  the  billiard-room.  That  was  in  the 
annexe,  and  one  could  not  hear  the  hall 
clock  there.  I  could  scarcely  be  in  the  hall, 
because,  in  addition  to  the  skylight,  it  had 
side  windows,  and  there  was  no  trace  of 
these.  I  seemed  to  distinguish  a  dull, 
brownish  wall  in  front  of  me.  1  must  have 
dozed  or  fainted  at  this  period,  for  I  did  not 
hear  four  strike,  only  the  half-hour.  It  had 
become  quite  light ;  and  the  light  came 
entirely  from  overhead,  I  was  certain,  though 
I  could  not  look  up  to  see. 

The  "  wall "  in  front  of  me  appeared  to  be 
discoloured  canvas.  It  was  only  about  four 
feet  wide  between  two  real  walls  of  mouldy 
plaster.  This  had  fallen. off  in  places  and 
left  the  bricks  bare.  It  was  a  chair  that  I 
was  tied  to,  I  saw:  one  of  those  Indian 
chairs  with  long,  flat,  wooden  arms  that  you 
could  put  your  legs  upon.  Why,  it  was  the 
chair  that  Roper  brought  to  my  house  I 
Roper !  AVas  he  the  robber  ?  I  knew 
nothing  of  the  man  really.  He  was  merely 
a  well -matched  opponent  at  golf,  whom  I 
had  foolishly  asked  to  stay  with  me  for  a 
week.  I  had  only  known  him  for  a  month, 
but  it  had  often  struck  me  that  there  was 
something  familiar  about  his  face.  He  was 
probably  some  criminal  whom  I  had  seen  in 
the  course  of  my  professional  duties  (I  was  a 
barrister).  How  they  would  laugh  at  me  in 
the  courts  when  they  heard  of  the  affair ! 

It  seemed  ages  before  five  struck.  The 
cuckoo  clock  was  evidently  behind  me.  So  I 
reasoned  that  I  must  be  in  one  of  the  many 
cupboards  that  opened  into  the  hall,  with  my 
back  to  the  door  ;  but  I  did  not  understand 
how  the  cupboard  came  to  be  lit  from  the 
top.  It  was  apparently  an  empty,  disused 
cupboard,  and  it  would  be  a  long  while  before 
they  searched  there.  They  would  not  even 
notice  my  absence  till  they  brought  my  morn- 
ing tea  at  half-past  seven.  Not  even  then. 
They  would  think  that  I  was  sleeping  when 
I  did  not  answer,  and  go  away  and  bring 
another  cup  at  eight.  Then  they  always 
knocked  till  I  answered.  But  they  would 
ijrobably  see  si^ns  of  the  robbery  before  then 
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and  come  to  wake  me  ;  and  when  they  found 
that  my  bed  had  not  been  slept  in  they  would 
surely  search  the  house.  By  half  past  seven, 
if  I  was  lucky,  1  might  be  free. 

Half  past  five  struck  ;  six  ;  half-past  six. 
Then  I  heard  something  moving  above,  and 
the  pleasant  voice  of  old  Mrs.  Brand.  She 
had  been  my  nurse  when  I  was  a  boy,  and 
now  for  twelve  years  she  had  acted  as  my 
housekeef)er. 

"  Time  to  get  up,  my  dears,"  she  called,  in 
her  gentle  way.  She  was  rousing  the  maids. 
The  gardener  and  groom  slept  in  the  annexe. 

Seven  struck,  and  immediately  afterwards 
steps  came  down  the  stairs. 

*'  Oh,  Lucy  !  I  do  hate  getting  up."  That 
was  Mary,  my  favourite  housemaid.  Her 
voice  was  exactly  behind  me,  and  I  could 
hear  that  she  was  on  the  stairs.  There  was 
no  cupboard  on  the  stairs  !  Where  had  I 
been  put  ?  Was  I  under  the  floor  or  some- 
where where  nobody  would  think  of  search- 
ing ?     A  sickly  chUl  came  over  me,  and  I 


tainted.      When    I    roused    1    heard   a   soft 
tapping  upstairs,  and   Mary's  voice : — 
"  Your  tea,  sir  !     Your  tea,  sir  I  " 
After  two  or  three  calls  1  heard  the  tinkle 
of  tea-things  as  she  moved  away. 

"  Your  tea,  sir ! "  she  called  from  a  little 
farther  off.  She  would  be  at  Roper's  room 
now.  'I'o  my  sur[)rise  I  heard  him  answer. 
He  had  evidently  opened  his  door  to  take  in 
the  tray. 

*'  Thank  you.  Nice  morning,  isn't  it  ?  " 
Roper  had  not  gone  !  Then  presumably 
I  had  done  him  an  injustice.  Yet  some  dim, 
elusive  memory  persisted  in  connecting  him 
with  the  attack  ;  something  that  my  assailant 
had  muttered  as  he  pulled  my  head  back  in 
the  cloth.  I  was  unjust.  There  were  really 
no  grounds  for  suspecting  Roper.  But  who 
was  he  ?  I  felt  sure  that  he  reminded  me  of 
someone. 

Presently  I  heard  Mrs.  Brand  come  down 
the  stairs.  I  knew  her  slow  steps.  In  a  few 
moments  I  heard  them  again  in  front  of  me, 
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beyond  the  wall  that  looked  like  drab^brown 
canvas.  What  would  she  be  doing  iat  this 
time  of  day?  Why,  tidying  the  library. 
She  would  never  let  anyone  else  touch  my 
papers.  The  stairs  behind  and  the  library  in 
front.  I  was  in  the  wall  behind  the  portrait 
of  Sir  Rupert !  The  canvas  was  the  back  of 
his  picture.  It  was  he  who  had  built  the 
hall.  His  son  had  hidden  here  and  evaded 
the  search  of  Cromwell's  Ironsides,  legend' 
said.  This  must  be  his  secret  hiding-place ; 
a  hollow  in  the  massive  wall,  opening  at  the 
top  into  the  hall,  under  cover  of  the  bulging 
cornice.  If  Cromwell  could  not  find  niy 
ancestor,  who  was  going  to  find  me,  or  even 
susjxict  that  I  was  there  ? 

I  must  have  fainted  again,  for  I  remember 
no  more  till  Mary  ran  down  the  stairs  crying 
hysterically  that  I  had  gone,  and  my  bed 
hadn't  been  slept  in,  Mr.  Roper  said. 

"  He  has  taken  his  small  bag,"  Roper  added. 

I  looked  again  at  something  that  had 
puzzled  me  on  the  floor,  and  recognised  the 
edge  of  the  bag.  Roper  had  put  it  in  with 
me,  I  decided.  He  meant  them  to  believe 
that  I  had  left  the  house,  so  that  they  would 
not  search  for  me ;  so  that  I  should  die ! 
Die  inch  by  inch,  of  hunger  and  thirst  and 
cramp,  and  all  the  time,  hear  those  who 
would  almost  have  given  their  live$  for  me 
close  by. 

I  must  have  fainted  for  a  long  while  this 
time,  for  ten  struck  next.  I  heard  Mrs. 
Brand  talking  to  Roper  in  the  library,  as  if 
she  came  in  and  found  him  there.  What 
was  he  doing  there,  I  wondered. 

"  You  are  looking  for  something,  sir  ?  "  she 
asked,  frigidly.  She  did  not  care  for  Roper, 
I  knew. 

"  I  thought  Mr.  Mordaunt  might  have  left 
a  note  to  show  where  he  had  gone,"  he 
suggested. 

Apparently  he  had  left  my  note  to  Beatrice 
ufX)n  the  table,  thinking  that  it  might  lead 
farther  to  the  conclusion   that   I   had  gone 
away ;   as,   indeed,   I   had   been  thinking  of 
doing,  but  not  by  stealth. 

"Indeed,  sir!"  Mrs.  Brand's  voice  was 
stolid. 

'*  He  told  me  that  he  was  coming  here  to 
write/'  he  continued,  after  a  pause. 

"  Indeed,  sir ! "  she  repeated.  She  had 
doubtless  found  the  letter,  and  had  put  it 
away  to  guard  my  secrets  from  prying  eyes. 

"  He  seemed  a  little  disturbed  last  night,  I 
thought,"  Roper  remarked  ;  "  after  he  came 
home  from  Mrs.  Meade's,  1  mean.  Possibly 
she  might  know  of  some  reason  for  his 
hurried  departure." 


"  Possibly,"  Mrs.  Brand  agreed. 

"Til  go  to  the  stations  and  inquire  if  he 
went  from  either,"  Roper  proposed. 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

I  heard  the  door  shut.  Then  I  heard 
Mrs.  Brand  crying  softly.  Presently  Mary 
came  in.  She  tried  to  comfort  her  mistress, 
and  cried  too.  She  was  the  old  gardener's 
child,  and  had  been  destined  for  my  employ- 
ment since  she  wore  short  frocks  and  a  long 
pigtail  that  I  used  to  pull. 

"  He  wasn't  himself  last  night,"  she  de- 
clared. "  He  never  thanked  me  when  I 
brought  in  his  biscuits  and  coffee,  but  sat 
staring  at  nothing.  Mrs.  Meade's  refused 
him.  That's  what  it  is,  you  mark  my  words, 
Mrs.  Brand.  And  I  thought  she'd  jump  at 
him." 

"  She  gave  him  cause  enough  to  think  so," 
cried  Mrs.  Brand,  bitterly.  "  I  don't  wonder 
at  his  taking  on.  Yes,  that's  what  it  is ;  but 
don't  you  say  a  word;  but  I  know  you  won't, 
or  I  wouldn't  say  what  I've  said  to  you. 
They  think  we  women  can't  keep  a  secret, 
but  we  can  for  those  we're  fond  of.  He's 
proud,  and  he  wouldn't  like  it  known.  It's 
some  mischief  as  that  Roper  has  made 
between  them,  I'd  lay  anything.  I  can't 
bear  the  man." 

"Nor  I  either,"  said  Mary,  emphatically. 
"  I've  seen  him  look  at  the  master  as  if  he'd 
kill  him.  You  don't  think  he  might  have — 
done  away  with  him  ?  " 

My  heart  gave  a  leap.  If  they  would 
pursue  that  idea  they  might  find  me  yet ;  biit 
Mrs.  Brand's  reply  extinguished  my  hopes. 

"  No,  no  !  "  she  said.  "  He's  led  him  on 
to  go  away,  likely  enough,  or  fanned  him 
when  he  was  ablaze,  so  to  speak,  but  that's 
all.  I  don't  blame  him  for  going  away,  but 
he  might  have  told  me !  He'll  write  by  the 
first  post,  I  shouldn't  wonder.  He'd  know 
how  I'd  worry  about  him,  and  he  was  always 
thoughtful  of  others,  ever  since  he  was  a  little 
Ixiv.  M)on't  cry.  Nan,*  he'd  say,  if  anything 
upset  me.  *  Don't  cry.'  A  wonderful  good 
heart  he  had."  The  poor  old  dame  sobbed 
pitifully.  Mary  joined  in  extolling  me  for  a 
time.     Then  they  left  the  room. 

Presently  I  heard  voices  again — Mrs.  Brand 
and  Roper  and  Dolland,  the  local  inspector 
of  |Xilice. 

"He  evidently  went  by  the  six-fifteen 
from  the  junction,"  Rojxir  said.  "The 
booking-clerk  and  the  porters  noticed  a  tall 
gentleman  with  a  small  brown  bag  answer- 
ing to  his  description.  The  inspector  has 
verified  this." 

"Yes,"  Dolland  agreed™  "  The  ,dcscrii> 
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'hardly  a  cask  for  the  police,  kh?'  roper  suggested.' 


tion's  right  enough  ;  but  it's  curious  that  he 
went  third-class,  being  a  gentleman  that  likes 
to  make  himself  comfortable." 

"  He  would  do  it  to  throw  people  off  the 
scent,"  Roper  suggested.  "You  see,  he's  a 
barrister,  and  a  very  clever  one — as  some 
people  know  to  their  cost." 

My  mind  took  a  leap.  Roper  must  be 
some  scoundrel  whose  conviction  I  had 
secured.     This  was  his  revenge. 

**  Ye-e.s,"  Dolland  agreed,  "  if  he  wanted  to 
throw  people  off  the  scent.  But  why  should 
he?  And,  come  to  that,  what's  his  motive 
for  going  off  at  all  ?  " 

**The  usual  one,  I  suppose."  I  heard  a 
match  struck.   *'  Have  a  cigarette,  inspector  ?  " 

"If    you    mean    money,'*    said     Dolland, 


indignantly,  "  I  don't 
believe  it  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt's  as  straight  as  a 
die." 

"  Yes,  yes  ! "  cried 
Roper.  "  1  don't  mean 
money  ;  certainly  not  ! 
There  are  two  motives 
for  running  away,  in- 
spector, you  know.  The 
other  is — a  woman.  He 
came  home  from  Mrs. 
Meade's  rather  —  well, 
not  quite  himself,  last 
night.      I  fancy  if  you 

asked  her " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  in- 
spector. "  Ah-h-h  !  I 
see." 

"  Hardly  a  case  for 
the  police,  eh  ?  "  Roper 
suggested. 

"No-o,"  Dolland 
agreed.  "  Hardly,  sir." 
He  coughed  a  little. 
"  He'd  only  be  put  out 
if  1  interfered." 

"Of  course,"  Roper 
said,  airily,  "you  might 
make  a  ifew  guarded 
inquiries  at  her  house ; 
or  Mrs.  Brand  might 
mention  to  her  that  he's 
gone  off  in  this  way. 
But  you'll  know  best, 
inspector." 

"I'd    rather    Mrs. 
Brand   do   it,"   the  in- 
spector    protested. 
"  He's  not  a  gentleman 
that  I'd  like  to  offend." 
"  Mrs.  Meade,"  Mary 
announced ;    and    I    heard    Beatrice's   clear, 
full  voice.      She  spoke   more   quickly   than 
usual. 

"  I  want  to  know  about  Mr.  Mordaunt," 
she  said.  "  I  must  know.  I  have  a  right  to." 
"  The  inspector  will  give  you  the  facts  in  a 
nutshell,"  said  Roper.  "  He  understands 
what  is  relevant  so  much  better  than  we  do. 
Pray  take  a  chair.  Lovely  morning,  isn't  it  ?  " 
"Tell  me,  Mr.  Dolland!"  Beatrice  en- 
treated, without  answering  Roper's  trivial 
remark. 

Dolland  told  her  briefly  the  "  facts  "  which 
Roper  had  persuaded  him  to  adopt.  "  We 
were  wondering,"  he  concluded,  "what  had 
sent  him  off  in  this  curious  way.  He  was 
rather — rather  a  friend  of  yours,   ma'am,   I 
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believe?  Do  you  know  of  anything  that 
might  have  upset  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Beatrice,  faintly. 

"  Something  that  might  make  him  wish  to 
go  away  from  here,  perhaps  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  inspector.  "  I  see.  We 
don't  wish  to  pry  into  your — into  his  private 
affairs,  of  course.  We'll  take  it  that  he  has 
gone  away  for  a  bit,  and  that's  all." 

"No,"  said  Beatrice,  "it  isn't.  I  want 
him  back." 

I  struggled  wildly  to  make  a  sound  or 
movement,  but  without  the  slightest  success. 

"  I  want  him  back,"  she  repeated.  "  I — I 
know  he  would  come  back  if — if  he  knew 
that  I  wanted  him.  You  will  trace  him, 
won't  you  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Meade,"  Roper  protested, 
"the  police  cannot  intervene  in — shall  we 
say  lovers'  quarrels  ?  At  least,  that  is  what  I 
imagine  the  inspector  will  tell  you." 

"  He's  sure  to  write  to  you,  ma'am," 
Dolland  suggested  ;  "  and  then  you'll  be  able 
to  bring  him  back.  It's  hardly  a  case  for  us, 
ma'am  ;  and  I  don't  know  how  Mr.  Mordaunt 
might  take  it  if  we  interfered.  He  wouldn't 
like  his  affairs  being  talked  about  among  the 
police,  ma'am." 

"  But  he  might  go  away  abroad,  or — or 
do  something  foolish,"  Beatrice  pleaded. 

"  In  this  free  country  it  is  a  man's  privilege 
to  do  foolish  things  if  he  chooses,"  Roper 
asserted,  with  a  sneer.     "  Eh,  inspector  ?  " 

"It  isn't  a  case  for  the  police,  ma'am," 
Dolland  answered.  "I  wouldn't  dare  to 
offend  him." 

"  Then  perhaps  you  gentlemen  will  leave 
us,"  said  Beatrice. 

The  door  closed,  and  the  two  women  cried 
softly. 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Meade,"  my  old  nurse  wailed, 
"how  could  you  do  it?  He  left  an  un- 
finished letter  to  you — this.  I  wouldn't 
show  it  to  them.  He  was  always  proud,  and 
hid  a  right  to  be.  You  gave  him  cause  to 
think  that  you  loved  him." 

"Oh,"  cried  Beatrice,  "I  dof" 

I  struggled  to  call  out  till  the  gag  cut  my 
mouth. 

"There,  there!"  Mrs.  Brand  comforted 
her.  "  My  poor  dear  I  It  will  all  come 
right,  please  God.     Tell  me." 

"  I  was  only  eighteen  when  I  married  Mr. 
Meade,"  Beatrice   said.     "  I   came   straight 

from  school,  and    my   mother She  is 

dead,  and  I  won't  talk  of  her.  I  was  very 
fond  of  him  as—  as  a  sr^rt  of  father.  I  was, 
really.     He  was  very,  ver)'  good  to  me,  and 


he  loved  me  so  much.  He  wouldn't  ask  me 
to  promise  not  to  marry  again,  but  he  begged 
me  to  try  not  to.  It  was  the  last  thing  that 
he  asked  before — before  the  end.  I  felt  as 
if  I  had  no  right  to.  I  never  meant  to.  I 
didn't  want  to  lor  years.  And  then  I  met 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  and  I  fell  in  love  with  him 
the  instant  I  saw  him.  Oh,  you  don't  know 
how  much  in  love  !  But  I  thought  it  was 
wrong  and  disloyal,  and  I  refused  him  ;  but 
I — I  thought  he  could  make  me  say  *  Yes,' 
and  then  it  wouldn't  be  my  fault,  you  see. 
But  he  didn't  understand,  and  he— he  went 
away.  I  ran  after  him  ever  so  far  down  the 
road  after  he  had  gone,  but  I  couldn't  find  him. 
He  must  have  taken  the  short  cut.  He  will 
come  back,  won't  he  ?    He  will  come  back  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Brand 
sighed.  "  He  was  passionate  and  headstrong 
naturally,  though  he  kept  it  under,  and  in  a 
general  way  he  had  the  temper  of  an  angel ; 

but  when  a  big  thing  put  him  out He 

was  terribly  angry,  as  you  can  see  from  the 
letter ;  and  what  frightens  me  most  is  that 
he  left  it  in  the  middle  and  went  off  at  the 
words  you  see " 

Beatrice  gave  an  agonized  cry. 

"  *  You  have  made  my  life  valueless,' "  she 

read.     "  Oh,  you  don't  think  he  would 

You  can't  think  that !  " 

"  It  must  have  been  in  his  mind,"  said 
Mrs.  Brand.  (That  was  wrong.  I  never 
contemplated  self-destruction.)  "But  he'll 
think  better  of  it,  if  I  know  my  boy. 
Heaven  knows  what  he's  going  through." 

"  We  must  find  him,"  Beatrice  declared. 
"  Shall  we  show  the  letter  to  the  inspector  ? 
He  would  help  then,  perhaps." 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Brand.  "  He  is  a  fool. 
Mr.  Roper  twists  him  round  his  finger." 

"And  Mr.  Roper?" 

"  Mr.  Roper  hates  my  boy."  (I  was  thirty 
six,  but  still  a  boy  to  my  old  nurse.) 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  My  dear,  I  am  sixty-four.  There's  a 
book  that  you  learn  to  read  as  you  grow 
older— the  book  of  people.  I  do  know.  It's 
my  belief  that  he  wishes  to  hurt  him  ;  and 
very  likely  he  incited  him  to  go  away  and 
knows  where  he  is.  But  if  he  does  he  won't 
help.     He'll  do  his  best  to  baffle  us." 

"  I  will  telegraph  to  town  for  a  delcjclivo," 
Beatrice  cried.     I  heard  her  rise  to  go. 

"  I  telegraphed  an  hour  ago,"  said  Mrs. 
Brand. 

"  Then  I  can  do  nothing,"  Beatrice  wailed. 
"  Nothing." 

"  My  dear,"  tlw  older  woman  answered, 
"  you  ran  pray." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


5^ 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


There  was  a  silence,  and  I  knew  that  they 
prayed.  I  prayed,  too.  Then  there  was  a 
blank  till  the  clock  struck  three. 

My  bonds  no  longer  hurt  me,  and  the 
cramping  pains  had  ceased.  I  seemed  to  be 
too  numbed  to  feel.  Even  my  hunger  was 
dulled ;  but  my  thirst  was  intolerable.  My 
tongue  was  swollen,  and  tongue  and  gag 
together  felt  as  though  they  were  bursting  my 
mouth.  I  found  that  I  could  make  a  faint 
clicking  sound  with  my  teeth  against  the  gag. 
I  made  it  till  my  mouth  would  move  no 
more  ;  but  I  knew  all  the  time  that  the  sound 
was  too  faint  for  anyone  to  hear.  A  passing 
footstep  drowned  it  even  to  me. 

About  four  I  heard  Roper's  voice  in  the 
hall,  and  gathered  that  he  was  leaving 
suddenly.  Just  after  five  I  roused  from  a 
doze  and  heard  voices  in  the  library  again 
— Mrs.  Brand,  Beatrice,  and  a  stranger. 
No,  not  a  stranger.  He  was  Pleydell,  the 
detective.  I  felt  a  little  hope  at  the  sound 
of  his  cough.  He  was  a  smart  man — almost 
a  genius  in  his  line — and  the  very  one  I 
should  have  chosen. 

He  had  been  over  the  house,  I  gathered, 
and  had  heard  their  account  of  the  case.  He 
did  not  controvert  their  surmises,  and  I 
gathered  from  his  tone  that  he  was  impressed 
by  the  unfinished  letter.  He  did  not  ask  any 
questions  about  it,  however,  but  inquired 
very  carefully  as  to  my  habits.  When  did  I 
generally  use  the  library  ?  Which  was  my 
chair  ?  Where  did  I  place  it  by  day  and  by 
night  ?  How  did  I  usually  sit  ?  Where  did 
I  put  the  ink-pot  ?  How  did  I  hold  my 
paper  ?  Did  I  litter  the  room  ?  How  did 
Mrs.  Brand  find  it  in  the  morning  ?  These 
were  only  a  few  of  his  questions.  At  last  he 
paused  and  hummed  softly,  as  was  his  custom 
when  he  was  thinking. 

"  What  do  you  conclude  ?  "  Beatrice  asked 
at  length. 

"  I  haven't  a  conclusion,"  he  said,  slowly. 
"  I'm  just  trying  a  few  guesses,  to  see  how 
'  they  fit  in  with  the  facts." 

*'  Tell  us  the  guesses,"  she  implored. 
"  You  don't  know  how--  how  we  feel  about  it. 
If  you  could  give  us  a  straw  to  catch  hold  of" 

"  I  think  you  have  caught  hold  of  too 
many  straws  already,"  he  said,  sharply. 
"  There  isn't  a  bit  of  evidence  in  what  you 
have  told  me.     It's  all— Roper  !  " 

So  he  had  seen  that !  My  hopes  grew 
higlier. 

"  Just  Roper  !  "  he  repeated.  "  Who 
pointed  out  that  the  bag  had  gone  ?  Who 
found  out  that  a  tall  gentleman  with  a  bag 
went  by  the  six-fifteen  ?     Who  suggested  that 


you  were  the  reason  of  his  departure  ?  Why 
did  he  suspect  that  a  letter  had  been  left  ? 
Why  did  he  rush  off  when  he  heard  that  I 
was  coming  ?  I  am  afraid — but  may  I  ask 
if  my  man  has  come  from  the  station  yet  ? 
Send  him  up,  please.     Well,  Smith  ?  " 

"  I've  turned  the  men  at  the  railway  station 
inside  out,  sir.  Mr.  Roper  put  the  idea  into 
their  heads  that  the  man  who  went  away  was 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  and-  they  put  it  into  the 
inspector's.  They  think  now  that  the  gentle- 
man's bag  was  black  and  his  suit  brown  ! " 

"  Mr.  Mordaunt  took  his  dress-suit  and  a 
dark  grey  jacket  suit,"  Mrs.  Brand  said. 
"  I've  been  through  his  things.  He  had  no 
brown  suit ;  at  least,  not  for  summer  wear." 

"  There's  a  telegram  for  you,  sir,"  the  man 
added. 

"Thanks.  You  can  wait  below.  Whew-w-w! 
This  telegram  is  very,  very  disquieting,  ladies. 
Yes,  yes.  You  shall  see  it.  But  you  must 
take  a  nip  of  brandy  first.  Teetotallers  ?  So 
am  I  !  But  I  won't  read  it  until  you  do. 
Very  good.     This  is  what  it  says  : — 

"  *  Roper  is  ex-convict  Jarman.  Five  years 
in  1900  for  fraud  and  forger}'.  Mordaunt 
prosecuting  counsel.  Gained  the  verdict  by 
extraordinarily  clever  piecing  together  o_" 
circumstantial  evidence.  Complimented  by 
judge.  Jarman  protested  innocence,  and 
threatened  to  be  quits  with  Mordaunt  some 
day.     Shall  we  arrest  him  ? '  " 

"  Well,  give  her  some  more  brandy,  ma'am. 
She's  fainting.  Come,  come  !  We  haven't 
time  for  feelings.  We've  got  to  think.  Pull 
yourself  together.     For  his  sake  !  " 

"  Yes,  yes  !  "  said  Beatrice,  faintly.  "  For 
his  sake.  I  will  not  faint.  /  7viU  not.  What 
are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  First,  here  goes  a  telegram  to  arrest 
Jarman.  May  I  ring?  Send  my  man  with 
this  at  once.  Secondly,  I'm  going  to  search 
the  house.  I  fear — it's  a  kindness  to  warn 
you — that  we  may  find " 

"  Oh ! "  There  were  two  pitiful  cries. 
Then  there  was  a  pause. 

"You  have  more  grounds  for  your  fears 
than  you  have  told  us,"  said  Beatrice,  at  last. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "I  have.  I  do  not 
usually  tell  my  clients  my-  untested  sus- 
picions. My  reputation  would  be  less  if  I 
did  !  They  often  come  to  nothing.  I  hope 
that  these  will ;  and  if  they  do  I  trust  to  you 
not  to  give  me  away.  Well,  the  first  thing 
that  strikes  me  as  curious  is  that  Mr. 
Mordaunt  left  this  letter  unfinished  and  on 
his  table  for  anyone  to  find.  A  gentleman 
of  his  character  usually  finishes  what  he 
begins.     If  he  doesn't  he  tears  it  up.     If  he 
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lias  to  leave  it,  he  puts  it  away.  Granted 
that  he  was  agitated,  sheer  habit  would  have 
led  him  to  do  so,  unless  he  was  suddenly 
interrupted.  I  doubted  the  story  that  Roper 
had  led  you  to  believe  as  soon  as  I  saw  the 
letter. 

"  Now,  look  at  the  letter  itself.  It  ends  in 
the  middle  of  a  sentence ;  and  the  last  letter 
trails  off  in  a  straggling  line,  as  if  he  dragged 
the  pen  over  the  paper.  Suppose  he  sat 
here — like  this,  as  Mrs.  Brand  thinks  he 
would.  The  pen  trails  off  in  this  direction — 
drops  on  the  floor  here,"  I  heard  a  vesta 
struck.  "It  makes  those  inkstains  on  the 
cari^et.  Have  you  ever  noticed  them  before, 
Mrs.  Brand?" 

"  My  sight  is  not  what  it  was,"  she  said, 
with  a  shake  in  her  voice.  "  Put — I  think 
they  are  fresh." 

"  Now  look  through  this  magnifying-glass. 
Do  you  see  those  three  hairs  on  the  back  of 
the  chair?  There  is  something  sticky  that 
holds  them.  It  looks  to  me  like  a  clot  of 
blood.  My  theory  is  that  he  was  violently 
seized  from  behind  and  drugged.  It  is  only 
a  theory,  mind." 

"But  not  killed!"  Beatrice  cried.  "Not 
killed!" 

"  If  he  is  alive  it  is  hard  to  imagine  what 
has  become  of  him,"  said  Pleydell.  "Of 
course,  he  may  have  been  taken  away  some- 
where while  he  was  unconscious  and  hidden ; 
but  it  would  have  been  difficult — impossible, 
unless  Roper  had  a  confederate,  which  I 
doubt.  It*s  the  sort  of  thing  that  happens — 
in  books ;  but  in  real  life  it  wouldn't  be  easy 
to  hide  him  alive.  But  if— in  the  other  event, 
he  could  easily  be  put  somewhere — even  in 
this  house  itself.  'I'hat  is  why  I  warn  you. 
There  seem  to  be  a  good  many  cupboards 
and  unused  rooms." 

"  Yes,"  cried  Mrs.  Brand  ;  "  and  they  say 
that  there  is  a  secret  hiding-place."  She  told 
liim  the  legend.  She  had  heard  me  tell  it  to 
Roper,  she  mentioned,  and  he  had  been  very 
interested  in  the  plans  of  the  house. 

"Uniph!"  said  Pleydell.  "It  might  be. 
There  is  a  secret  room  at  Courtthorpe  Hall, 
near  here,  I  know.  They  are  pretty  usual  in 
houses  of  this  date  in  these  parts.  They  are 
generally  in  the  walls,  and  the  irregular  shape 
of  this  house  gives  plentx  of  scope  for  a  little 
chamber  that  wouldn  t  be  noticed  ;  but  the 
plans  are  generally  disguised  too,  and  we 
shouldn't  get  much  out  of  them.  We'll 
knock  the  walls  with  a  hammer."  I  should 
have  laughed  if  I  had  been  able.  "  But  fir.st 
ril  search  the  rooms  and  cupboards.  You'd 
better  not  come." 


**  I  must,"  both  cried  at  once ;  and  they  all 
went  out  together. 

I  heard  them  hurrying  about  the  house  for 
a  long  while.  'I'hen  at .  last  the  knocking 
began.  I  can  never  bring  myself  to  think  of 
my  feelings  during  that  time  of  suspense, 
and,  anyhow,  no  words  could  describe  them. 
I  will  not  attempt  the  impossible. 

The  knocking  came  nearer  and  nearer.  It 
had  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  when  I 
heard  Mary  run  to  them  with  an  excited  cry. 

"  A  picture  post-card,"  she  cried.  "  From 
the  master!  They've  brought  it  from  Mrs. 
Meade's.     It's  just  come." 

"He's  safe!"  cried  Beatrice.  "Thank 
God  ! " 

"  Hold  her  ! "  said  Pleydell,  sharply. 
"  She'll  fall  !  " 

"  No,  no  !  "  she  protested.  "  I— I  am  all 
right.     Read  it  I  " 

"  Read  it  for  us,"  Mrs.  Brand  begged. 
"  My  old  eyes — my  dear  boy  I  " 

"It  is  from  the  Grand  Hotel,  Sarley ! " 
said  Pleydell,  in  a  perplexed  tone.  "  Posted 
to-day.  *I  am  staying  here  till  to-morrow.' 
That's  all.  I  suppose  you're  sure  of  the 
writing?     Jarman  was  a  forger,  remember." 

"  He  didn't  forge  this  !  "  said  Mrs.  Brand, 
firmly. 

"  No,  no  !  "  Beatrice  laughed  hysterically 
"  This  little  scrawl  under  his  initials.  See  ! 
It  wns  a  private  mark.  We  always  put  it.  It 
meant  that  we  still  valued  each  other's  friend- 
ship.    He  will  forgive  me." 

I  had  written  the  card  a  fortnight  before, 
and  omitted  to  post  it.  Roper  must  have 
found  it,  and  posted  it  at  Sarley  as  he  passed 
through. 

"  1  can  go,"  said  Pleydell,  grimly ;  and 
then  I  knew  the  meaning  of  despair. 
Beatrice's  delighted  voice  hurt  me  most  of 
all. 

"  I  will  write  to  him  to-night,"  she  vowed, 
"and  he  will  come  back  t(^morrow.  If  he 
doesn't  1  shall  go  and  fetch  him.  Don't 
look  so  glum,  Mr.  IMeydell.  We  aren't  going 
to  give  you  away.  You've  been  so  kind,  so 
very  kind.     You're  glad,  aren't  you  ?  " 

"My  dear  lady,"  said  Pleydell,  "I  am 
very  glad  ;  and  I  wish  you  every  happiness 
together." 

Beatrice  laughed  excitedly. 

"Together  is  understood,"  she  declared. 
"  We  should  never  be  ha|)py  apart.  Thank 
you,  Mr.  Pleydell.  And  we  reai/v  won't 
tell." 

"Umph!"  said  Pleydell.  "There'll  be  a 
fine  row  if  they've  arrested  Jarman,  and  I'll 
bear  enough  about  it  without  your  telling,   ' 
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expect.      If  anyone  had  seen  us   knocking 

this   old   wall  with    the  hammer Well, 

ril  beoif  to  the  station." 

He  went,  and  so  did  Beatrice.  Mrs.  Brand 
went  upstairs  crooning  to  herself.  The 
servants'  laughter  died  out,  as  they  went 
below  to  the  servants'  hall.  I  was  left  alone 
to  gnawing  hunger  and  frenzied  thirst,  and 
a  sickening  fear  that  crawled  over  me  like  a 
slowly  rising  tide  ;  left  alone  to  die.  That  I 
should  be  dead  before  they  found  out  their 
error — it  would  take  a  day,  perhaps  two— I 
had  no  doubt.  Already  I  had  grown  numb 
to  everything  but  pain  —  and  the  thirst 
seemed  to  swallow  up  all  the  rest  of  the 
pains.  They  were  all  merged  in  one  dazed, 
waking  dream.  I  grew  more  and  more 
stupefied,  and  seemed  to  swim  giddily  in  a 
red  sea — a  sea  of  thirst  afire.  Somewhere 
across  the  sea  a  clock  struck,  and  a  cuckoo 
mocked  it  a  little  after.  Eight — nine — I  did 
not  think  I  should  hear  ten.  I  was  sinking — 
sinking — sinking ! 

Then  I  heard  the  voice  of  Beatrice.  The 
words  seemed  to  come  to  my  mind  long 
after  she  spoke. 

"  He  isn't  there  !  He  isn't  there  !  I  tele- 
graphed to  him,  and  they  telegraphed  back 
that  they  hadn't  seen  him  for  a  fortnight.  I 
wired  for  Mr.  Pleydell,  but  he  can't  get 
here  to-night.  We  must  go  on  searching. 
Quick  !     Quick  !  " 

It  must  be  a  dream,  I  thought  —  the 
dreams  that  come  when  you  are  drowning  in 
a  sea  of-  fire.  It  would  be  over  soon  ;  over 
soon. 

Then  I  dreamed  of  a  furious  knocking  at 
the  front  door,  and  of  Pleydell's  voice. 

"  He's  not  at  Sarley,  and  hasn't  been 
there.  I  couldn't  believe  I  was  wrong,  so 
I  motored  over  and  back.  They've  wired 
that  Jarman  had  disappeared  when  they 
went  to  arrest  him.  I  was  right ;  it's 
murder." 

"  No,  no  !  "  Beatrice  cried.  "  It  can't  be  ; 
it  can't  be  !  He  is  hidden  somewhere.  Go 
on  looking.     Go  on  !  " 

"I've  been  looking  everywhere,"  said 
Pleydell.  "I've  turned  on  the  whole 
village." 

"  Look  here  I "  Beatrice  persisted.  "  Every- 
where." 

I  dreamed  that  she  knocked  at  the  walls 
with  her  soft  white  hands,  and  called  my 
name,  and  vowed  that  she  loved  me,  and 
would  find  me,  and  die,  too,  if  I  had  died. 
It  was  the  pleasant  dream  that  comes  before 
death,  I  told  myself  I  must  be  dying 
b<?cause  the  fiery  sea  had  turned  cold,  very 


cold.  I  should  go  to  sleep  but  for  the  voices 
and  the  ceaseless  rap,  rap,  rap. 

"  Listen  !  "  cried  Beatrice.  "  Listen  !  It 
is  hollow." 

"What  is  on  the  other  side?"  Pleydell 
asked.  I  had  never  heard  him  excited 
before. 

"  The  library,"  cried  Mrs.  Brand. 

"  Stop  here  and  knock  when  I  call,"  he 
commanded.  "  No,  no ;  don't  come,  Mrs. 
Meade." 

"  I  must  come,"  she  insisted. 

"No,  no;  better  not." 

"  I  must.     You  see,  I  loved  him  ! " 

Beatrice  loved  me.  That  was  the  right 
end  to  my  last  dream.  Now  I  could  go  to 
sleep.     God  bless  Beatrice  ! 

I  went  to  sleep.  Her  voice  seemed  to 
wake  me. 

"  He  is  coming  to.  Leave  us  alone.  My 
dear  love,  my  dear  love  ! " 

I  opened  my  eyes.  I  lay  on  the  couch  in 
the  library.  There  was  a  chasm  in  the  wall. 
The  picture  of  Sir  Rupert  sprawled  across 
two  chairs.  Beatrice  knelt  beside  me.  She 
had  one  arm  under  my  head ;  the  other  held 
a  cup. 

"  Drink,  darling,"  she  said,  and  raised  me 
with  my  head  on  her  shoulder.  I  drank, 
watching  her  all  the  time.  Her  hair  was 
disarranged,  and  she  looked  seventeen  instead 
of  seven  -  and  -  twenty.  There  were  tear  - 
streaks  on  her  face.  Her  hands  were  cut 
where  she  had  torn  at  the  walls.  She  kissed 
me  many  times. 

A  telegram  came  from  Roper — or  Jarman 
— ^just  after  they  had  found  me.  It  told 
them  to  turn  the  third  rose  on  the  left-hand 
side  of  the  picture,  and  they  would  discover 
what  they  had  lost. 

The  next  morning  I  had  a  letter  from  him. 
I  will  let  him  defend  himself 

"  I  presume  they  found  you  alive.  That 
was  always  my  intention.  I  don't  know  if  I 
succeeded  in  concentrating  the  miseries  of 
my  four  years  and  two  months  and  three 
days'  imprisonment  (that's  the  exact  term) 
into  your  twenty-odd  hours.  That  was  my 
intention  too. 

"  I  was  an  innocent  man.  You  had  all 
the  facts  before  you.  You  picked  out  those 
only  that  bore  against  me,  and  worked  them 
up  into  a  diabolical  story.  Set  the  sufferings 
that  I  have  justly  caused  you  against  those 
that  you  unjustly  caused  me,  and  cry  quits 
like  I  man.     I  do." 

He  missed  a  main  point.  I  merely  did 
my  duty  as  an  advocate,  and  I  honestly 
believed  him  guilty.      But  still 
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"  'drink,    darling,"    she   said,    and    raised    me   with    my    head   on    HEK   SHOULDKk.  " 

Well,    I    would   not    let    Pletdell    pursue  have    been    injured  !  —  "  I've    a    grievance 

him.  against     him,     I     know.      I've     a     lot     of 

"Oh,    yes,"    I    told    Beatrice,    when    she  grievances  against   the  world,   if  you  come 

protested  —  there    is    no   one    so    hard    as  to  that,   but   I'm  going  to  marry  yoti — and 

a     soft     woman     when     those     she     loves  cry  *  Quits!'" 


VoU  XXXV.— 9 
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By  T.  C.  BRIDGES. 


HERE  is  no  man  more  sen- 
sitive to  ridicule  than  the 
sailor.  He  detests  the  merest 
suspicion  of  being  laughed  at, 
and,  while  among  themselves 
in  the  foVs'le  sailors  yam  end- 
lessly, it  is  most  difficult  for  the  landsman  to 
get  a  seaman  to  talk  freely.  Ivven  then,  one 
doubtful  look  or  word  of  disbelief  and  he 
shuts  up,  close  as  the  proverbial  oyster. 

The  consequence  is  that  we  on  land  never 
hear  of  many  of  the  strange  things  that 
happen  at  sea.  For  instance,  you  will  hardly 
ever  get  a  sailor  to  mention  the  sea-serpent. 
While  those  who  have  gone  most  deeply  into 
the  subject  have  little  doubt  about  the 
existence  of  still  unclassified  sea  monsters, 
the  sailor,  knowing  with  what  ridicule  the 
Press  greets  any  mention  of  these  creatures, 
no  longer  reports  their  appearance.  And  the 
same  or  even  greater  reticence  is  observed 
with  regard  to  the  seeing  of  phantom  ships 
and  other  ghosts  of  the  sea. 

Many  of  these  supposedly  supernatural 
appearances  are  doubtless  explainable  from 
natural  causes.  To  take  one  instance,  the 
mystery  of  the  well-known  phantom  ship  of 
Cai)e  Horn  has  recently  been  elucidated.  Over 
and  over  again  vessels  on  their  way  from 
r^urope  to  Western  America  via  Cape  Horn 
have  been  startled  by  the  sight  of  a  large  ship 
with  decks  awash  drifting  in  an  almost  im- 
possible position  beneath  the  giant  cliffs  of 
the  Straits  of  Lemaire.  At  night  or  in  storm 
this  barque  with  her  towering  white  sails  has 
the  strangest  appearance.  The  Crown  oj 
Italy,  attempting  to  go  to  the  aid  of  the 
supposed  derelict,  ran  upon  a  reef  and  was 
wrecked,  and  a  similar  fate  has  befallen 
several  other  vessels.  I>ast  year,  at  the 
request  of  the  United  States,  the  Argentine 
Government  sent  a  steamer  to  make  re- 
searches. It  was  found  that  the  supposed 
phantom  was  nothing  but  a  rock^— a  rock 
which,  by  some  strange  freak  of  Nature,  was 
white  instead  of  black  like  those  surrounding 
it,  and  bore  the  most  startling  likeness  to 
a  ship  with  sails  set  and  deck  just  level 
with  the  waves.      Another   strangely-shaped 


rock  off  St.  Helena,  whitened  with  sea 
birds,  bears  so  exact  a  resemblance  to  a 
full-rigged  ship  that  the  oldest  and  most 
experienced  seamen  have  been  deceived. 

Mirage,  again,  may  account  for  some  of 
the  spectres  which  have  puzzled  and  alarmed 
mariners.  Mirage  is  a  i)henomeiion  not 
confined  to  sandy  deserts,  for  it  is  seen 
over  snowfields  and  glaciers  and  at  sea. 
In  1854  H.M.S.  Archer^  cruising  in  the 
Baltic,  saw  the  whole  of  the  British  Fleet 
of  nineteen  ships  inverted  in  the  air 
apparently  only  a  few  miles  away.  At  the 
time  the  fleet  was  actually  hull  down,  the 
nearest  ship  being  quite  thirty  miles  from 
the  Archer,  A  gentleman  living  at  Bed- 
ham  pton  recently  described  how  the  Nab 
Lightship,  which  is  really  twelve  miles  from 
his  house,  was  brought  by  nurage  so  near 
that  the  men  on  board  could  be  clearly  seen 
with  the  naked  eye. 

But  apart  from  such  natural  phenomena, 
there  are  things  seen  at  sea  by  no  means  so 
easy  of  explanation.  We  have  no  less 
credible  a  witness  to  the  appearance  of  a  true 
phantom  ship  than  the  present  heir  to  the 
throne.  The  incident  is  recounted  in  "  The 
Cru'se  of  the  Bacchante^  On  July  11th, 
1 88 1,  at  four'  o'clock  in  the  morning,  a 
spectral  ship  crossed  the  bows  of  the  vessel 
in  which  the  present  Prince  of  Wales  and  his 
late  lamented  brother  were  cruising  round 
the  world.  The  apparition  is  described  in 
these  words  :  "The  Flying  Dutchman  crossed 
our  bows.  A  strange  red  light,  as  of  a 
phantom  ship  all  aglow,  in  the  midst  of  which 
light  the  masts,  spars,  and  sails  of  a  brig  two 
hundred  yards  distant  stood  up  in  strong 
relief.  Thirteen  persons  altogether  saw  her, 
but  whether  it  was  Van  Diemen  or  the 
Flying  Dutchman,  or  who  else,  must  remain 
unknown.  The  Toitrmaline  and  Cleopatra, 
which  were  sailing  on  our  starboard  bow, 
flashed  to  ask  whether  we  had  seen  the 
strange  red  light."  It  is  a  curious  fact  that 
six  hours  later  the  able  seaman  who  was  the 
first  to  sight  this  terrifying  apparition  fell 
from  the  foretop-mast  crosstrees  and  was 
smashed  to  pieces. 
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"a  si'F.ctral  ship  crossfd  thb  bows  of  the  vessel.' 


The  so-called  Flying  Dutchman  is  the 
best  known  of  all  ghostly  wanderers  of  the 
ocean,  and  his  story  the  most  familiar.  The 
usually  accepted  version  is  that  Cornelius 
Vanderdecken,  a  Dutch  sea-captain,  was  on 
his  way  home  from  Baiavia  when,  in  trying 
to  round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  he  met 
with  baffling  head  winds,  against  which  he 
struggled  vainly  for  nine  long,  weary  weeks. 
At  the  end  of  that  time,  finding  that  his 
ship  was  in  precisely  the  same  position  as 
ut  the  beginning,  Vanderdecken  burst  into  a 


fierce  fit  of  impious  passion,  and,  dropping 
on  his  knees  upon  the  deck,  cursed  the 
Deity  and  swore  by  Heaven  and  Hell  that  he 
would  round  the  Cape  if  it  took  him  till  the 
Day  of  Judgment.  Taken  at  his  word,  he 
was  doomed  there  and  then  to  beat  to  and 
fro  for  all  time,  and  sailors'  superstition  con- 
nects the  ap[)earance  of  his  phantom  ship 
with  certain  and  swift  misfortune. 

Vanderdecken  is  not  the  only  ocean 
wanderer  in  the  latitude  of  (?a|)e  Agulhas. 
'I'here  is  another   Flying  Dutchman   in   the 
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THESE   TWO   VESSELS,    Wll  H    THEIR    HIGH    CURVED    J'KOWS   ANU    Kt>\VS   OK    SHIELDS   ALONG   THE 
GUNWALE,    ARE   SOMETIMES  SEEN   GLIDING   UP  THE  ESTUARY.  " 


shape  of  Bernard  Fokke.  Fokke,  who  lived 
in  the  latter  half  of  the  seventeenth  century, 
was  very  different  from  the  ordinary  type  of 
Hollander.  He  was  a  reckless  fear-nothing, 
who  boasted  that  his  vessel  could  beat  any 
other  afloat.  To  make  good  his  boast  he 
cased  her  masts  in  iron  and  crowded  more 
sail  upon  her  than  any  other  ship  of  the  time 
dared  carry.  It  is  on  record  that  he  made 
the  passage  from  Rotterdam  to  the  East 
Indies  in  ninety  days,  a  feat  at  that  period 
savouring  of  the  miraculous.    The  story  goes 


that,  in  his  anxiety  to  beat  even  his  own 
record,  Fokke  sold  his  soul  to  the  Evil 
One,  and  at  his  life's  end  he  and  his  ship 
both  disappeared.  Transported  to  the  scene 
of  his  old  exploits,  and  with  no  other  crew 
than  his  boatswain,  cook,  and  pilot,  he  is  con- 
demned to  strive  endlessly  against  heavy  gales 
that  ever  sweep  him  back. 

Whether  the  phantom  ship  be  that  of 
Vanderdecken  or  of  Fokke,  the  fact  remains 
that  nine-tenths  of  all  the  reported  appear- 
ances   of   phantom   ships  are   between  the 
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fortieth  and  fiftieth  latitudes.  Nor  has  the 
age  of  steam  killed  the  tradition,  for  a  year 
rarely  passes  without  some  vessel  sighting  one 
of  these  ghostly  wanderers  of  the  ocean.  All 
sailors  believe  that,  while  spectre  ships  usually 
hail  any  vessels  which  they  meet,  it  is  the 
height  of  bad  luck  to  reply  in  any  way. 

Phantoms  of  the  sea  have  frequently  been 
seen  off  various  parts  of  our  British  coasts. 
In  old  days  Cornwall  was  notorious  for  the 
wreckers,  who  worked  their  wicked  will 
along  the  iron-bound  cliffs.  Priest  Cove  is 
believed  to  be  still  haunted  by  one  of  these 
gentry,  who  during  his  lifetime  preyed  on 
the  spoils  of  unfortunate  vessels  lured  ashore 
by  a  false  light  hung  round  the  neck  of  a 
hobbled  horse.  The  wrecker  is  seen  on 
stormy  nights,  but  now  no  longer  on  shore. 
He  clings  to  a  fragment  of  timber  among  the 
breakers,  and  is  eventually  dashed  upon  the 
rocks,  and  disappears  in  the  roaring  foam. 

The  fishermen  of  the  rugged  coast  of 
Kerry  have  another  legend  connected  with 
the  fate  of  wreckers.  One  winter  morning, 
early  in  the  eighteenth  century,  a  large  ship 
was  found,   mastless   and  deserted,   wedged 


among  the  rocks  of  that  deadly  coast.  The 
wreckers  eagerly  pushed  off,  and  to  their  joy 
found  that  the  galleon  was  laden  with  ingots 
of  silver  and  other  rich  produce  of  S[)anish 
America.  They  filled  their  boats  to  the 
water's  edge,  and  were  eagerly  pulling  back 
when  a  monstrous  tidal  wave  came  rushing 
up  out  of  the  west.  The  horrified  watchers 
on  shore  saw  their  brothers  and  husbands 
instantly  swallowed  up,  and  when  the  wave 
had  broken  not  a  sign  remained  of  boats  or 
men  or  ship.  Upon  each  anniversary  of  the 
day  the  grim  tragedy  is  said  to  be  re-enacted. 
The  Solway  has  more  than  one  phantom 
craft.  Centuries  ago  two  Danish  sea-rovers, 
who  had  spent  a  lifetime  in  deeds  of  crime 
and  cruelty,  put  into  the  Solway  with  their 
long  ships  heavy  laden.  A  sudden  furious 
storm  broke,  and  the  overweighted  ships  sank 
at  their  moorings  with  all  aboard.  Upon 
clear  nights  these  two  vessels,  with  their  high 
curved  prows  and  rows  of  shields  along  the 
gunwale,  are  sometimes  seen  gliding  up  the 
estuary,  but  no  money  would  tempt  the  local 
fishermen  to  go  out  to  meet  them.  The 
story  is  that  about  a  century  and  a  half  ago 
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two  young  men,  pot-valiant,  did  row  out  to 
investigate.  They  were  watched  to  approach 
the  ghostly  visitants,  when  suddenly  the 
galleys  sank,  and  the  boat  and  its  occupants, 
drawn  down  in 
the  swirl,  were 
never  seen 
again.  The 
so-called  "spec 
tral  shallop  "  of 
the  Solway  is 
the  apparition 
of  a  boat  which 
was  maliciously 
wrecked  by  a 
rival  while  ferry- 
ing  a  bridal 
party  across  the 
bay.  It  is 
manned  by  the 
flesh  less  ghost 
of  the  wrecker, 
but  the  only 
ships  which  it 
approaches  are 
those  which  are 
doomed  to 
wreck  or  dis- 
aster. 

The  rocky 
coasts  of  New 
England  are 
haunted  by 
several  ghost 
ships.  Of  these 
the  spectre  of 
the  Palatine  is 
the  best  known, 
and  her  appear- 
ance flying 
down  Long 
Island  Sound 
is  generally  re- 
cognised by 
fishermen  and 
coasters     as     a 


forewarning  of 
disastrous  storm.  Her  story  is.  a  terrible 
one.  The  Palatine  was  a  Dutch  trader 
which,  lured  by  false  lights  exhibited  by 
wreckers,  went  ashore  on  Block  Island 
in  the  year  1752.  Having  stripped  her, 
the  wreckers,  in  order  to  conceal  all  traces 
of  their  crime,  fired  her.  As  the  tide 
lifted  her  and  carried  her,  wrapped  in  flames, 
out  to  sea  shrieks  of  agony  burst  forth, 
and  a  woman,  presumably  a  passenger  who 
had  hirldcn  herself  in  fear  of  the  wreckers, 
••cd  on  deck  amid  the  crackling  blaze. 


'a    Wt).MAN    AIM'KAkKI)   ON    DKCK    AMID   THK   CRACKI.INCi    HLAZK. 


Next   instant   the   deck   collapsed   and    she 
vanished. 

The  New   Haven  ghost  ship  is,  like  the 
Palatine^  an  omen  of  disaster.     In  January, 
1647,  a  vessel  built 
at    New     Haven 
sailed    on    her 
maiden      voyage. 
In      the     following 
June     there     came 
one      afternoon      a 
furious    thunder- 
storm, and   after  it 
was  over,  and  about 
an     hour     before 
dark,    the  well- 
known      craft      was 
sighted     sailing 
intQ     the      river- 
mouth — but  straight 
mto  the  eye  of  the 
wind!       Peopl  c 
crowded     upon 
the    shore    to 
w  a  t  c^h      her, 
but    while    still 
a  mile  or  more 
away       she 
slowly  vanished 
from    sight.     It 
was     agreed 
that  the  appari- 
tion      signified 
that     the     ship 
herself    had 
been   lost,   and, 
in    fact,    she 
never     was 
heard  of  again. 
Lo  n  g  fel  low 
has     written 
a     poem     em- 
bodying     the 
story,        of 
which     one 
verse     may    be 
quoted  :  — 

And  the  masts  with  all  their  rii;L;ing 

Fell  slowly  one  by  one  ; 
And  the  hull  dilated  and  vanished 

As  a  sea-mist  in  the  sun. 

The  storm -ridden  (lulf  of  St.  I>awrence  is 
still  haunted  by  the  flagship  of  a  fleet  sent 
by  Queen  Anne  against  the  French.  The 
fleet  reached  Gaspe  Bay,  when  a  fearful  gale 
rose  suddenly,  and  one  after  another  the 
ships  were  driven  on  the  rocks  and  broken 
to  pieces  or  simk.  It  was  under  the  tall 
clifls  of   ill-named  Cape  d'Espoir   that   the 
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flagship  came  to  her  end,  and  upon  each 
anniversary  of  the  wreck  the  sight  is  repeated. 
Her  deck  is  seen  to  be  covered  with  soldiers, 
and  from  her  wide,  old-fashioned  ports  lights 
stream  brightly.  Up  in  the  bows  stands  a 
scarlet-coated  officer,  who  points  with  one 
hand  to  the  land,  while  the  other  arm  is  round 
the  waist  of  a  handsome  girl.  Suddenly 
the  lights  go  out,  the  ship  lun  hes  violently, 
her  stem  heaves  upwards,  and  screams  ring 
out  as  she  plunges  bow-foremost  into  the 
gloomy  depths. 

There  are  other  sea  phantoms  besides 
apparitions  of  vessels,  and  not  all  are 
portents  of  misfortune.  Some,  indeed,  are 
kindly  in  intention.  Such  was  the  drowned 
man  who  appeared  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  Captain  Rogers,  of  H.M.S.  Society, 
and  warned  him  to  go  on  deck  and  have  the 
lead  cast.  He  did  so,  found  only  seven 
fathoms,  tacked,  and  when  morning  came 
saw  himself  close  under  the  Capes  of 
Virginia  instead  of,  as  he  had  imagined, 
being  more  than  a  hundred  miles  out  at  sea. 
Another  kindly  ghost  is  a  lady  whose  child 
was  drowned  at  sea  and  who  roams  Ihe  beach 
at  Lyme  Regis  searching  for  the  body.  Those 
who  see  her  and  afterwards  follow  where  she 
has  walked  always  find  coins. 

A  well-known  novelist  has  written  a  most 
gruesome  story  of  a  ghost  which  invaded  a 
cabin  in  a  modern  'iner,  and  lay  in  its  accus- 
tomed berth,  dripping  with  salt  water  and 
festooned  with  seaweed.  It  is  a  very  old 
belief  among  sailors  that  the  ghost  of  a 
drowned  man  returns  in  this  fashion.  In 
Moore's  "  Life  of  Byron  "  it  is  related  that  a 
certain  Captain  Kidd  told  the  ix)et  how  the 
ghost  of  his  brother  (then  in  India)  visited 
him  at  sea  and  lay  down  in  his  bunk,  leaving 
the  blankets  wet  with  sea-water.  He  noted 
the  time  and  found  that  it  corresponded 
exactly  with  the  hour  at  which  his  brother 
w^a-s  accidentally  drowned. 

A  similar  incident  occurred  much  more 
recently  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Twenty 
years  ago  the  old  U.S.  corvette  Monongahela 
had  a  paymaster,  a  red-bearded  man  with 
one  eye,  who  was  known  throughout  the 
navy  as  one  of  the  best  story-tellers  in  the 
service.  He  was  a  most  popular  man,  but, 
alas !  his  love  of  whisky  eventually  brought 
him  to  his  end.  He  died  on  board;  and 
before  his  death  he  said  to  ihe  other  officers, 
*M)ear  boys,  you've  been  good  to  me,  and 
I  love  you  for  it.  I  can't  bear  to  think  of 
leaving  the  ship,  and  if  I  can  I  shall  come 
back,  and  you'll  find  me  in  my  old  cabin,  No.  2 
on  the  port  side."    Although  nobody  allowed 


that  he  believed  the  "Pay"  would  come  back, 
yet  No.  2  remained  vacant  for  three  cruises. 

Then  Assistant-Paymaster  S joined   the 

ship,  and  having,  as  he  said,  no  superstitions 
installed  himself  comfortably  in  No.  2.  All 
went  well  and  they  were  homeward  bound 
when,  one  night  in  April,  the  whole  ship  was 
terrified  by  unearthly  screams.     The  officers 

rushed  out,  and  there  was  S in  a  heap  on 

the  floor  of  the  flat  outside  the  cabin.  When 
asked  what  was  the  matter,  he  gasped  out, 
"  A  dead  thing— a  corpse  in  my  berth — one 
eye  and  a  red  beard.  Horrible  ! "  When 
he  had  recovered  himself  a  little  he  explained 
that  he  had  awakened,  feeling  very  cold.  As 
he  moved  he  came  into  contact  with 
something  clammy,  slimy,  and  cold  as  ice. 
By  the  dim  light  which  leaked  through  the 
port  he  saw  that  he  had  a  bedfellow,  a  corpse 
with  one  eye  staring,  and  a  red  beard  tangled 
with  seaweed.  The  officers  crowded  into 
the  door  of  No.  2.  There  was  no  corpse, 
but — on  the  wet  and  tumbled  blankets  lay  a 
few  fragments  of  barnacled  seaweed  ! 

Another  ghost  story  concerns  the  United 
States  Coast  Survey  schooner  Eagre,  The 
Eagre  was  once  a  private  yacht,  and  went 
by  the  name  of  the  Mohaivk.  One  fino 
evening  she  was  lying  off"  Staten  Island  with 
her  starboard  bow  anchor  out.  Her  mainsail 
and  staysail  had  both  been  left  standing,  and 
for  .some  reason — no  one  knows  what — the 
sailing-master  had  hauled  aft  the  main-sheet 
and  secured  it  before  going  below.  He  had 
hardly  dropped  down  the  hatch  when  a 
squall  swept  up,  and  in  an  instant  the 
Mohawk  vas  on  her  beam  ends.  Nearly 
everyone  was  drowned,  including  the  captain. 
The  vessel  was  raised  again  and  sold  to  the 
United  States  Government,  but  her  crews 
ever  afterwards  declared  that  she  was 
haunted.  Every  night  the  sailing-master 
would  come  on  deck  with  a  rush,  spring  to 
the  main-sheet,  and  frantically  attempt  to 
cast  it  loose  in  order  to  save  his  vessel. 

It  is  a  common  belief  among  sailors  that  a 
ship  which  has  been  sunk  and  raised  again  is 
haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  those  who  were 
drowned  in  "her.  Some  fifteen  years  ago  a 
large  emigrant  steamer  was  sunk  in  the 
Mediterranean,  and  over  five  hundred  lives 
were  lost.  Thousands  were  spent  in  raising 
the  vessel.  She  was  brought  home  and 
refitted,  but  has  never  since  been  used.  It 
is  impossible  to  keep  a  crew.  The  men 
declare  that  ever/  night  the  great  hull  rings 
with  the  screams  and  groans  of  the  multi- 
tudes who  sank,  like  rats  in  a  trap,  to  the 
bottom  of  sixty  feet  of  stormy  sea. 
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IV. — ^The  Escape  of  Gershuni  from  Akatui   Prison. 

By  Jaakoff  Prelooker,  Author  of  "  Heroes  and  Heroines  of  Russia,"  etc. 
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N  February,  1904,  a  court 
martial  held  in  St.  Peters- 
burg sentenced  to  death  three 
political  prisoners,  Gregory 
Gershuni,  Evgeni  Grigorieff, 
and  Michael  Melnikoff,  for 
belonging  to  a  secret  society  called  "  Boevaia 
Organizatsia "  ("The  Fighting  Organization"), 
which  carried  out  the  assassinations  of  the 
Minister  of  the  Interior  and  of  the  Governor 
of  Ufa,  and  organized  attempts  on  the  lives 
of  the  Procureur  of  the  Holy  Synod  and  the 
Governor  of  Kharkoff. 

At  the  trial  it  became  clear  that  Gershuni 
was  the  leading  spirit  in  the  whole  conspiracy. 
His  dignified  conduct  and  powerful,  states- 
manlike speech  produced  an  extraordinary 
impression  upon  all  pre- 
sent, who  could  not  help 
feeling  a  certain  amount 
of  respect  for  his  striking 
personality.  In  fact, 
after  the  death-sentence 
one  of  the  judges,  talking 
with  a  colleague  and 
pointing  to  Gershuni,  said, 
quite  audibly : — 

"  Da,  vot  etot  deistvi- 
telno  tcheloviek  !  "— 
"  Yes,  this  is  indeed  a 
man  ! " 

In  the  following  article 
I  prop)ose  to  relate  Ger- 
shuni's  wonderful  escape 
from  prison,  the  story 
of  which  sounds  like  a 
piece  of  sensational 
fiction,  but  is,  neverthe- 
less, absolutely  true  in 
every  particular. 

The  fact  that  the 
accused  themselves  had 
not  personally  com- 
mitted a  murder  led  to 
the  death-sentences  being 
commuted     to     one     of 
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penal  servitude  for  life.  Gershuni  was,  in 
February,  1906,  transported  to  Akatui  Prison, 
Eastern  Siberia, 

Needless  to  say,  the  thoughts  of  every 
political  convict  are  always  concentrated 
upon  the  possibility  of  making  good  his 
escape,  and  from  the  moment  of  his  arrival 
at  Akatui  Gershuni  began  to  study  his  new 
surroundings,  the  prison  regulations,  and  the 
characters  of  his  jailers.  For  a  time,  how- 
ever, an  escape  seemed  utterly  impossible. 
Several  previous  attempts  at  digging  tunnels 
under  the  prison  walls  had  been  discovered, 
and  led  only  to  increased  vigilance,  the  out- 
side watch  alone  having  been  augmented 
from  four  sentinels  to  twenty.  Nevertheless, 
the  political  prisoners  decided  that  Gershuni  at 
least  should  escape,  even 
if  the  most  desperate 
means  were  employed, 
and  the  plan  settled 
upon  was  to  utilize  for 
that  purpose  the  very 
houses  of  the  prison 
governor  and  officials, 
which  stand  outside  the 
prison  at  some  distance 
from  it. 

The  better  to  under- 
stand the  events  that 
followed  this  decision,  it 
is  necessary  to  point 
out  the  extraordinary 
inner  life  prevailing  in 
all  large  Siberian  prisons. 
The  prisoners  themselves 
cook  or  bake  their  food, 
and  do  the  washing, 
cleaning,  and  all  other 
necessary  work.  Solitary 
confinement  is  quite 
unknown  except  as  a 
punishment.  The  "  pri- 
soners live  a  free  life 
within  the  prison  walls. 
iphoojgraiji.        Thc    provisioning    of 
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hundreds  of  the  inmates  is  practically  in 
their  own  hands,  the  kitchen  is  in  their  own 
^x)ssession,  and  they  can  arrange  their  menus 
as  they  like. 

Now,  the  favourite  Russian  national  dish  is 
the  famous  shtchi,  or  borshtch,  consisting  of 
pickled  cabbage  boiled  into  a  thick  soup  with 
linseed  or  sunflower-seed  oil,  or  ordinary  fat 
and    meat,  according  to  one's  worldly  pos- 


organization  of  the  escape  were  simply  mar- 
vellous. Let  us  just  consider  all  the  circum- 
stances and  conditions  which  were  necessary 
to  more  or  less  ensure  a  successful  issue. 

First  of  all,  it  was  necessary  to  procure 
a  barrel  large  enough  to  contain  a  man, 
supplied  with  a  change  of  clothing  to  put  on 
after  he  left  it,  then  to  partition  off  about  a 
third  of  the  barrel  for  the  cabbage  and  the 


VTvma\  AKATUI  fKisoN,  IN  SIBERIA.  I f Moyrap/i. 

The  house  in  front  contains  the  offices  and  guard-rooms.    The   large  house  behind  is  the  prison.    To  the  right  are  the  kitche  1 

and  the  bath-house  ;  to  the  left  is  the  hospital.     The  house  in  the  distance  at  the  bick  to  the  left  is  ihat  of  the  governor,  near 

which  is  the  cellar  whence  Gershuni  made  his  escape. 


sessions  To  prepare  this  pickled  cabbage 
for  the  whole  prison  for  the  winter  enormous 
barrels  are,  of  course,  required,  and  at  Akatui 
these  were  stored  in  a  cellar  situated  in  the 
courtyard  of  the  houses  of  the  governor  and 
other  officials  standing,  as  already  mentioned, 
outside  the  prison.  To  this  cellar  the 
prisoners  now  and  again  carry  various  other 
provisions  under  the  escort  of  warders  or 
soldiers,  everything  passing  through  the  prison- 
gates  being,  of  course,  carefully  examined. 

The  possibility  of  a  prisoner  being  carried 
out  of  the  gates  under  the  guise  of  *'  pro- 
visions "  occurred  to  many,  but  was  given  up 
as  utterly  hopeless.  If  even  such  contraband 
succeeded  in  passing  it  would  only  have 
been  placed  in  the  locked  up  cellar  outside, 
which  is  in  itself  even  a  worse  prison  than 
that  from  which  the  escape  was  to  be  made. 
Nevertheless,  it  was  decided  to  venture 
upon  this  most  desperate  attempt,  in  which 
Gershuni  stood  the  most  serious  risk  of  being 
simply  suffocated  even  before  the  barrel  with 
the  pickled  cabbage  left  the  prison-gate,  or 
after   it   had    been   deposited    in   the   cellar 

outside.      The  preparations  and  the  whole 
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•  liquid,  so  as  to  deceive  any  official  likely  to 
inspect  the  provisions.  'I'hen  it  was  necessary 
to  arrange  some  breathing  apparatus  and  to 
let  the  interior  of  the  barrel  communicate 
with  the  outside  air.  All  this  l;eing  suc- 
cessful, it  was  necessary  to  dig  a  tunnel  from 
the  cellar  outside  and  also  to  arrange  a  system 
of  signalling  from  the  exterior,  so  as  to  give 
the  fugitive  warning  in  case  there  were 
passers-by  at  the  moment  of  his  leaving  the 
tunnel.  Should  all  these  processes  succeed, 
it  was  necessary  to  have  horses  and  a  vehicle 
in  readiness  at  some  distance  to  meet  the 
fugitive,  and  at  the  same  time  to  arrange 
within  the  prison  to  conceal  the  absence  of 
Gershuni  as  long  as  possible,  to  give  him 
a  chance  of  gaining  a  start  and  finding  a  safe 
place  of  hiding. 

To  accomplish  all  these  preparations  both 
inside  and  outside  the  prison  under  the  lynx- 
eyed,  constant  vigilance  of  warders,  soldiers, 
and  officials  seems  indeed  a  superhuman 
task,  possible  only  in  a  work  of  fiction.  Yet 
it  was  accomplished,  and  the  fact  is  the  best 
answer  to  all  incredulous  questions. 

A  suitable  barrel  was  procured,  as  well  as 
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two  gutta-percha  tubes,  which  were  fixed  in 
holes  made  in  the  bottom,  one  tube  to  draw 
the  air  inwards,  the  other  for  breathing  it 
out.  The  best  time  for  carrying  out  the  plan 
was  an  early  morning  hour,  for  during  the 
night  all  prisoners  are  locked  up  in  their 
cells.  Then  the  digging  of  the  tunnel  had 
to  be  completed  during  the  night  before  the 
escape,  as  it  was  dangerous  to  have  the  exit 
stand  open  too  long. 

After  all  details  inside  and  outside  the 
prison  were  arranged,  the  date  for  the  escape 
was  finally  fixed  for  the  morning  of  the  13th 
(our  26th)  of  October.  The  arrangements 
outside  were  in  the  hands  of  prisoners  who, 
after  a  term  of  confinement,  are  transferred 
to  what  is  called  the  "  Free  Colony,"  which  is 
a  settlement  outside  the  prison,  where  the 
convicts  enjoy  more  freedom  of  movement. 

At  the  appointed  date  and  hour  a  signal 
from  outside  was  received  that  everything  was 
ready,  and  with  feverish  activity  the  filling  of 
the  barrel  commenced.  Only  a  few  minutes 
before,  Gershuni,  who  was  the  prison  librarian, 
went  to  the  chief  warder,  offering  him  "an 
absorbingly  interesting"  book  to  read,  and 
asking  him  to  send  the  tailor  "to-morrow"  to 
measure  him  for  a  new  coat.  Gershuni  also 
went  to  the  day  overseer  and  arranged  with 
him  about  men  to  help  him  to  bring  in  "  later 
in  the  day  "  logs  of  wood  for  the  ovens.  All 
these  tricks  were  performed  simply  in  order 
that  the  officials  might  see  him,  and  naturally 
think  of  him  as  present  during  the  rest  of  the  * 
day. 

What  followed  I  will  now  give  partly  in 
Gershuni's  own  words  : — 

"  Stealthily  I  reached  the  room  where  my 
comrades  were  already  waiting  for  me,  and  in 
a  moment  I  was  in  the  barrel,  bending  my 
body  as  much  as  possible.  Over  my  head 
they  began  to  fasten  a  piece  of  leather,  and  it 
became  pitch-dark,  when  suddenly  someone 
shouted  :  *  The  plate,  the  plate  !  You  have 
forgotten  the  plate  ! '  As  the  officer  examin- 
ing the  barrel  when  passing  through  the  gate 
might  have  poked  his  sword  through  the 
cabbige  and  pierced  the  leather,  it  had  been 
arranged  to  protect  my  head  with  an  iron 
plate,  which,  however,  had  been  forgotten  at 
the  moment. 

"  The  plate  was  immediately  brought, 
someone  gave  me  a  last  pressure  of  the  hand, 
another  kissed  nie  on  the  head,  and  I  heard 
the  comforting  words  : — 

"  *  Farewell,  dear  comrade  ;  everything  is 
all  right.     Be  calm.' 

"The  leather  was  once  more  stretched  and 
fastened  with  nails  to  the  sides.     I  heard  the 


cabbage  falling  above,  and  soon  I  was  soaked 
in  the  liquor  which  penetrated  round  the 
edges  of  the  leather  cover.  All  my  attention 
was,  however,  concentrated  upon  regulating 
my  breathing  through  the  tubes  and  holding 
them  so  that  they  should  not  become  en- 
tangled or  broken.  It  was  important  to 
regulate  the  action  of  the  heart  and  to  pre- 
vent fainting,  for  which  purpose  I  was  sup- 
plied with  ether,  wine,  and  ice- water.  The 
noise  of  the  falling  cabbage  continued,  and 
for  a  moment  I  wondered  whether  I  was  really 
being  buried  alive  and  should  never  rise  again. 
"  The  next  act  now  commenced.  I  abso- 
lutely did  not  feel  how  they  carried  out  the 
barrel  from  the  room,  down  several  steps,  on 
to   the   sledge.      I    heard   only   the   words : 

*  Hi !  open  the  gates ! '  and  felt  that  the 
sledge  was  stopped  and  some  negotiations 
were  proceeding.     'J'hen    I    heard  a  voice: 

*  Hi !  boys,  now  be  quick  ! '  and  I  felt  the 
sledge  slide  swiftly  down  the  hill  outside  the 
prison.  Thank  Providence,  we  had  passed 
safely  through  the  gates ! 

"It  is  remarkable  that  during  all  the  time 
I  was  sitting  crouched  in  the  barrel  I  felt  no 
excitement,  no  anxiety,  no  hope,  no  doubt, 
no  fear,  no  joy,  no  expectation— nothing  at 
all.  Past  and  future  were  totally  obliterated, 
and  my  mind  was  concentrated  solely  on  the 
necessities  of  the  immediate  moment." 

The  cellar  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
governor's  house  consisted  of  a  large  room, 
practically  level  with  the  ground,  and  a  lower 
room  at  the  end,  very  dirty  and  quite  dark. 
It  was  decided  to  put  down  the  barrel  in  the 
.second  room,  as  in  the  first  it  would  be 
dangerous,  the  wives  of  the  officials  frequently 
coming  there.  To  the  convoy  which  accom- 
panied the  conspirators  it  was  explained  that 
the  first  room  was  not  warm  enough,  and  the 
fresh  cabbage  would  soon  become  frozen. 

The  operation  of  letting  down  the  very 
heavy  barrel  was  no  easy  matter,  and  two 
soldiers  of  the  convoy  helped  to  lower  it. 
The  barrel,  once  on  the  ground,  rolled  over 
several  times,  and  with  it,  of  course,  Gershuni, 
who,  however,  still  managed  to  keep  the  two 
breathing-tubes  in  safety. 

In  a  few  minutes  three  knocks  on  the 
barrel  announced  to  (Gershuni  that  every- 
thing was  right.  The  cover,  upon  the  entrance 
into  the  second  room,  was  put  back  into  its 
place  ;  then,  with  great  hanging  and  noise, 
the  outside  door  of  the  upper  room  was 
locked,  all  this  noise  and  banging  having 
been  made  purposely  as  signals  to  Gershuni 
that  everything  was  well. 

In  case  anything  untoward  might  happen 
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to  Gershuni,  and  he  might  not  be  able  to  free 
himself  from  the  barrel,  it  was  arranged  that 
a  comrade  from  outside  should  hide  himself 
in  the  tunnel  near  the  wall  of  the  upper 
cellar,  and  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  doors 
locked  again  he  was  to  enter  the  cellar  and 
render  the  prisoner  every  assistance.  As  he 
did  not  appear,  Gershuni  made  efforts  to  get 
out  of  the  barrel  himself.  He  had  a  knife 
with  which  to  cut  through  the  leather  cover, 
but  in  his  crampcd-up  position  and  lack  of 
sjxice,  having  also  to  hold  the  breathing- 
tubes,  he  could  not  free  his  hand  sufiftciently 
to  make  the  cut  across  the  whole  of  the 
leather.  He  only  made  a  hole  through  which 
a  mass  of  cabbage  and  liquor  poured  down, 


tearing  away  the  tubes  which  he  held  with 
the  other  hand. 

The  moment  was  a  dangerous  one,  as  in 
a  few  moments,  of  course,  he  would  be 
suffocated.  Fighting  for  breath  he  strained 
his  last  strength  to  the  uttermost,  and  finally 
succeeded  in  knocking  out  the  whole  leather 
cover  with  his  head.  Fortunately,  it  was  not 
nailed  round  the  barrel  very  firmly,  but  it 
was  nevertheless  very  difficult  to  remove  on 
account  of  the  weight  of  the  cabbage  above  it. 

"  I  did  my  best,"  says  Gershuni,  "  not  to 
utter  a  sound,  but,  on  the  contrary,  to  keep 
as  quiet  as  possible.  I  eagerly  breathed  in 
the  damp,  cold  air  and  drank  the  wine  and 
ether  I  had  with  me.     I  tried  to  look  around. 
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but  could  see  absolutely  nothing,  the  dark- 
ness being  intense.  Suddenly  I  heard  steps 
and  saw  the  cover  of  the  entrance  being 
opened,  and  someone's  legs  protruding  down- 
wards. For  a  moment  I  thought  to  hide 
myself  again  in  the  barrel,  not  being  certain 
who  was  the  visitor.  Whilst  thus  hesitating, 
and  not  being  able  in  the  dim  light  pene- 
trating through  the  opening  to  see  whose  legs 
they  were,  I  suddenly  heard  a  whisper  :  *  It 
is  I!' 

"This  was  the  voice  of  a  friend  coming 
to  help  in  my  deliverance,  and  I  greeted 
him  with  a  knife  in  one  hand  and  a  bottle 
of  wine  in  the  other. 

"  *  Is  everything  right,  friend  ? '  I  asked 
him. 

"  *  Yes,  yes.     Come,  quick  !     Follow  me.' 

"  We  took  from  the  barrel  my  new  costume, 
which  was  quite  soaked  in  the  pickle  liquor, 
and  tied  round  the  barrel  a  cloak  prepared 
beforehand,  so  that  in  case  anyone  came  in 
he  should  not  notice  the  half-empty  barrel  at 
once.  A  few  steps  and  we  were  both  in  the 
upper  cellar,  shutting  the  lower  cellar  behind 
us.  We  came  to  the  spot  where  the  boards 
were  cut  through,  I  in  front  and  my  com- 
panion behind,  he  putting  back  the  boards  in 
their  place  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
*'ro  the  left,'  he  whispered,  and  I  saw  a 
narrow  hole  through  the  foundation,  and  for  a 
moment  I  shuddered ;  then  I  began  to  crawl, 
'i'he  tunnel  was  some  twenty  steps  long,  and 
when  about  at  the  middle  I  suddenly  found 
that  I  could  move  neither  ahead  nor  back- 
wards. I  struggled  forward,  turning  myself 
in  all  directions,  and  finally  we  reached  a  point 
a  few  yards  from  the  exit. 

"  Here  we  made  a  halt,  and  looking  at  my 
watch  I  saw  it  was  just  nine  o'clock — that  is, 
about  half  an  hour  since  the  journey  from 
the  prison  commenced.  It  was,  of  course, 
necessary  to  make  the  exit  without  any  delay, 
as  at  any  moment  my  absence  might  be 
notii  ed  in  the  prison.  From  our  {XDsition  we 
could  see  the  corner  of  the  houses  of  the 
governor  and  the  officials.  We  heard  voices 
of  passers-by  who  could  easily  have  noticed 
us  if  only  their  attention  had  been  attracted 
to  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel.  We  lay  and 
waited  for  the  prearranged  signals.  The  first 
signal  came,  *  The  road  is  occupied.'  Then 
another  signal  to  the  same  effect.  We  heard 
steps  and  saw  leather  boots,  by  which  we 
recognised  a  warder.  If  only  he  had  accident- 
ally bent  to  look  at  his  feet,  what  a  reward  he 
would  have  received  for  his  discovery  !  But 
he  passed  on,  and  another  signal  bade  us  to 
continue  lying  where  we  were. 


"Suddenly  we  heard  children's  voices  shout- 
ing, *  Catch  him!  Catch  him!'  Jn  a  few 
seconds  a  little  dog,  which  we  recognised 
as  that  of  the  superintendent's  children,  came 
running  and  stopped  just  at  the  hole,  looking 
at  us  with  bewilderment.  A  very  nasty 
incident  indeed.  Either  he  would  com- 
mence barking,  or  the  children  would  come 
to  the  spot  of  their  own  accord. 

"  We  fixed  our  eyes  upon  the  dog  with 
intense  expression,  as  we  had  heard  stories 
of  the  possibility  of  silencing  animals  by  a 
fixed  stare.  And,  indeed,  the  dog  stared 
back  for  some  seconds,  sniffed  the  air,  and 
drew  a  breath  of  relief  as  if  to  say,  *This  is 
your  business,  gentlemen  ;  it  does  not  con- 
cern me  at  all.'  Then  he  turned  and  ran 
back  to  the  children. 

"  I  always  love  the  ringing  voices  and 
laughter  of  children,  but  on  this  occasion  I 
was  only  too  glad  to  hear  how  they  gradually 
died  away  in  the  distance. 

"Now  there  was  quiet,  but  in  a  few  minutes 
again  steps  were  heard.  A  water-carrier  with 
his  yoke  and  two  empty  pails  passed  by,  and 
suddenly  I  shuddered  from  a  thought  that, 
on  his  return,  he  would  have  his  head  bowed 
under  his  burden,  with  his  eyes  downwards, 
and  would  be  sure  to  notice  the  hole  in  the 
ground.  A  thousand  similar  thoughts  flashed 
through  my  mind,  the  one  prevailing  thought 
being,  how  could  it  be  otherwise?  Was  it 
not  madness  to  believe  that  all  the  various 
circumstances  would  shape  themselves  favour- 
ably, and  that  even  after  we  had  left  the 
tunnel  in  broad  daylight  no  one  would 
notice  us? 

"  But  evidently  this  time  the  gods  them- 
selves willed  it  that  nothing  should  happen 
to  us.  The  water  carrier  did  not  notice  us 
on  his  way  back.  Everything  became  quiet 
again,  but  the  signals  continued  mercilessly : 
*  Don't  move.' 

"  I  looked  at  my  watch.  We  had  been 
lying  and  waiting  only  about  twenty  minutes, 
which,  however,  seemed  an  eternity. 

"  Suddenly  the  signal  changed.  We  could 
scarcely  believe  our  eyes.  Was  it  really 
possible  ?  Yes,  the  signal  unmistakably 
spoke  :  *  Everything  is  all  right.    Come  out ! ' 

"  Like  a  shot  we  jumped  out  of  the  tunnel, 
then  with  slow  steps,  in  an  innocent  manner, 
we  walked  away  to  a  spot  where  a  comrade 
was  to  meet  us  and  hand  me  over  money,  a 
passport,  and  a  revolver." 

Gershuni  was"  now  free,  but,  of  course,  far 
from  being  safe  from  a  recapture  at  any 
moment.  He  had  to  pass  a  couple  of  miles 
over  a   snow-covered   plain   exposed   in   all 
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directions  and  overlooked  by  the  prison 
buildings  on  the  hill,  as  well  as  by  some 
twenty  front  windows  of  the  houses  of  the 
governor  and  the  overseers.  But  nothing 
happened.  Crossing  the  hills  in  front,  the 
two  conspirators  disappeared  from  sight,  and 
now  walked  some  distance  until  they  met  the 
sledge  and  driver  who  had  been  waiting  for 
them  at  an  appointed  spot  from  an  early 
hour  in  the  morning.  Here  Gershuni  took 
the  warmest  farewell  of  his  companion,  who 
had  to  return  to  Akatui,  and  started  on  the 
still  dangerous  journey  by  roundabout  ways 
until  he  reached  a  town  where  friends  were 
expecting  him,  having  prepared  beforehand 


a  safe  place  for  hiding  him  until  the  heat  of 
the  pursuit  should  be  over. 

Gershuni  now  prepared  to  leave  by  train 
for  an  Eastern  port  and  thence  to  depart  for 
Japan. 

"  I  found  it  best,"  he  says,  *  to  dress 
myself  as  a  typical  beggar,  and  when  I 
looked  at  myself  in  the  mirror  I  was  simply 
delighted.  A  perfectly  natural  tramp,  with 
the  bundle  of  clothes  at  the  back,  and  so 
forth,  all  complete.  At  the  station  I  was 
punched  by  a  gendarme,  who  shouted  at  me : 
*  Out  of  the  way,  you  dirty  wretch.'  And  oh  ! 
who  would  believe  that  there  are  circum- 
stances in  which  a  punch  in  your  side  gives 


•at  the  station  I  WAS  PUNCHED  BY  A  GENDARME,   WHO  SHOUTED,   *  OUT  OP  THE  WAY,  Ypl^  DIRTY  WRJtTCH.' 
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you  only  pleasure  and  raises  your  spirits  to 
enthusiasm  ?  During  the  journey,  whenever 
anyone  swore  at  me  as  a  *  dirty  beggar,'  his 
words  rang  in  my  ears  like  heavenly  music." 

The  journey  by  railway  lasted  some  ^y^ 
days,  and  except  for  the  peculiar  "heavenly 
music"  now  and  again  bestowed  upon  the 
fugitive  everything  went  off  smoothly.  A 
dangereus  moment  was  that  of  the  embarka- 
tion on  a  Russian  vessel  for  Nagasaki.  For 
at  the  port  special  vigilance  is  kept  over  all 
passengers  sailing  f  *r  Japan,  and  it  was  here 
that  Muishkin  and  Khrusfitsheff  were  re- 
captured when  they  had  covered  about  two 
thousand  miles  after  their  escape  from  the 
Kara  prison  in  April,  1882.  Indeed,  the 
danger  had  not  passed  for  Gershuni  all  the 
time  he  remained  on  the  Russian  steamer, 
until  he  actually  stepped  on  to  Japanese  soil. 

What  happened  at  Akatui  Prison  after  this 
unparalleled  escape  is  no  less  exciting  read- 
ing. ( Jershuni's  strategy  of  purposely  showing 
himself  to  the  chief  warders  just  a  few  minutes 
before  entering  the  barrel  and  making  arrange- 
ments with  them  for  "  to-morrow  "  proved  very 
successful,  as  they  thought  of  him  no  more 
the  whole  day.  Meanwhile,  preparations  pre- 
viously begun  were  now  completed  for  deceiv- 
ing, if  possible,  the  officer  who  was  to  make  the 
evening  inspection  of  the  cells.  If  Gershuni's 
absence  could  be  concealed  at  the  evening 
roll-call  the  fugitive  would  have  at  his  dis- 
posal the  whole  night  for  his  flight,  and  pro 
bably  also  the  next  day,  as  the  morning 
inspection  is  less  severe  than  the  evening  one, 
and  the  concealment  then  was  far  easier. 

To  attain  this  object  a  Dutch  cheese  was 
procured,  and  one  of  the  prisoners,  evidently 
a  born  sculptor,  succeeded  in  making  a  bust 
of  it,  shaped  into  a  plausible  resemblance 
of  the  head  and  face  of  our  hero.  This  was 
attached  to  a  dummy  and  placed  in  the 
fugitive's  bed.  Gershuni  had  been  kept  in  a 
cell  with  several  other  political  prisoners,  who, 
as  a  rule,  are  wont  to  spend  their  leisure  in 
loud  and  heated  debates  on  various  topics  of 
politics,  philosophy,  science,  and  literature, 
gesticulating  with  their  hands,  and  frequently 
getting  into  a  real  passion-  and  shouting 
at  the  top  of  their  voices. 

Thus,  just  before  the  officer  opened  the 
door  of  the  cell  for  the  insjiection,  a  comrade 
arranged  (juite  a  ventriloc^uial  scene  beside 
Gershuni's  bed.  Addressing  the  dummy  in 
vehement  debating  tones,  he  proceeded  : — 

"  Don't  you  see,  my  dear  Gregory  Andreie 
vitch,  an  eclipse  of  the  sun  affects  the  upper 
nebula  in  such  a  way  that " 


One  or  two  of  the  other  comrades  stood  at 
the  bed  pretending  to  listen  attentively  to 
this  astronomical  argument,  but  the  officer 
had  no  taste  or  time  for  such  discussions, 
and,  standing  at  the  door,  he  only  noticed 
that  all  the  inmates  were  present.  He  then 
made  the  formal  roll-call,  every  one  by  his 
name,  to  which  apparently  all  duly  replied, 
Gershuni's  voice  being  imitated  by  the  im- 
provised ventriloquist.  The  officer  locked 
the  door,  and  a  sigh  of  relief  was  uttered  by 
those  present.  A  whole  night  gained  at 
least,  and  probably  the  next  day  too  ;  this 
was  very  important. 

However,  in  about  an  hour  another  officer, 
who  was  sometimes  fond  of  having  a  con- 
versation with  Gershuni,  came  into  the  cell 
with  the  innocent  object  of  spending  a  little 
time  with  his  favourite  prisoner.  It  was 
impossible  to  prevent  him  from  approaching 
the  bed  and  making  the  awful  discovery. 

What  followed  in  the  prison  it  is  impossible 
to  describe.  Gershuni  was  considered  as 
*'the  most  dangerous"  of  all  the  members 
of  "The  Fighting  Organization,"  and  his 
escape,  of  all  others,  meant  the  utter  disgrace 
of  the  new  governor  of  Akatui  Prison. 
The  whole  night  the  prison  was  turned 
upside  down,  and  every  cottage  of  the  adjacent 
"  Free  Colony "  was  searched,  but  not  the 
slightest  trace  of  the  escape  and  how  it  was 
effected  could  be  found.  To  search  the 
cellar  in  the  courtyard  of  the  house  of  the 
governor  himself,  of  course,  could  not  occur 
to  anyone.  When,  later  on,  the  half-empty 
barrel  with  the  pickled  cabbage,  gutta-percha 
tubes,  and  two  round  holes  in  the  bottom  was 
discovered,  the  general  belief  of  the  prison 
authorities  was  that  this  was  arranged  only 
with  the  object  of  diverting  attention  from 
the  real  means  of  the  escape,  which  remained 
a  mystery  for  a  long  time,  until  the  broken 
foundation  of  the  cellar  and  the  tunnel  were 
at  last  accidentally  discovered. 

The  central  police  department  in  St. 
Petersburg,  on  learning  of  this  escape,  imme- 
diately wired  all  over  Russia  to  governors  of 
provinces,  heads  of  gendarmerie,  rural  chiefs, 
and  frontier  guards,  giving  a  full  description 
of  the  fugitive  with  his  characteristic  slight 
lameness,  and  enjoining  his  immediate  arrest. 
The  result  was  that  four  Gershunis  were  at 
once  simultaneously  found  and  arrested  in 
four  different  places,  the  real  (lershuni  being 
at  that  time  already  comfortably  ensconced 
in  a  house  in  Nagasaki. 

A  noteworthy  feature  of  the  whole  story  of 
the  escape  is  the  fact  that  the  preparations 
were   well   known   to   all    the    inmates   of 
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"  IT  WAS  IMPOSSIBLB  TO   PREVENT   HIM    FROM    APPROACHING  THE   BED   AND   MAKING   THE   AWFUL    DISCOVERY.*' 


Akatui  Prison,  including  the  depraved  com- 
mon criminals.  Yet  none  of  them  betrayed 
the  secret,  for  which,  no  doubt,  a  heavy 
reward  would  have  been  given. 

And  what  is  one  to  think  or  say  of  Ger- 
shuni's  fellow-prisoners,  who,  having  had  their 
punishment  considerably  reduced  and  being 
allowed  to  settle  in  the  "  Free  Colony  "  out- 
side the  prison,  once  more  voluntarily  risked 
their  very  lives  in  digging  the  tunnel  to  the 
cellar,  and  even  passing  through  it  twice,  as 
his  companion  did  on  the  very  day  of  the 
escape,  with  only  too  much  likelihood  of  being 
killed   themselves  along  with   the  comrade 


whom  they  desired  to  save  for  the  good  of 
**  the  cause  "  ? 

Truly,  whatever  one  may  think  of  the 
cause  itself,  one  cannot  fail  to  be  struck  by 
the  extraordinary  characters  of  those  who 
champion  and  are  ready  to  lay  down  their 
lives  for  il 

Gershuni  is  now  free  and  more  active  in 
the  revolutionary  cause  than  ever  before. 
Who  can  say  what  part  he  may  still  play  in 
the  future  destinies  of  his  native  Russia, 
seeing  that  he  is  just  in  the  very  prime  of  life 
and  full  of  that  heroic  spirit  and  fiinatica^ 
faith  which  lead  either  to  laurels  or  to  thorns  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


IPOMTK^AITSo 

PHOTOGRAPHIC    AND    IMPRESSIONIST. 


^^ 

z 

1 

/ 


HE  advance  of  photography 
seems-  to  suggest  to  some 
people  serious  danger  to  the 
art  of  portraiture.  To  their 
minds  the  artist  who  draws 
and  paints  human  features 
lingers  superfluous  upon  the  world's  stage 
when  by  means  of  the  camera  equally  good 
and  even  better  results,  as  regards  form  and 
colour,  can  be  obtained  with  so  much  less 
expenditure  of  time  and  labour.  If  we  do 
not  take  quite  so  positive  a  view  as  this,  it  is 
doubtless  a  question  with  many  of  us  whether, 
after  all,  a  better  "  likeness "  cannot  be 
assured  from  the  inexpensive  photograph  than 
from  the  costly  artist's  portrait.  This  doubt 
would  certainly  have  been  strengthened  by  a 
visit  to  the  Royal  Photographic  Salon,  held 
recently  at  the  New  Gallery,  where  some  of 
the  exhibits  revealed  almost  unsuspected 
possibilities  on  the  part  of  the  camera  and 
its  most  up-to-date  adjuncts. 

With  a  view  of  putting  the  matter  to  an 
interesting  test,  The  Strand  Magazine 
selected  four  specimens  of  the  skill  of  one  of 


our  leading  photographers  in  portraiture,  at 
the  same  time  inviting  an  artist  of  reputation 
in  each  case  to  make  a  drawing  or  painting 
of  the  same  subject.  The  result  is  to  be 
seen  in  these  pages,  the  work  of  artist  and 
photographer  being  given  side  by  side,  while 
the  views  of  both  are  embodied  in  the 
following  interesting  interviews. 

Mr.  Stan  laws  readily  admitted  that  the 
lady  in  his  oil-painting  looked  quite  unlike 
the  lady  in  the  coloured  photograph,  and 
then  proceeded  to  vindicate  the  difference. 

In  Jthe  first  place,  he  pointed  out,  a  paint- 
ing has  what  an  artist  calls  "values" — fine 
gradations  of  light  and  shade— which  are 
wanting  in  a  photograph,  where  the  camera 
simply  records  black  and  white.  In  the 
photograph  nothing  is  left  to  the  imagination  ; 
all  is  definite  and  clear-cut.  In  his  painting 
Mr.  Stanlaws  has  given  to  the  face  "a  touch 
of  mystery,"  according  to  the  impression  it 
made  upon  him. 

Descending  from  the  general  to  the  par- 
ticular, the  artist  pointed  out  that  the  lady's 
hair  was  really  brown,  as  painted,  this  colour 
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coming  out  black  with  a  bluish  sheen  in  the 
photograph.  Then  he  had  made  the  nose 
smaller  in  proportion  to  the  rest  of  the  face, 
this  feature  being  nearly  always  exaggerated 
in  a  photograph,  as  the  result  of  the  wrong 
perspective  due  to  the  focusing  of  the  camera. 
The  same  cause  sometimes  produced  ludicrous 
results  in  photography  when  an  arm  or  a  foot 
was  projecting,  but  the  disproportion  of  the 
projecting  nose  usually  passed  unnoticed. 
Comparing  the  photograph  with  the  painting 
in  this  case,  however,  it  would  seem  that  it 
materially  affected  the  contour  of  the  face. 

Between  the  mouth  as  painted  and  photo- 
graphed there  is  a  marked  difference,  but  this 
is  simply  because  the  photographer  has  given 
his  sitter  the  liberty  of  a  smile,  of  which  the 
painter,  not  caring  for  the  consequent  revela- 
tion of  her  teeth,  has  deprived  her.  Mr, 
Stanlaws  further  suggested  that  the  mouth 
has  undergone  the  process  known  as  "re- 
touching," with  a  result,  in  his  opinion,  which 
is  at  variance  with  the  facts  of  anatomy,  the 
muscles  of  the  jaw  being  "impossible"  as 
depicted.  In  "  retouching  "  a  photographer, 
by  the  limitation  of  his  art,  can  have  but 
little  regard  for  anatomy.  If  "retouching" 
is  done  with  the  knowledge  and  skill  of 
a  painter  the  photograph,  of  course,  may 
become  more  of  a  p>ainting  than  a  photo- 
graph. That  "retouching"  should  ever  be 
considered  necessary — except,  perhaps,  for 
the  purpose  of  flattering  the  vanity  of  a  sitter 
— is  in  itself  an  admission  of  the  inadequacy 
of  the  camera  to  give  a  faithful  rendering  of 
the  human  features. 

P'or  the  rest,  it  will  be  seen  that  the  girl,  as 
painted,  has  discarded  the  vine-leaves  in  her 
hair.  This  was  a  decorative  effect  devised 
by  the  photographer,  which,  as  he  explains, 
did  not  appeal  to  the  painter,  who  has,  more- 
over, slightly  rearranged  the  luxuriant  tresses. 
Nor  has  he  thought  it  desirable  to  introduce 
into  his  picture  the  upper  part  of  the  dress. 
As  photographed  Mr.  Stanlaws  thought  the 
bodice  made  an  ugly  line,  and  as  he  was 
simply  painting  a  portrait  of  the  face  it  is 
omitted  altogether. 

It  will  now  be  readily  understood,  I  think, 
why  in  this  instance  the  product  of  the  brush 
so  little  resembles  that  of  the  camera.  But 
it  must  not  be  supposed  from  this  explanation 
that  Mr.  Stanlaws  disdains  the  photographic 
art.  On  the  contrary,  he  finds  it  very  useful 
in  his  own  work.  As  a  portrait-painter  he 
frequently  has  a  photograph  taken  of  his 
sitter  in  the  same  pose  as  he  is  to  be  painted, 
especially  when  the  sitter  is  a  busy  man  like 
Sir  William  Treloar,   the  ex-Lord   Mayor  of 
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London,  upon  whose  portrait  in  his  robes 
of  office  he  was  at  the  moment  engaged. 
In  such  cases,  when  few  sittings  can  be 
arranged,  a  photograph  is  often  valuable  as  a 
work  of  reference  and  an  aid  to  the»memory. 
"  But,  of  course,  it  sometimes  leads  to 
errors,"  the  artist  adds,  "which  have  to  be 
corrected  at  the  next  sitting." 

In  contrast  to  the  case  of  Mr.  Stanlaws, 
the  drawing  by  Mr.  C.  G.  Holiday  bears  a 
remarkable  resemblance  to  the  photograph 
of  the  lady  depicted.  This  may  be  partly 
due  to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Holiday's  medium 
was  chalk,  whilst  the  former  artist  used  oils. 
But  the  main  reason  was  frankly  given  by 
Mr.  Holiday  when  he  declared  that  in  regard 
to  pose  and  manner  he  found  nothing  to 
alter  in  the  work  of  the  photographer. 

"It  is  an  excellent  photograph  in  every 
respect.  At  the  first  glance  I  should  have 
taken  it  to  be  a  reproduction  of  one  of 
Romney's  pictures.  But  it  only  shows  that 
a  good  photograph  in  artistic  hands  is  better 
than  a  poor  drawing  or  painting  by  an  artist 
who  lacks  imagination  and  understanding. 
A  good  drawing  will  possess  an  individuality 
and  a  vitality,  however,  which  must  be  wanting 
in  the  best  of  photographs. 

"  It  is  difficult  to  define  this  difference 
between  the  photographer  and  the  artist. 
Perhaps  I  can  best  explain  it  by  an  illustra- 
tion. The  music  of  the  pianola  is  infinitely 
better  than  that  of  the  piano  when  played  by 
a  poor  pianist.  The  pianola  renders  the 
music  just  as  the  camera  renders  Nature, 
with  accuracy  and  exactitude.  But  can  there 
be  any  comparison  between  its  performance 
and  that  of  a  piano  under  the  fingers  of  an 
excellent  musician?  At  the  same  time,  the 
musician  will  get  out  of  the  pianola  much 
more  than  the  player  who  has  little  or  no 
knowledge  of  music — finer  shades  of  feeling 
and  deeper  meanings.  It  is  just  the  same 
with  photography  in  relation  to  pictorial  art. 
As  the  pianola  cannot  supersede  the  pianist, 
so  the  photographer  cannot  take  the  place  of 
the  artist." 

Mr.  W.  Christian  Symons,  the  author  of 
the  third  portrait,  whom  I  saw  at  his  country 
home  in  Sussex,  demurred  to  my  submitting 
the  question  as  one  of  art  versus  photography. 

"There  should  be  no  clashing,"  he 
declared,  "  between  the  two,  for  each  has  its 
own  purpose  and  use.  A  photograph  is  a 
photograph,  and  is  not  really  comparable 
with  a  painting  or  a  drawing  at  all.  The 
camera  is  simply  a  piece  of  mechanism  in 
combination  with  certain  chemicals  ;  it  has 
neither  eyes  to  see  nor  ears  to  hear.     An 
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artist,  on  the  other  hand,  in  handling  pencil 
or  brush  works  with  his  eyes,  ears,  heart,  and 
brain  —  he  puts  the  whole  of  himself  into 
what  he  is  doing.  It  follows  that  half-a-dozen 
artists  producing  portraits  of  the  same  indi- 
vidual will  record  different  personal  impres- 
sions, presenting  him  to  us  under  various 
aspects.  But  they  will  be  pictures  of  the 
same  man,  true  to  life,  like  him  as  he  is  seen 
at  some  time  or  other. 

"  You  remember  Sargent's  portrait  of  Mr. 
Wertheimer,  the  art  dealer,  in  the  Academy 
some  years  ago?  A  few  months  after  I  had 
seen  it  I  met  Mr.  Wertheimer  for  the  first 
time.  Remembering  the  picture,  I  knew  at 
once  who  it  was,  not  simply  as  regards  his 
personal  appearance,  but  also  as  to  his 
manner,  character,  and  ways  of  thinking  and 
feeling.  A  photograph  of  Mr.  Wertheimer 
could  only  have  recorded  the  facts  as  to  his 
physique  and  dress;  the  portrait  gave  me 
an  understanding  of  the  whole  personality 
of  the  man. 

"  With  regard  to  this  girl's  photograph,  we 
have  similarly  presented  only  certain  facts, 
showing  that  she  is  a  pretty  girl  dressed  in  a 
certain  style.  But  as  to  her  character  and 
disposition,  what  can  it  tell  us  ?  All  that  can 
be  seen  is  a  certain  want  of — what  shall  I 
say? — the  air  of  good  breeding.  But  this 
was  probably  due  to  self-consciousness,  in- 
duced by  posing  for  a  minute  or  so  as  she 
faced  the  camera.  I  often  think  the  happiest 
results  in  photography-^ that  is,  as  regards 
portraiture — are  obtained  by  amateurs'  snap- 
shots when  people  are  *  taken '  quite  un- 
awares. 

"  In  my  drawing  I  have  endeavoured  to 
bring  out  the  refinement  of  the  girl's  nature 
— and  this  explains  everything  which  may  be 
different  in  the  appearance  of  the  photo- 
graph. Apart  from  this,  I  have  followed 
closely  every  detail.  It  is  in  giving  delicacy 
as  well  as  prettiness  to  such  a  face  that  the 
photographer  might  be  expected  to  fail  and 
the  artist  to  succeed." 

In  further  illustration  of  his  point,  Mr. 
Symons  showed  me  a  portrait  he  had  recently 
completed  of  a  young  Frenchman.  He  is 
wealthy,  scientific,  learned,  strenuous  in  his 
life,  and  yet — very  pious.  "lam  sure  he  is 
religious,  with  such  eyes  !  "  exclaimed  a  lady 
to  whom  Mr.  Symons  was  showing  the 
canvas.  "When  she  said  this,"  added  the 
artist,  "  I  was  very  pleased,  because  I  felt 
that  I  had  succeeded  in  depicting  this  side 
of  the  young  man's  character." 

To  give  photography  its  due,  Mr.  Symons 
showed  me,  just  before  I  said  good-bye,  some 


inscriptions  on  ancient  monuments  which 
could  never  have  been  deciphered  but  for 
the  aid  of  the  camera.  "In  many  such 
ways,"  said  he,  "photography  is,  of  course, 
invaluable;  but  as  a  rival  to  art— no,  it  is 
inconceivable." 

"It  is  absurd  to  speak  of  photography  as 
an  art,"  protested  Mr.  Val  Havers.  "  In  the 
main  it  is  simply  a  piece  of  mechanism.  In 
one  sense  the  camera  may  be  more  exact 
than  the  eye.  An  artist,  no  doubt,  uncon- 
sciously alters  what  he  sees  in  accordance 
with  his  own  mental  conception  of  the  model. 
There  are  two  schools  of  portrait-painters,  and 
this  process  differs  between  artists  who  belong 
to  one  or  the  other  of  them.  In  the  one 
school,  of  which  Mr.  Sargent  may  be  regarded 
as  the  most  distinguished  member,  the  purpose 
is  to  discover  the  most  characteristic  expres- 
sion and  then  paint  it  as  strongly  as  possible. 
In  the  other,  of  which  Mr.  Ellis  Roberts 
may  be  mentioned  as  an  example,  the  object 
is  to  paint  the  sitter  at  his  or  her  best 
physically,  character  being  considered  as  of 
little  or  no  importance. 

"  As  I  have  said,  the  camera  may  record 
more  correctly  than  the  eye.  But  the  strain 
of  posing  to  a  photographer  usually  prevents 
the  reproduction  of  either  the  most  character- 
istic expression  or  the  best  physical  attributes. 
An  artist  often  experiences  the  same  difficulty, 
but  a  sitter  is  usually  more  at  ease  after  the 
first  two  or  three  sittings,  and,  in  any  case,  he 
can  work  from  memory  at  his  picture  between 
the  sittings." 

"There  are  several  points  of  difference, 
Mr.  Havers,  between  your  portrait  in  crayons 
and  the  photograph.  How  would  you  explain 
them?" 

"  Well,  in  the  first  place,  the  camera  always 
turns  flesh-colour  into  a  heavy  grey.  This 
accounts  for  the  dark  face  of  the  child  in  the 
photograph  compared  with  its  light  colouring 
in  my  sketch.  Then  I  have  altered  the 
curve  of  the  lady's  shoulder,  which  was  raised 
in  an  ungraceful  fashion,  and  given  the 
child's  face  a  different  angle  from  that  of 
her  mother.  Then  the  child  is  obviously 
cuddling  her  mother,  and,  that  being  so,  she 
would  not  naturally  clasp  the  roses  on  the 
lady's  dress  in  the  way  that  she  is  represented 
as  doing  in  the  photograph  ;  hence  another 
little  alteration.  Another  point  which  struck 
me  about  the  photograph  as  artistically 
untrue  were  the  waste  yards  of  white  drapery 
— and  so  I  have  cut  off  a  good  deal. 

"  It  is  to  be  remembered,"  said  Mr.  Havers, 
in  conclusion,  "  that  portraiture  is  a  restricted 
form  of  art,  leaving  comparativelv  little  scope 
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to  the  artist's  imagination  and  creative  power. 
And  a  painting  or  drawing  usually  loses  more 
in  reproduction  than  a  photograph.  For  this 
reason  a  painter  whose  work  is  mainly  for 
reproduction,  like  that  of  my  father,  Mr.  Fred 
Morgan,  has  always  to  keep  this  fact  in  view 
in  the  execution  of  a  picture  by  giving  it  an 
equality  of  surface,  to  its  detriment  as  an 
original  work,  but  to  its  great  improvement  in 
the  form  of  reproduction." 

No  summing-up  of  the  view  thus  expressed 
by  these  four  artists  is  necessary.  Although 
the  argument  is  illu^rated  and  enforced  in 
various  ways  it  has  the  same  conclusion — the 
superiority  of  the  brush  or  the  pencil  over 
the  camera  in  the  representation  of  a  man  or 
a  woman.  Whether  the  conclusion  is  justified 
by  the  comparative  examples  of  art  and 
photography  here  given,  readers  of  1'he 
Strand  Magazine  must  judge  for  them- 
selves. 

It  may  be  thought  desirable,  however,  that 
the  photographer's  point  of  view  should  also 
be  given. 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  what 
they  say,"  confessed  the  manager  of  Bassano's, 
Limited,  when 
his  attention 
was  called  to 
the  artists' 
statements, 
"  concerning 
the  limitations 
ofphotography, 
although  one 
or  two  of  their 
remarks  I  con- 
sider somewhat 
exaggerated. 
Mr.  Stanlaws 
imputes  ignor- 
ance of  ana- 
tomy to  the 
*  retoucher' ; 
much  *re- 
touching,'  no 
doubt,  is  done 
with     this 


ignorance,  but  in  this  particular  case  the 
remark,  I  believe,  was  unjust.  Nowadays  a 
considerable  amount  of  an  artist's  knowledge 
is  put  into  photographs  of  this  kind,  and 
there  is  as  much  difference  between  them 
and  the  poorest  class  of  photography  as 
between  the  work  of  a  Royal  Academician 
and  that  of  the  worst  *  pot  boiler.' 

"  R.A's  have  sometimes  applied  to  us 
for  permission  to  use  our  photographs  as  the 
bases  of  pictures ;  they  have  admired  the 
pose  and  the  composition  so  much.  And 
the  other  day  a  firm  of  publishers,  wanting  a 
picture  for  a  book-cover  they  were  bringmg 
out,  asked  us  to  compose  and  photograph  a 
little  sea-shore  scene,  with  a  group  of  figures ; 
a  few  years  ago  such  a  piece  of  work  would 
necessarily  have  had  to  be  given  to  an 
artist 

"There  is  one  disadvantage  in  portrait 
work  which  the  photographer  suffers  from  as 
Compared  with  the  painter.  At  the  most  he 
is  given  only  an  hour's  sitting  in  which  to  do 
his  work,  and  it  is  often  impossible  to  get  the 
best  out  of  a  sitter,  especially  if  it  is  a  lady, 
in  the  time.     She  adopts  a  conscious  pose, 

and  will  not 
Met  herself 
go'  and  show 
herself  at 
her  best.  We 
have  photo- 
graphed ac- 
tresses a  num- 
ber of  times, 
and  every 
time  the  ope- 
rator will  see 
something 
different  about 
the  sitter.  The 
first  picture 
may  have  been 
a  comparative 
failure,  but  after 
a  time  he  is 
sure  of  getting 
a  good  result." 
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OM  MACEY  glanced  across 
the  room  at  his  wife  from 
under  his  thick  eyebrows  as 
if  he  were  ashamed  of  some- 
thing. He  was  not  usually 
given  to  the  things  that  men 
regret,  and  just  at  that  moment  his  thoughts 
were  none  the  less  bitter  because  he  really 
had  done  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of.  And 
now  he  was  actually  hesitating  at  the  very 
time  when  he  ought  not  to  have  given  the 
matter  a  single  thought.  He  would  have 
condemned  this  hesitation  in  any  other  man, 

and  yet,  and  yet,  and  yet 

First  of  all,  there  was  the  child  to  be 
thought  of.  She  was  the  only  one — a  little 
girl  of  some  four  years  of  age,  and  the  apple 
of  Tom  Macey's  eye.  She  ought  to  have 
been  strong  and  healthy  enough,  seeing  that 
both  Macey  and  his  wife  were  made  of  the 
stern  stuff  which  has  laid  the  foundation  of 
the  British  Empire.  They  were  willing  and 
ready  enough  to  share  privations  together, 
and  they  had  done  so  more  than  once  before 
now.  But  somehow  the  child  was  different. 
Most  of  the  youngsters  thrive  in  the  keen, 
dry  air  there  beneath  the  snows  of  the 
Colorado  Rockies,  but  somehow  or  another 
it  was  not  the  same  with  little  Vera.  And 
the  only  doctor  for  a  hundred  miles  around 
had  told  Macey  that  if  his  daughter  was 
not  taken  away  to  a  milder  climate  she 
would  die. 

It  was  easy  enough  to  say  this,  but  how 
was  the  matter  to  be  brought  about  ?  Macey 
had  been  mining  away  up  there  in  One  Tree 
Gulch  for  the  last  two  years  with  the  most 
execrable  luck.  He  had  all  the  sanguine 
temperament  which  goes  to  the  gold  pro- 
spector. He  was  holding  on  desperately 
with  a  feeling  that  his  turn  would  come  at 
last.  The  man  was  not  without  imagination  ; 
he  was  more  impressed  by  local  traditions  and 
Indian  legends  than  he  would  have  cared  to 
admit.  He  had  studied  these  until  he  knew 
them  by  heart.     There  were  stories  to  the 


effect  that  here  and  there,  on  rare  occasions 
in  the  past,  diamonds  had  been  found  in 
some  of  the  canyons  away  under  the  spurs  of 
those  everlasting  hills.  Certainly  Macey  had 
found  here  and  there  a  deposit  of  blue  earth 
which  suggested  the  presence  of  the  most 
rare  of  all  precious  stones.  And  then  his 
luck  had  changed,  and  he  found  them. 

And  they  were  only  three,  but  they  were 
diamonds  right  enough  ;  Macey  knew  that,  for 
back  in  the  years  of  his  youth  he  had  spent 
some  time  in  the  Transvaal,  and  he  knew  a 
diamond  when  he  saw  it.  He  found  no 
more ;  he  had  not  expected  any  farther 
dazzling  luck  like  this ;  but  he  was  well 
satisfied,  for  here,  if  he  sold  his  stones  to 
the  best  advantage,  was  a  matter  of  twenty 
thousand  pounds.  It  was  not  a  large  fortune, 
but,  at  any  rate,  it  was  big  enough  to  ensure 
luxury  and  comfort  in  the  future — big  enough 
to  enable  Macey  and  his  wife  to  get  away 
farther  South  and  save  the  life  of  the  child. 
All  these  things  Macey  had  talked  over  with 
Nell  in  the  evenings.  Their  plans  were  fairly 
forward  now.  And  then  the  doctor  had 
stepped  in  with  a  peremptory  command  that 
the  child  was  not  to  be  moved  until  the 
weather  got  warmer. 

Macey  heard  the  news  in  his  tranquil, 
emotionless  way,  but  it  hurt  him  all  the  same. 
He  knew  perfectly  well  what  the  doctor 
meant.  It  was  going  to  be  a  close  call  with 
the  little  one.  If  they  could  tide  over  the 
next  two  or  three  weeks  the  balmy  breath  of 
spring  would  be  here  and  the  terrible  danger 
might  be  averted.  The  doctor  might  come 
along  at  any  time  now  and  utter  his  final 
verdict. 

But  this  was  not  the  only  trouble.  Good- 
ness knows  how,  but  the  rumour  got 
abroad  that  Tom  Macey  had  found  some 
diamonds  and  that  they  were  hidden  in  his 
hut.  The  arm  of  the  law  in  those  parts  was 
fitful  and  feeble  enough,  and  more  than  once 
during  the  past  two  days  Macey  had  had  a 
warning  as  to  the  danger  of  keeping  those 
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valuables  in  a  log  hut  amongst  the  snows 
miles  away  from  the  nearest  habitation.  There 
were  three  lawless  scamps  hanging  about  the 
neighbourhood,  and  up  to  a  certain  point 
Macey  had  said  nothing  of  this  to  his  wife. 
But  returning  home  that  night  in  the  dusk  a 
revolver  bullet  had  pierced  a  hole  in  Macey^s 
fur  cap,  and  he  knew  now  that  the  time  had 
come  when  he  must  either  run  or  fight. 

In  the  ordinary  way  he  would  not  have 
hesitated  for  a  moment.  There  was  nothing 
of  the  coward  about  him,  but  he  was  a 
married  man,  and  he  knew  well  enough  when 
discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valour.  Here 
he  was  tied  by  the  leg  by  a  cruel  fate ;  here 
he  was  waiting  for  the  doctor's  last  words, 
and  his  life  in  danger  all  the  time.  He  might 
have  compromised  matters  ;  he  might  have 
allowed  himself  to  be  robbed  ;  but  the  mere 
thought  of  that  sent  the  blood  boiling  through 
his  veins  and  brought  his  teeth  together. 

He  sat  there  thinking  the  matter  out.  He 
had  told  his  wife.  It  was  almost  impossible 
to  keep  anything  from  her,  and,  despite  all 
Macey's  assumption  of  cheerfulness,  Nell  had 
seen  at  once  that  something  was  radically 
wrong. 

"And  now  you  know  all  about  it,  litde 
girl,"  Macey  said.  "  It  is  very  hard.  I  can't 
understand  how  those  chaps  got  to  know." 

"  You  haven't  told  me  who  they  are,"  Mrs. 
Macey  said. 

"  Haven't  I  ?  I  think  you  can  guess. 
There's  Dick  Blake  and  Ned  Carson  and 
Long  Jim.  If  you  searched  the  whole  of 
the  American  Continent  you  couldn't  find 
three  greater  scoundrels  than  these.  And, 
you  see,  they  have  got  nothing  to  be  afraid 
of.  There's  no  law  here.  Why,  those  three 
scoundrels  might  raid  this  hut  any  time,  and 
murder  the  lot  of  us.  And  they  would,  too, 
if  they  weren't  just  a  little  bit  afraid  of  my 
revolver.  It  isn't  for  myself  that  I  mind  ; 
it's  you  and  the  kiddie.  Of  course,  I  might 
go  down  to  Dolvertown  and  lodge  the  stones 
there.  I  could  get  there  in  a  couple  of  days  ; 
but,  then,  suppose  the  doctor  comes  when  I 
am  away ;  suppose  he  wants  something  in  a 
hurry.  You  can't  do  it.  I  tell  you  when  I 
think  of  it  my  blood  fairly  boils.  If  we  could 
only  get  away  and  sell  those  stones  we  should 
have  plenty  of  money  in  future.  We  could 
take  the  child  with  us  away  down  South, 
where  she  could  grow  well  and  strong  again. 
You  see  what  a  dilemma  I  am  in  now.  If  I 
go  now,  and  there  is  no  man  about  when  the 
doctor  comes,  little  Vera  may  die.  If  I  stay 
here  we  may  be  murdered  in  our  beds  by 
those   three   ruffians.     It   is   maddening    to 


think  that  health  and  prosperity  are  so  near 
and  yet  so  far  away.  I  have  thought  and 
thought  till  my  head  aches.  And,  so  far  as  I 
can  see,  there  is  only  one  thing  to  do,  and 
that  is  to  grin  and  bear  it." 

"  If  you  were  to  hide  the  stones,"  Nell 
suggested. 

"My  dear  girl,  what  is  the  good  of  that? 
It  wouldn't  prevent  those  skunks  from  shoot- 
ing me  on  sight,  or  you  either,  for  the  matter 
of  that." 

Macey  sank  into  sullen  silence.  As  his 
wife  watched  him  anxiously  a  bnlliant  idea 
came  to  her. 

"  Tom,"  she  cried,  "  why  shouldn't  I  go  ? 
What  is  to  prevent  me  from  slipping  away 
and  getting  as  far  as  Dolvertown  ?  I  know 
the  road  well  enough ;  it  is  only  a  matter  of 
some  twenty  miles,  and  I  could  walk  it 
between  now  and  to-morrow  evening.  You 
know  how  strong  and  hearty  I  am ;  you  know 
that  nothing  hurts  me,  and  there  is  not 
enough  snow  to  constitute  danger.  Give  me 
the  stones.  Let  me  hide  them.  I  suppose 
those  three  ruffians  are  watching  the  house 
all  the  time,  and  if  they  see  you  here  in  the 
morning  they  will  naturally  conclude  that  I 
am  in  the  hut  too.  Now,  don't  say  *  No,' 
Tom.  Why,  I  have  gone  farther  than  this 
before  now  to  help  a  neighbour  in  trouble, 
and  you  haven't  been  in  the  least  anxious 
about  me.     Do  let  me  go." 

Macey  shook  his  head  resolutely.  He 
would  not  hear  a  word  of  such  a  mad 
project.  Besides,  it  seemed  such  a  cowardly 
thing  to  send  his  wife  away  upon  an  errand 
which  he  could  not  or  dare  not  undertake 
himself.  He  would  have  run  the  risk  of  a 
journey  to  Dolvertown  and  back,  but  when 
he  thought  of  the  child  lying  there  restless 
and  uneasy  with  the  fever  upon  her,  his  heart 
turned  to  water  within  him  and  all  his  man- 
liness vanished,  leaving  him  trembling  and 
nervous.  And  yet  he  could  not  find  it  in  his 
mind  to  purchase  life  and  peace  of  mind  by 
the  sacrifice  of  those  stones  for  which  he  had 
toiled  so  hard  and  long. 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  he  said.     "  Besides " 

"There  is  no  other  way,"  Nell  went  on, 
breathlessly.  "Think  what  it  all  means  to 
us.  If  I  am  successful  in  my  errand — and 
there  is  no  reason  why  I  should  not  be — we 
shall  be  rich,  we  shall  be  able  to  take  Vera 
away,  we  shall  be  able  to  turn  our  backs  on 
this  hateful  life  for  ever.  And  if  we  stay  here 
we  shall  lose  everything.  What  would  it 
matter  to  me,  what  would  anything  matter,  if 
the  child  were  to  die?  And  by  this  time 
to-morrow  everything  will  be  safe.     You  will 
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be  able  to  go  about  and  say  that  you  have 
banked  your  diamonds,  and  those  three 
rascals  will  be  powerless  for  further  harm. 
Oh,  you  must  let  me  go." 

Once  more  Macey  shook  his  head,  but  he 
was  weakening  now,  as  Nell  could  see  from 
the  look  in  his  eyes. 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  he  repeated,  dubiously. 

He  crossed  the  room  and  opened  the  door 
and  looked  out  into  the  night.  The  air  was 
soft  and  balmy ;  the  cruel,  cold  breath  of  it 
had  vanished  before  the  oncoming  of  the 
spring.  The  earth  smelt  warm  and  damp. 
There  was  a  subtle  fragrance  in  the  gently 
swaying  pines.  It  looked  as  if  no  more  snow 
was  likely  to  fall.  It  looked  as  if  the  journey 
to  Dolvertown  would  be  safe  enough,  if  only 
those  three  lurking  demons  were  in  bed  and 
asleep.  Beyond  a  doubt,  if  they  had  seen 
Nell  Macey  leave  the  hut,  they  would  follow 
her,  guessing  easily  enough  what  her  errand 
was. 

But  there  was  no  sign  outside,  nothing  but 
the  breath  of  the  wind  whispering  to  the 
pines  that  spring  was  at  hand ;  nothing  but 
the  smell  of  the  good  red  earth  still  crisp  and 
firm  under  its  thin  powder  of  snow.  And 
Nell  was  a  good  walker,  too ;  she  could  hold 
her  own  in  a  long  day's  hunting  and  fishing ; 
she  would  make  light  of  a  tramp  as  far  as 
Dolvertown. 

"  You  are  going  to  let  me  go  ? "  she 
whispered. 

"  God  forgive  me  if  anything  happens  to 
you,"  Macey  said,  under  his  breath.  "  I 
suppose  it  is  all  for  the  best.  You  ought  to 
reach  the  new  camp  at  Byson  River  by  eleven 
o'clock  to-morrow  morning,  and  when  you 
get  there  try  and  find  Patrick  Walsh.  I  know 
he  is  down  there  somewhere,  and  you  can 
trust  him,  too.  I  met  him  once  some  three 
years  ago,  and  I  was  in  a  position  to  do  him 
a  bit  of  a  favour.  If  you  do  get  into  any 
sort  of  trouble  there  is  no  one  man  on  the 
American  Continent  who  can  help  you  as 
Patrick  Walsh  can.  But  you  know  what  he 
is  like." 

Nell  nodded  eagerly.  Everybody  on  the 
Continent,  from  the  Rockies  right  down  to 
the  Pacific  Slope,  had  heard  of  Patrick 
Walsh.  He  was  by  way  of  being  an  adven- 
turer, a  miner,  a  prospector,  anything  where 
danger  lay  and  trouble  was  to  be  found  first 
hand.  There  were  spots  on  the  map  of 
America,  now  prosperous  towns,  which  Walsh 
had  actually  founded.  With  all  his  courage 
and  resource,  with  all  his  infinite  talents,  he 
had  remained  a  poor  man,  a  typical  instance 
of  the  rolling  stone  that  gathers  no  moss. 


But  his  reputation  was  clean  enough.  He 
was  a  terror  to  evildoers ;  there  was  not  a 
bully  or  bravado  in  half-a-dozen  States  who 
would  have  dared  to  stand  up  to  Pat  Walsh  • 
single-handed.  More  than  one  unspeakable 
outcast  and  cold-blooded  murderer  had  been 
tracked  down  by  Walsh  for  the  pure  joy  of 
the  thing.  He  had  broken  up  gangs  with 
the  aid  of  nothing  but  his  own  revolver,  and 
with  it  all  he  was  a  quiet,  civil-spoken  little 
man,  looking  the  very  last  person  in  the 
world  to  hold  a  reputation  such  as  his.  If 
Nell  Macey  could  find  a  friend  like  this, 
then  she  was  safe  indeed. 

The  stars  were  shining  overhead  in  great 
glittering  clusters  behind  the  belt  of  pines  as 
she  set  out  upon  her  journey.  Here  and 
there  she  could  dimly  make  out  the  snow 
lying  in  white  battalions  above  the  murmur- 
ing belts  of  trees.  Here  and  there  was  a 
stirring  in  the  undergrowth,  and  something 
like  fear  filled  her  heart  when  she  thought  of 
her  child  and  her  husband.  But  she  went  on 
steadily  forward  through  the  dim  blackness 
of  the  night,  until  at  length  the  east  began  to 
grow  faintly  purj^e,  then  pink,  then  burning 
saffron,  as  the  sun  climbed  over  the  shoulders 
of  the  great  snow-clad  peaks  and  cast  long 
shadows  across  the  plain. 

It  was  nearly  nine  o'clock  before  Nell 
came,  footsore  and  weary,  to  a  little  mining 
camp  by  the  Byson  River.  A  handful  of 
little  huts  were  dotted  on  the  hillside.  Some 
adventurous  trader  had  set  up  a  saloon  \  here 
was  the  inevitable  "store"  from  which  the 
necessities  of  life  could  be  derived.  It  was 
getting  warmer  now — so  warm,  indeed,  that 
one  or  two  of  the  miners  were  sitting  outside 
the  house  breakfasting  in  the  open.  The 
pine-laden  air  reeked  with  the  smell  of  frying 
bacon.  They  were  not  a  nice-looking  lot  of 
men,  not  at  all  the  class  that  Nell  had 
been  accustomed  to,  for  they  were  beyond 
the  borders  of  civilization  here,  and  the  sort 
of  individuals  who  came  and  went  for  the 
most  part  bore  names  which  would  have  con- 
veyed nothing  to  their  parents  before  them. 
It  was  not  the  sort  of  camp  where  it  was  safe 
to  inquire  too  closely  into  the  antecedents  oi 
one's  next-door  neighbour.  The  few  men 
gathered  there  eyed  Nell  with  languid  and 
slightly  insolent  curiosity.  She  would  have 
moved  on,  but  she  was  not  more  than  half- 
way on  her  journey  yet,  and  she  knew  the 
necessity  of  rest  and  food  before  she 
proceeded  farther. 

It  was  no  nice  thing  to  have  to  push  her 
way  into  the  store  to  procure  bread  and 
biscuits  and  tinned  meat,  but  it  had  to  be 
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done,  and  then  she  sat  down  by  the  wayside 
to  eat.  One  or  two  of  the  miners  gathered 
round  her,  staring  at  her  in  a  long,  cool 
deliberation,  which  brought  the  blood  flaming 
to  her  cheeks.  One,  more  hardy  than  the 
rest,  ventured  to  address  her  in  words  which 
brought  the  blood  to  her  temples  again  and 
caused  the  angry  tears  to  rise  to  her  eyes. 
She  was  looking  round  for  something  in  the 
semblance  of  manhood  who  might  drive  these 
hideous  wretches  away  and  give  her  the 
seclusion  which  she  so  much  desired.  Then 
out  of  the  saloon  opposite  came  a  slight,  fair 
man,  dressed  in  a  somewhat  superior  manner 
to  the  rest,  who  took  off  his  hat  politely  and 
asked  in  quite  a  small  voice  if  he  could  be 
of  any  assistance.  A  chorus  of  raucous  laughter 
greeted  this  un- 
wonted courtesy. 
In  spite  of  her 
anger  and  alarm 
Nell  smiled.  It  was 
much  as  i  f  some  boy 
had  chosen  to  defy 
all  the  weight  and 
force  of  authority. 

"You  are  vastly 
kind,"  Nell  said. 
"  I  am  on  my  w^ay 
to  Dolvertown.  I 
suppose  those  men 
mean  nothing 
tjffensive,  but  if  you 
could  persuade 
them  to  go  away  I 
should  be  obliged 
to  you." 

By  way  of  reply 
the  fair  little  man 
took  a  seat  by  her 
side.  What  he 
might  have  said 
Nell  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  judging, 
for  at  that  moment 
there  came  the 
sound  of  hoofs 
beating  on  the  hard 
road,  and  three  . 
horsemen  came  J 
at  a  trot  into  the 
camp.  At  the 
sight  of  the  fore- 
most Nell's  face 
turned  ashy  grey. 
She  gave  a  little  cry 
of  dismay  which 
was  not  lost  upon 
her  companion. 


"  You  are  frightened,"  he  murmured,  softly. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  Nell  said,  hoarsely.  "  Those 
men  are  following  me.  I  hoped  that  I  had 
escaped  them;  I  hoped  that  they  had  not 
guessed  why  I  am  on  my  way  to  Dolvertown. 
You  see,  I  have  valuables  in  my  possession — 
diamonds." 

The  words  slipped  from  Nell's  lips  uncon- 
sciously. It  was  madness,  perhaps,  to  trust 
this  stranger,  but  for  the  life  of  her  she  could 
not  help  it.  And  what  avail  would  he  be 
against  the  grinning  trio  who  had  already  dis- 
mounted from  their  horses  and  stood  regard- 
ing her  with  an  evil  smirk  upon  three  of 
the  most  infamous  countenances  that  the 
Continent  of  America  might  produce? 

"  I  know,"   the  slim  stranger  murmured. 


'three  horsemen  came  at  a  trot  into  the  camp. 
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"  You  are  Tom  Macey's  wife.  Do  you  know, 
you  are  the  pluckiest  woman  1  have  ever 
come  across.  So  you  are  going  to  Dolver- 
town  with  those  stones,  are  you  ?  I  guess  a 
courageous  action  like  yours  is  worth  better 
luck  than  this.  If  I  were  alone  I  should 
know  what  to  do.  As  it  is — well,  Til  try  my 
best.     Now,  then  ! " 

The  last  two  words  were  flung  contemptu- 
ously in  the  direction  of  the  three  horsemen. 
They  came  with  a  rasping  sound  from  the 
stranger's  lips.  They  were  hard  and  clear 
and  defiant,  and  so  full  of  a  certain  con- 
crete courage  that  Nell,  despite  her  alarm, 
turned  to  her  companion  with  a  glance  of 
astonishment. 

The  foremost  horseman  came  forward  ;  his 
long,  muscular  form  seemed  to  tower  above 
the  two  sitting  on  the  pine-logs  there.  There 
was  not  much  to  choose  between  those 
associates,  but  Nell  knew  from  common 
report  that,  if  one  was  worse  than  the  others, 
it  was  the  same  Long  Jim  who  was  now 
addressing  the  man  by  her  side. 

"  Stranger,"  he  said,  with  a  sneering  drawl, 
"  I  guess  you'll  find  this  atmosphere  isn't 
conducive  to  the  health  of  a  little  man  like 
you.  Now  you  just  run  away  back  to 
mamma  and  tell  her  that  Ix)ng  Jim  sent  you. 
Otherwise " 

A  burst  of  ribald  laughter  came  from  the 
other  two.  The  slight,  fair  man  sitting  by 
Nell's  side  never  so  much  as  changed  a  line 
of  his  countenance. 

"  I've  heard  of  you,"  he  said.  "  Perhaps 
you  will  be  so  good  as  to  introduce  me  to 
the  other  gentlemen.  I  was  told  I  should 
find  some  choice  rascality  in  this  neighbour- 
hood, and  it  seems  to  me  that  I  am  not  going 
to  be  disappointed." 

"You  do  me  proud,"  Long  Jim  grinned. 
"  This  gentleman  is  Dick  Blake,  and  the 
nobleman  masquerading  with  the  black  eye 
is  Ned  Carson.  Perhaps  you  might  have 
heard  of  us  ;  most  people  have." 

"  Your  fame  has  travelled,"  the  little  man 
said,  imperturbably.  His  eyes  had  narrowed 
down  now  to  long  slits  that  seemed  to  emit 
flashes  as  if  flint  and  steel  were  struck  to- 
gether. "And  now,  perhaps,  it  would  be 
just  as  well  if  I  let  you  know  who  I  happen 
to  be.     But  perhaps  you  are  not  curious  ?  " 

"  It  was  always  a  weakness  of  mine,"  Long 
Jim  said. 

"  It  shall  be  gratified.  My  name,  sirs,  is 
Patrick  Walsh.  It  is  just  possible  that  you 
have  heard  of  /«^  /  " 

Long  Jim  displayed  the  balance  of  a 
set  of  teeth  in  a  snarling  grin,  like  a  dog 


worrying  a  wasp ;  the  other  two  turned  away 
as  if  the  affair  was  nothing  of  theirs.  It  was 
plain  that  the  three  ruffians  were  taken  aback 
by  this  unexpected  announcement.  It  was 
not  much  on  the  face  of  the  earth  that  this 
class  of  bravo  feared,  but  the  name  of  Patrick 
Walsh  was  one  of  them.  For  here  was  a 
man  who  was  known  right  away  from  the 
Rockies  down  to  the  Pacific  Slope.  Wherever 
men  congregated,  especially  men  of  the  law- 
less type,  there  the  name  of  Patrick  Walsh 
was  whispered  in  accents  of  admiration. 
There  were  countless  stories  told  about  him  ^ 
of  his  courage  and  fearlessness,  of  his  utter 
indifference  to  death.  Never  once  had  any- 
body got  the  best  of  him,  never  once  had  he 
hesitated  when  he  wanted  to  mark  a  point  or 
avenge  an  insult.  With  it  all,  it  was  decidedly 
in  Walsh's  favour  that  his  record  was  clean. 
If  he  won,  as  frequently  he  did,  large  sums 
at  the  gambling-table,  his  methods  had  never 
been  questioned.  That  he  had  questioned  the 
methods  of  others  more  than  one  so-called 
sportsman  had  found  to  his  cost.  Indeed,  a 
book  might  have  been  written  about  Patrick 
Walsh,  telling  of  his  exploits  and  perform- 
ances. There  was  not  a  man  in  that  part  of 
the  country  who  did  not  remember  the  fate 
of  Jake  Mortson. 

He  had  been  the  terror  of  a  whole  handful 
of  States — a  man  hated,  and  loathed,  and 
feared — who  had  wound  up  his  career  with  a 
crime  beyond  all  words.  And  yet  no  hand 
had  been  stretched  out  for  him.  By  sheer 
force  of  terrorism  he  would  compel  honest 
men  to  sit  and  drink  with  him,  until  the 
word  went  out  from  Patrick  Walsh  that  the 
wolf  must  die.  Walsh  sent  this  message  in  a 
courteous  letter,  and  for  six  months  Colorado 
watched  the  duel  with  breathless  interest. 
It  watched  Monson  grow  from  the  magnifi- 
cent semblance  of  exuberant  humanity  to  a 
trembling,  broken  wretch  whose  nerves  were 
worn  to  fiddle-strings.  And  all  this  time 
Monson  never  saw  the  man  who  was  upon 
his  track.  He  lost  an  eye,  an  ear,  the  fingers 
of  his  right  hand,  whilst  his  antagonist 
remained  absolutely  invisible.  And  then, 
finally,  after  a  heavy  drinking  bout  up  there 
amongst  the  hills,  Monson  turned  his  revolver 
upon  himself  and  put  a  bullet  through  his 
own  heart. 

This,  then,  was  the  man  that  Long  Jim 
and  his  companions  had  to  contend  with. 
He  sat  there  quiet  and  almost  listless,  with 
his  hands  in  his  pockets.  Nobody  knew 
better  than  himself  how  tight  a  place  he  was 
in.  These  were  no  cowards  that  he  had  to 
oppose   him,   but   reckless,   desperate    men, 
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ready  for  anything.  Still  they  hesitated.  If  see  that  you  are  not  robbed.  And  then 
they  had  turned  their  revolvers  upon  him  I  want  you  to  go  right  home  again  and  tell 
simultaneously  there  would  have  been  an  end  >  your  husband  all  that  has  happened." 


of  Patrick  Walsh,  but  the  first  man  that  pro 
duced  a  weapon  was  as  good  as  dead,  so 
that  neither  of  them  cared  to  make  the  first 
advance.  I'hey  drew  a  little  on  one  side  and 
sat  down  to  eat  their  breakfast.  What  was 
going  to  happen  Walsh  had  already  guessed. 
These  ruffians  would  wait  till  he  and  Nell 
Macey  had  entered  the  long,  wooded  passes 
leading  to  Dolvertown,  and  there  the  trouble 
would  begin  in  earnest.  There  was  no  doubt 
why  Long  Jim  and  the  rest  were  here.  They 
had  followed  Mrs.  Macey  for  the  diamonds 
They  would  have  owned  it  freely  enough  had 
they  been  asked,  for  they  were  three  to  one,  and 
the  Nemesis  of  the  law  in  those  parts  was  no 
more  than  a  mockery  and  a  shadow 

Nell  looked  at  her  companion  with  tears 
m  her  eyes.  She  had  expected  something 
more  formidable  than  this.  It  seemed 
almost  impossible  that  the  little  man  with 
the  white  face  and  sensitive  mouth  should 
be  the  famous  Patrick  Walsh, 
but  in  some  strange  way  she 
pinned  her  faith  to  him.  She 
felt  perfectly  certain  that 
despite  the  danger  he  would 
pull  her  through. 

*'  ril  do  my  best,"  Walsh 
said,  curtly. 

"  Oh,  I  am  sure  you  w;!!," 
Nell  replied.  "  But  how  do 
you  know  what  I  was  think- 
ing about  ? " 

"It  wants  no  great  fore- 
sight," Walsh  murmured. 
"You  are  wondering  how 
I  am  going  to  save  your 
treasures  and  my  own  life  at 
the  same  time.  But  I  shall 
do  it.  Now,  can  you  trust 
me — I  mean,  can  you  trust 
me  implicitly  ?" 

"  I  am  certain  of  it,"  Nell 
said,  impulsively. 

"  Very  well,  then.  In  that 
case  I  want  you  to  do  exactly 
as  you  are  told.  Now,  you 
know  what  those  carrion  are 
here  for  ;  you  know  why  they 
followed  you.  Despite  their 
assumed  indifference  they  are 
watching  us  as  a  cat  watches 
a  mouse.  I  want  you  to 
hand  me  those  diamonds 
over  openly  and  without  any 
attempt   at  disguise      I   will 

VoL  XXXV.— 13 


"  But,"  Nell  protested,  "  it  does  not 
seem " 

Walsh  turned  his  face  in  her  direction. 
The  features  had  grown  hard  and  firm  and 
merciless  ;  the  eyes  were  long  slits  of  flame. 

"  You've  got  to  do  what  I  tell  you,"  Walsh 
said.  "  Didn't  I  give  you  my  word,  and  did 
any  man  ever  know  me  to  break  it  ?  Now 
hand  those  stones  over.  Give  them  to  me 
so  that  there  can  be  no  mistake  about  those 
fellows  seeing  what  you  are  doing.  If  this 
adventure  comes  off  all  right  I  will  laugh 
those  three  ruffians  off  the  Continent  of 
America.     Now,  come." 

In  a  dazed  kind  of  way  Nell  handed  over 
the  jewels.  Walsh  took  them  out  of  their 
little  envelope  and  examined  each  carefully 
between  his  finger  and  thumb.  From  under 
his  brows  he  could  see  how  anxiously  the 
three  men  on  the  ridge  were  regarding  him. 
Then  he  turned  over  on  his  side  as  if  to 
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light  his  pipe,  but  in  reality  he  was  doing 
something  with  the  stones.  Nell  could  hear 
a  clicking  kind  of  sound  and  the  rustling  of 
paper,  but  she  did  not  venture  to  move 
because  Walsh,  curtly  enough,  bade  her  to  sit 
exactly  as  she  was  and  take  no  notice  of 
what  he  was  doing.  At  the  end  of  a  mimite 
or  two  she  heard  a  chuckle  by  her  side,  and 
when  Walsh  sat  up  again  there  was  a  grim 
smile  of  amusement  on  his  thin  lips. 

*'  Now  we  are  ready  for  the  play  to  begin,' 
he  said.  "And  don't  you  be  afraid.  But, 
then,  you  are  not  that  sort  of  woman.  Go 
straight  back  home  and  tell  your  husband 
exactly  what  has  happened.  Tell  him  that  if 
I  am  alive  in  a  week's  time  he  shall  hear 
from  me,  and  if  I  am  dead  he  shall  hear 
from  me,  too.  No,  you  need  not  thank  me. 
'J'his  is  just  one  of  the  moments  in  one's  life 
that  is  worth  living.  I  wouldn't  have  missed 
a  chance  like  this  for  ten  thousand  dollars." 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  for  Nell  to 
obey.  She  was  ashamed  of  herself  in  a  way, 
and  yet,  at  the  .same  time,  she  was  carried 
away  by  the  amazing  force  of  this  man's  will. 
He  rose  to  his  feet.  He  offered  Nell  his 
arm  with  a  gesture  of  almost  exaggerated 
courtesy  ;  he  stalked  gravely  by  the  three 
men  sitting  there ;  he  walked  up  the  slope  to 
the  top  of  the  bluffs  whence  they  could  see 
the  long,  sinuous  road  winding  away  towards 
One  Tree  Gulch,  like  a  white  parting  in  a 
head  of  black  hair.  And  here  Walsh  held 
out  a  hand  to  his  companion.  He  took 
Nell's  fingers  and  held  them  to  his  lips.  He 
swept  off  his  big-brimmed  soft  hat,  as  one  of 
the  cavaliers  in  the  old  days  might  have  done. 

"There's  your  way,"  he  said.  "Now  take 
it  without  hesitation.  I  will  stay  here  till  you 
are  out  of  sight  Those  three  gentlemen 
down  below  can  see  me,  and  so  long  as 
I  am  in  sight  they  will  make  no  effort  to 
follow.  If  I  had  a  horse  I  should  feel  equal 
to  the  lot  of  them,  but,  then,  on  the  other 
hand,  .the  adventure  would  lose  its  piquancy. 
And  now,  good-bye." 

For  a  long  time  Walsh  stood  there  like  a 
graven  statue  against  the  blue  sky.  Nell 
turned  and  waved  her  hand  to  him  as  she 
disappeared  presently  amongst  the  waving 
pines.  Then  Walsh  strolled  back  to  the 
camp  coolly  and  casually,  past  the  huts  and 
the  stores,  and  so  away  down  the  pass  which 
led  dizzily  to  Dolvertown.  He  had  no 
friends  there  to  help  him  ;  he  was  a  stranger 
in  those  parts.  Probably  if  he  had  mentioned 
his  name  people  might  have  refused  to 
believe  him.  His  thin  lips  were  pressed 
tightly  together;  his  eyes  flickered  in  a  smile 


of  slow  amusement.  No  sooner  had  he 
turned  the  corner  than  he  sprang  nimbly 
to  the  summit  of  a  rock  whence  he  could 
command  a  view  of  the  camp.  The  smile 
widened  when  he  saw  that  Long  Jim  and  his 
companions  had  already  vanished.  He  stood 
there  listening  for  the  sound  of  a  broken  twig 
or  the  dull  thud  of  a  footstep.  He  took  his 
soft  hat  from  his  head  and  held  it  above  the 
bushes.  There  was  the  quick  snap  of  a  re- 
volver shot  and  the  sombrero  fell  at  his  feet. 
Walsh  laughed  softly.  The  game  had  begun 
in  earnest  now.  He  was  ready  and  eager  for 
the  fray.  There  was  nothing  to  be  greatly 
alarmed  at  as  yet.  He  knew  thosu  ruffians 
were  afraid  of  him ;  he  knew  perfectly  well 
that  they  would  hesitate  a  long  time  before 
they  came  to  close  quarters.  Of  their  inten- 
tions he  had  no  manner  of  doubt.  Those 
men  meant  to  rob  him  and  they  meant  to 
murder  him,  too. 

So  the  game  went  on  mile  after  mile,  till 
the  centre  of  the  big  belt  of  pines  was 
reached.  The  bluff  rose  .sharply  here.  Beyond 
it  was  a  ragged  slope  of  undergrowth  with 
a  stream  of  water  hurrying  along  to  its  foot. 
Here  Walsh  halted.  He  knew  that  the  men 
were  on  three  sides  of  him  now ;  he  could 
hear  their  footsteps  rustling  in  the  dead  leaves. 
And  he  was  taking  no  risks.  He  knew  the 
class  of  men  he  had  to  deal  with.  He  knew" 
that  he  was  fighting  with  antagonists  whose 
knowledge  of  woodcraft  was  almost  equal  to 
his  own.  Then  just  for  a  moment  he 
exposed  himself — only  for  an  instant,  but  it 
was  sufficient  to  draw  the  fire  of  revolvers 
from  three  directions.  'J'hen  W^alsh  threw 
up  his  hands,  and  from  his  lips  came  that 
horrible  bubbling  scream  which  tells  elo- 
quently enough  of  a  man  who  has  been  shot 
in  some  vital  part.  He  lay  prone  on  his 
face,  his  left  arm  outstretched,  his  right 
doubled  up  under  him.  There  was  a  small 
ragged  hole  over  his  left  breast  from  which 
the  blood  appeared  to  be  oozing.  He  lay 
there  so  stark  and  stiff  and  horrible  that  the 
three  men  creeping  over  the  dead  leaves  from 
different  directions  whistled  and  called  simul- 
taneously that  the  trouble  was  over,  and  that 
there  was  an  end  of  Patrick  Walsh,  save  for 
his  glorious  and  romantic  memory.  For 
those  three  men  were  deadly  shots.  They 
wanted  no  flattery  so  far  as  their  revolver 
practice  was  concerned. 

Long  Jim  grinntd  as  he  rose  to  his  feet, 
the  others  sniggered.  For,  apparently,  Walsh 
had  come  to  the  end  of  his  tether  ;  apparently 
he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  driven  into  a 
corner  whence  there   was   no   escape.      He 
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"the   THKEE   men    creeping   over   the    dead   leaves    KROM    I>IKKKRENT    niRKCTIONS   WHISTLED 
AND   CALLED   SIMULTANEOUSLY   THAT   THE   TROUBLE   WAS   OVER.' 


could  not  have  doubled  on  his  tracks,  and 
no  man  really  in  his  senses  would  have  dared 
the  leap  over  the  edge  of  the  bluff  into  those 
swirling  waters  below. 

"  Right  through  the  heart/'  Long  Jim  said, 
hoarsely.  "Jehoshaphat,  ain't  he  bleeding! 
Now,  then,  boys " 

They  came  brutally,  callously  forward. 
Then,  as  if  by  magic,  the  prostrate  figure 
moved  an  inch,  and  three  revolver  shots  rang 
out  in  lightning  succession.  Long  Jim  stag- 
gered back  with  a  bullet  in  his  shoulder, 
.screaming  and  blaspheming  with  pain  ;  his 
two  companions  went  foaming  and  writhing 


and  holding  a  pair  of  trembling  hands  to  the 
fleshy  part  of  their  thighs.  It  had  all  taken 
place  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  and  before 
the  three  ruffians  could  recover  themselves 
sufficiently  to  realize  what  had  happened 
Walsh  was  rolling  swiftly  over  and  over 
towards  the  edge  of  the  bluff.  With  a  yell 
of  defiance  and  an  outbreak  of  derisive 
laughter,  he  bent  himself  backwards  like  a 
bow  and  flashed  headlong  into  the  yellow 
stream  which  lay  thirty  feet  below. 

He  came  up  presently,  gasping  and  panting 
and  chilled  to  the  very  marrow  by  the  icy 
coldness  of  the  water;  but  his  heart  was  light, 
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and  his  lips  were  parted  in  a  smile  as  he  bent 
down  and  sped  through  the  undergrowth 
with  his  white  face  turned  in  the  direction  of 
Dolvertown. 

"  That  was  a  close  call,"  he  muttered.  "  I 
don*t  know  when  I  have  enjoyed  anything  so 
much.  And  unless  you  are  greatly  mistaken 
in  your  calculations,  Pat  Walsh,  the  next 
trick  is  going  to  be  yours." 

It  was  getting  dusk  a  week  later  when 
Walsh  put  in  an  appearance  at  Tom  Macey's 
hut.  His  welcome  was  all  that  he  could 
w^ish;  in  fact,  Tom  Macey,  in  his  clumsy  way, 
professed  to  be  half  jealous  of  the  way  in 
which  Nell  received  her  visitor. 

"Oh,  we're  all  right,"  he  said.  "And  the 
kid  is  much  better.  I  dare  say  we  shall  be 
able  to  manage  till  the  end  of  the  summer 
now.  Seems  ungrateful,  don't  it,  to  worry 
about  those  diamonds,  and  the  kid's  all  right 
again  ?     Guess  you  had  to  give  them  up." 

Walsh  smiled  dryly. 

"  Well,  not  quite  in  the  way  you  think,"  he 
said.  "  I  ex{>ected  to  worry  through  that 
little  trouble,  and  I  did.  But  I  had  to  take 
no  risks.  I  wasn't  going  to  go  under  with 
those  stones  in  my  possession,  so  I  hit  upon 
a  little  scheme  of  my  own,  which  I  will  ex- 
plain to  you  presently.  You  will  laugh  when 
you  hear  it,  and  you  will  be  all  the  more 
amused  because  the  laugh  will  be  on  your 
side.  And  if  you  want  to  see  your  stones 
again  you  will  have  to  come  with  me  this 
evening.  Slip  a  brace  of  revolvers  in  your 
pocket.  There  is  no  great  danger,  iMrs. 
Macey.  Tom  will  be  home  by  midnight,  and 
when  he  comes  back  5'ou  will  be  able  to  sit 
up  and  talk  it  over,  and  decide  what  you  are 
going  to  do  with  your  money.  I  can't  tell 
you  any  more  at  present.  I  don't  want  to 
spoil  the  joke." 

There  were  a  couple  of  horses  outside,  and 
in  silence  the  two  men  rode  together  up  the 
rocky  mountain  passes,  till  they  came  at 
length  to  a  little  camp  under  the  pines  below 
the  snow-line.  It  was  a  fresh  camp,  but 
already  it  boasted  its  saloon,  where  a  score 
or  more  of  men  sat  gambling  and  drinking. 
Beyond  the  thick  haze  of  acrid  tobacco- 
smoke  Long  Jim  and  his  companions  sat 
over  a  game  of  montd  They  ap{)eared  to 
be  none  the  better  for  their  adventure.  Their 
faces  were  pallid  and  lank  under  their  mask 
of  dirt.  Long  Jim's  shoulder  appeared  to 
have  been  strapped  up  with  some  rude 
attempt  at  bindaging;  the  other  two  sat  on 
a  chair  with  a  leg  resting  on  another  one. 
The    forbidding    assemblage   looked   up  as 


Patrick  Walsh  entered.  He  had  a  revolver 
in  his  hand.  The  big,  square  frame  of  Turn 
Macey  loomed  behind  him,  his  finger  crooked 
on  the  trigger  of  another  weapon. 

"  Now  don't  any  of  you  move,"  Walsh 
commanded,  crisply.  "  My  business  is  with 
those  three  skunks  in  the  corner  yonder. 
Hands  up,  there !  Now,  Mr.  Long  Jim,  get 
a  move  on  you.  Ah,  that's  better.  Now 
let's  see  you  smile." 

An  ominous  growl  went  up  from  the 
motley  assembly.  The  hand  of  more  than 
one  man  strayed  to  his  hip  pocket,  but  .some- 
how they  hesitated  as  their  glances  fell  upon 
that  white,  still  face  of  the  man  in  the 
doorway. 

"  I  have  warned  you,"  he  rasped  out. 
"  Perhaps  you  don't  know  me.  My  name  is 
Patrick  Walsh." 

"  By  Heaven,  it  is,  too  !  "  a  voice  growled 
behind  the  tobacco-smoke.  "Boys,  this  is 
no  affair  of  ours." 

The  effect  of  the  words  was  electrical.  A 
dead,  respectful  silence  fell  upon  the  gamblers 
as  I^ng  Jim  and  his  companions  moved 
forward  with  their  hands  above  their  heads. 
They  dragged  themselves  miserably  into  the 
outer  air,  no  man  following,  for  Walsh  had 
been  emphatic  on  that  point,  and  he  was, 
above  all  things,  a  man  of  his  word.  He 
stood  there  looking  grimly  on  while  Macey 
bound  the  prisoners  together  with  raw  hides, 
and  presently  they  were  fastened  to  the 
saddles  of  the  two  adventurers,  and  so  the 
melancholy  procession  moved  slowly  down 
the  mountain  side.  There  was  no  word  said, 
no  sound  but  the  regular  tread  of  hoofs  until 
the  party  arrived  at  length  at  something 
superior  in  the  way  of  a  ranch  in  one  of  the 
valleys  lying  there  below  One  Tree  Gulch. 
An  alert  man  in  spectacles  came  out  and 
bade  them  welcome.  He  seemed  to  be 
expecting  Walsh,  for  he  bade  the  whole  party 
to  come  inside.  Here,  laid  out  on  the  table, 
were  surgical  instruments,  sharp  -  looking 
knives,  and  other  terrors  to  the  uninitiated. 

"Friends  of  mine,"  Walsh  said,  curtly. 
"  I  am  very  anxious  about  their  welfare.  You 
see,  they  all  met  with  a  bit  of  an  accident  a 
few  days  ago.  The  estimable  Long  Jim  has 
got  a  bullet  in  his  shoulder,  and  Mr.  Ned 
Carson  and  Dick  Blake  are  suffering  from 
the  same  inconvenience  in  the  thick  part  of 
the  thigh.  It  is  a  pity  you  haven't  got  any- 
thing in  the  way  of  an  anaesthetic,  but,  Lord, 
what's  a  few  moments'  pain  to  brave  chaps 
like  these  ?  " 

"  What's  the  pastime?"  Long  Jim  asked, 

anxiously.  ^^^^[ 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIVi: 


TREASURES    THREE. 


93 


By  way  of  reply  he  was  jerked  uncere- 
moniously on  his  back  and  speedily  stripped 
to  the  skin.  He  howled  and  writhed  there 
impotently  whilst  the  man  in  the  spectacles 
probed  scientifically  in  the  wound.  A 
moment  later  at  the  end  of  a  pair  of  forceps 
he  held  up  a  round  object  triumphantly. 

"  Got  him/'  he  explained.  "  A  touch  of 
dressing  and  you'll  be  all  right  in  a  week,  my 
lad.     Now,  you  others,  come  along." 


under  you  would  have  lost  them,  and  so  I 
extracted  the  bullets  from  three  of  my 
revolver  cartridges  and  put  the  diamonds  in 
their  place.  And  for  the  last  week  or  nine 
days  these  three  beauties  have  been  walking 
about  with  a  diamond  apiece  under  their  skin 
and  they  none  the  wiser.  I  told  the  doctor 
hSre  all  about  it.  I  tracked  those  chaps  to 
their  shanty  up  in  the  mountains,  and  the 
rest  you  know." 


"'thekk  you  are,'  he  said,  quietly." 


Three  miserable  men  sat  round  the  fire 
presently  whilst  Walsh  held  in  his  hand  the 
three  pellets  which  the  doctor  had  so  suc- 
cessfully extracted.  He  wiped  them  with  a 
piece  of  lint  and  handed  them  over  to  Macey. 

"  There  you  are,"  he  said,  quietly.  "  There 
are  your  diamonds  back  again.  Now,  perhaps, 
you  see  my  little  scheme.  It  \yas  impos- 
sible for  your  wife  to  get  to  Dolvertown,  and, 
as  there  were  three  of  those  ruffians  to  one, 
I  wasn't  going  to  take  any  risks.  I  couldn't 
hide    the    stoics    because    if  I   had    gone 


A  stream  of  oaths  broke  from  Long  Jim's 
lips.  His  companions  to  the  best  of  their 
artistic  ability  backed  him  up.  Walsh  turned 
upon  them  with  a  queer,  dry  smile. 

"  That  will  do,"  he  said.  "  Now  you  can 
go.  And  the  first  man  I  meet  within  a 
hundred  miles  of  this  place  Til  shoot  on 
sight.  But  there's  no  reason  to  worry  al)out 
you  ;  you'll  never  stay  here  after  this.  Even 
the  boys  would  laugh  at  you.  Good  night, 
doctor.  Now  let's  get  back  and  tell  the 
story  to  your  wife."  j 
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Can  Criminals  be  Cured  by  Surgical  Operation  ? 

By   BERNARD    HOLLANDER,    M.D* 


I'TKNTION  has  again  be«n 
drawn  recently  to  the  ques- 
tion :  Can  criminals  be  cured 
by  surgical  operation  ?  This 
question  has  been  answered 
long  ago  by  novelists  in  the 
affirmative,  but  it  has  not,  so  far,  received 
serious  attention  from  sociologists,  l)eing 
apparently  beyond  the  possibility  of  realiza- 
tion. Now  and  then,  however,  cases  have 
been  published  by  brain-surgeons  in  which 
moral  defects  have  been  remedied  by  trepan- 
ation, which  removed  the  source  of  irrita- 
tion from  the  brain.  It,  therefore,  needs  no 
apology  for  examining 
the  possibility  of  such  a 
procedure,  which,  ifsuc- 
cessful,  would  rid  the 
State  of  some  of  its 
undesirable  population. 
It  would  be  absurd  to 
hope  that  either  surgical 
operation  or  our  prest  n- 
day  method  of  punish- 
ment will  eliminatecrime 
altogether^  for  there  are 
criminals  of  all  sorts. 
It  will  be  well,  there- 
fore, to  give  first  of  all 
a  few  particulars  of 
the  varieties  of  criminal 
organization. 

A  good  many  people 
still  hold  the  notion 
I  hat  all  persons  are 
equally  good  by  nature, 
and  might  be  equally 
good  actually  had  they 
but  the  will  to  be  so. 
They  fail  to  see  that 
men  are  born  with  all  degrees  of  moral  capa- 
cities and  incapacities,  and  some  of  them 
wholly  lacking  in  that  regard,  just  as  they  are 
born  with  all  dt-grees  of  intellectual  endow- 
ment, and  some  of  them  with  none  whatever. 
A  man  may  be  an  idiot  morally  as  well  as 
intellectually.  Let  the  admirers  of  the  excel- 
lence of  the  human  species  reflect  why,  in  all 
ages  and  all  countries,  robberies  and  murder 


kOUESI'IKKKK  (1758-1794),  KKhSCH   KKVulA!n(>MST,  CHIKK 
OK    <,«»\KKNMENT   OV     |KKK<>K. 

Absence  of  ethical  instincts;  he  knew  no  mercy.     The 
forehead  is  very  low  and  sloping. 


•  From  A  lecture  on  "  The  Psy(  holotjy  of  Crim-  and 
CriniinaU."  delivered  by  Dr  Hollander  l)eroic  the  Ethological 
Society,  December  41  h,  1907. 


have  been  committed ;  and  why  neither 
education,  legislation,  nor  religion,  the  prison, 
hard  labour,  or  the  wheel,  have  yet  been  able  to 
extirpate  these  crimes.  In  Queen  Elizabeth's 
time,  out  of  every  thousand  persons  born 
five  were  actually  hanged,  as  a  matter  of 
recorded  statistics,  yet  it  did  not  eliminate 
crime.  Punishment  cannot  prevent  the  wish 
to  commit  a  criminal  offence,  though  it  may 
prevent  in  some  the  actual  committal  of  it. 
With  many,  it  is  temptation  which  excites  to 
crime.  Supposing  we  allow  it  to  be  educa- 
tion, and  not  nature,  that  produces  vicious 
tendencies,  the  difficulty  still  remains  the  same, 
because  education  never 
would  develop  either 
good  or  evil  inclinations, 
were  not  their  germs 
previously  existent  in 
human  nature. 

How  readily  the  pas- 
sions can  get  the  con- 
trol of  the  reason,  not 
merely  of  individuals 
but  of  whole  communi- 
ties, we  see  whenever 
there  are  political  dis- 
turbances. The  follies 
and  perverted  feelings 
which  caused  and  con- 
trolled the  course  of 
the  French  Revolution 
in  1789  were  accom- 
panied by  a  rich  crop 
of  delusions,  and 
afforded  a  clear  picture 
of  the  extent  to  which 
the  emotions  can  control 
and  pervert  the  intel- 
lect of  man.  A  wave 
of  passion  swayed  the  French  populace,  domi- 
nated their  reason,  and  converted  sane  beings 
into  merciless  furies. 

We  have  to  differentiate  three  kinds  of 
criminals:  (i)  the  typical  professional  crimi- 
nal, (2)  the  accidental  criminal,  and  (3)  the 
criminal  by  mental  disease. 

What  is  a  typical  criminal  ?  An  fiabitue 
born  in  crime,  born  into  crime,  and  whose 
vocation  is  crime  by  a  physical  and  psychical 
proclivity,  a  man  in  whom  the  selfish  ten- 
dencies   predominate   over    the    moral   and 
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religious    sentiments  and 
altruistic  motives,  and  whose 
intellectual  powers,  instead 
of  inhibiting   such   tenden- 
cies, are  employed  to  further 
I  hem  and  to  supply  means 
for  their  gratification  ;  more- 
over, such  men  are  usually 
not  influenced  by  domestic 
affections,    and    much     too 
insensible    to    the     esteem 
of   others  to  be   prevented 
from      committing     crimes. 
Furthermore,    examinations 
and   observations    made    in 
r(»nvict     prisons    have    re- 
vealed   that  born  criminals 
are  less  susceptible  to  pain 
than  the  normal  man.     Not 
only   is    the   physical,  but   also 
sensibility     deficient     in     the 
criminal,  who  has  l)een  appren 
ticed    to     crime    from     early 
youth,      and     continues      in 
crime     year     by     year.       'I'o 
the     murdering     burglar    cal- 
lousness,      extreroe      callous- 
ness, is  a  far  more  necessary 
article   of  equipment    than    a 
jemmy  or  loaded  revolver.     If 
you  are  going  to   think  how 
unfair  it  is  to  the  victim  to  have 
his    brains    battered    out    for 
attempting  to  defend  his  pro- 
perty, you  had  better  renounce 
that  line  of  business. 

The  moral  insensibility  is 
shown  by  the  frec|uent  recom- 
mittals of  the  habitual  criminal 
and  the  apparent  absence  of 
all  remorse.  Only  those  men  and 
whose  active  animal  propensities 
governed,  as  a  rule,  by  sound 
moral  sense  will,  when  having 
committed  wrong  for  once, 
feel  the  torture  of  conscience 
in  the  loneliness  and  darkness 
of  the  night,  and  be  afflicted 
with  those  terrible  dreams 
which  are  alleged  to  shake 
nightly  the  guilty  soul.  The 
habitual  criminal  may  perhaps 
feel  and  dread  the  material 
consequences  of  crime,  but 
his  conscience  is  not  strong 
enough  to  torture  him  for  his 
guilt.  According  to  the  evi- 
dence of  night  -  watchers  of 
prisoners,  he  sleeps  as  soundly 
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A   cold-blooded   murderer.      He  dcsinncd  his 
own  gallow.s.     Tempural  lobes  bulginK. 


the    moral, 
professional 
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For  such  a  snmll  head  goo<i,  practical 
intellect,  but  in  the  service  of  his 
criminal  instincts  ;  the  lower  region  of 
frontal  lobe  well  developed,  showing 
i^iiick  perception.  The  head  is  rela- 
tively low,  howevv-r,  lacking  those 
parts  which  have  to  do  with  the  higher 
moral  and  religious  sentiments. 


women 
are 


A   TVflCAI.    BUKGLAK. 


Notice  width  of  head  and  low  position 

of  ears,  which  makes  the  head  appear 

high,  whereas  in  reality  it  is  deep. 


as  a  rural  cottager,  the 
simple  peasant,  or  the  most 
innocent  in  the  quiet  homes 
of  social  men.  Re|)entance 
is  rare.  The  criminals  who 
do  sincerely  re[x,*nt  are  those 
who  have  been  drawn  into 
crime  through  imprudence, 
an  imfortunate  fit  of  pas- 
sion, poverty  and  sore 
need,  or  from  other  very 
pressing  external  circum- 
stances. 

This  view  of   man's    de- 
pravity   may    naturally  dis- 
please   those    persons    who 
dream  only  of  the   dignity 
of     the     human      species. 
But    observe     closely     the 
usurer,  the  libertine,  the  villain,  and  you  will 
see  that  each  of  them  is  ha[)py  only  in  pro- 
portion    as    his    desires     get 
satisfied,  and  some  may  with 
glee  and  vanity  recount  to  you 
their  deeds,  without  forgetting 
the    most  insignificant  details 
and  the  particular  mode  they 
adopted  in  committing  them. 
Calculate  how  many  of  them 
have  been    recommitted,  and 
you    will  be  easily  convinced 
how  few  have  repented  of  their 
doings. 

As  regards  the  anatomical 
marks  of  the  typical  criminal, 
we  may  say  at  once  that  there 
is  no  "  bump  "  for  thieving  or 
murder,  but  there  is  a  general 
conformation  of  the  head 
which  characterizes  the  born 
criminal.  The  Continental  school  of  criminal 
anthropologists  have  found  that  his  skull  is 
widest  from  ear  to  ear,  i.e.,  is 
largest  in  its  bi  temporal  dia- 
meter, and  is  compressed  front 
to  back,  />.,  short  in  its  frontal 
and  posterior  segments.  In 
normal  persons  the  forehead 
is  almost  as  high  as  the  crown 
of  the  head,  but  in  typical 
criminals  the  forehead  is  fre- 
quently so  low  that  there  is  a 
difference  of  two  inches  between 
the  two.  Henedikt  calls  this 
"parietal  steepness."  I'urlher, 
the  skull  is  hollowed  out  deeply 
in  the  temf)oral  fossce,  making 
the  ears  sit  low,  very  much 
below  the  level  of  the  eyes. 
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CKANlo  CKRKBRAI.    1  OJ'OGR AI'H Y. 

Di  igraiiiin.'itic    rcpres«'ni:ition   of  the     cimvolutions    of   the    human 

brain   and   iheir   relation   to   the   skull.       Disease   or    injury   k)^  the 

iemp<>ral  convolutions  (situated  around  the  ear)  may  lead  to  criminal 

tendencies. 


As  the  skull,  so  the  brain.  The  brain  of 
typical  criminals  has  been  found  greatly  deve- 
loped in  the  temporal  lobes,  making  it  wide 
from  side  to  side,  and  frequently  deficient 
anteriorly  (frontal  lobes) 
and  posteriorly  (occipital 
lobes).  Moreover,  the 
convolutions  of  the  brain 
are  arrested  in  develop- 
ment (particularly  in  the 
superior  parietal  area), 
and  there  is  a  preponder- 
ance of  fissures  in  con- 
sequence. 

Anatomically  and 
psychologically,  there- 
fore, the  born  criminal 
presents  the  appearance 
of  arrested  development, 
and  resembles  in  many 
respects  the  lower 
animals.  It  must  not  be 
assumed,  however,  that, 
because  these  character- 
istic brain  types  are  pre- 
sent in  criminal  natures, 
a   being    so    constituted 


that  people  with  a  narrow  chest  have  a 
predisposition  to  tuberculosis,  or  children 
of  insane  parents  have  a  predisposition 
to  insanity.  It  must  always  depend  on 
opportunity,  social  factors,  and  on  a 
number  of  other  conditions,  as  to  whether 
a  nature  predisposed  to  crime  will  actu- 
ally become  a  criminal,  and  the  clearer 
we  are  as  regards  the  psychological  and 
anatomical  marks  by  which  the  disposi- 
tion may  stand  revealed,  the  more  surely 
shall  we  prevent  crime  by  education  and 
due  vigilance. 

The  second  class  —  the  accidental 
criminal — is  frequently  the  result  of  cir- 
cumstances in  which  he  has  been  brought 
up,  and  the  result  of  inefficient  education 
and  defective  character.  It  is  he  who 
may  be  reformed  by  the  prison  chaplain 
or  moralist,  and  may  be  deterred  from 
crime  by  the  prospect  of  long  and  severe 
imprisonment.  Economic  and  social 
causes  largely  account  for  the  production 
of  this  class  of  criminals.  The  rush  of 
life,  the  competitive  system,  exciting  plea- 
sure, morbid  literature,  the  wealth  of  the 
wealthy,  the  poverty  'of  the  poor,  the 
frightful  overcrowding  of  the  masses,  the 
continuous  labour  of  married  women,  working 
right  up  to  the  day  of  their  delivery,  and 
working  again  within  a  week  after  their  con- 
finement— all  these  things  help  to  call  into 


must  necessarily  commit 
crime.  The  question 
here  is  only  as  to  prciUs>- 
position^  just    as   we   say 


SKUI.I.    CUT    ACKOSS    MIDWAV.    KXPOSING    c^NK    HALF    OK    BRAIN. 
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shape  of  the  other.      The  X  shovs -,  n  biii  ^K^ure.  whi.  Ii  divides  il»e  front. il  lobe  (the  area  <.){ 

the  intellcciual  funciion-)  from  the  temporal  lo';'c  (the  area  of  the  animal  propcnsiticsX 
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life  not  only  a  race  of  beings  who  have 
neither  moral  nor  physical  strength,  but  also 
a  large  number  of  individuals  who  are  Subject 
to  strange  whims,  delusions,  and  uncontroll- 
able impulses. 

Mr.  'rhomas  Holmes,  the  secretary  of  the 
Howard    Association,    has    had,    as    former 
police  court  missionary,  unique  opportunities 
of  knowing  and  studying  the  criminal  classes, 
and  this  is  what  he  says  :  "  Many  years  ago 
I   began  work   in    the  fixed   belief  that   all 
crime  proceeded  from  wickedness  or  drink. 
I  have  had  to  learn  differently.    Old  cherished 
opinions  have  had  to  go.     This  is  the  great 
lesson  of  my  experience — that  a  great  deal 
of  crime  docs  not  proceed 
from  wickedness,  from  a 
desire  to  be  criminal,  or 
from  an  excessive  use  of 
alcohol,    but    very    often 
proceeds     from      causes 
over  which  the  so-called 
criminal  has  no  control, 
and  against  which  he  often 
struggles  in  vain." 

Men  have  always  re- 
garded violent  affections 
and  passions  as  extenuat- 
ing motives  when  their 
impetuosity,  excluding 
premeditation  and  some- 
times even  consciousness, 
has  led  on  to  criminal 
action.  But  it  often  hap- 
pens that,  although  the 
storm  is  raging  in  the 
mind,  external  circum- 
stances may  retard  the 
outburst,  when  the  mind 
and  body  may  be  more 
strongly  agitated  than  if 
it  were  allowed  to  take 
its  free  course.  An  atrocious  resolve  adopted 
during  such  state  should  be  regarded,  under 
many  circumstances,  as  the  consequence  of 
impaired  health  and  perverted  judgment. 
And  indeed,  if  it  be  suicide,  we  condone 
the  offence  as  committed  "  during  temporary 
insanity,"  but  if  it  be  murder  the  man  is 
hanged. 

As  regards  the  third  class,  the  criminal  by 
mental  disease,  a  very  common  cause  is 
epilepsy.  Those  suffering  from  that  terrible 
affliction  are  particularly  liable  to  criminal 
action.  Persons  suffering  from  it  should  not 
be  held  accountable  for  their  actions  ;  or  a 
diminished  responsibility,  at  least,  should  be 
admitted.  All  is  well  if  the  epileptic  have 
genuine  convulsions,  which  any  layman  can 
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THOMAS   CHATTERTON    (1752-I770),    rOET. 

Sensitive,  cnioiional  nature,  .ns  ««hown  by  ihe  large 

development  of  the  posterior  part  of  the  head,  and 

the  whole  brain  being  too  large   to   l>e  kept  under 

control ;  hence  the  early  ending  by  suicide. 


recognise.     Sometimes,  however,  there  are  no 
convulsions,    but  the    fit    is   replaced    by   a 
paroxysm  of  mania,  in   which  the  epileptic 
may  perform  actions  as  automatically  as  his 
convulsive  movements  are  {)erformed  at  other 
times.     In  other  words,  the  ncr\e-storm  may 
discharge  itself  in  a  physical  manner  or  by 
psychical  action  alone,  or  sometimes  in  both 
ways,  one  following  close  upon  the  other.    In 
many  there  is  a  dreamy  state,  as,  for  example, 
in  the  case  described  by  the  superintendent 
of    Broadmoor,   of    the    mother   who,   while 
cutting  bread  for  her  family,  having  her  baby 
in  her  arms,  became  momentarily  unconscious. 
On  return  to  consciousness  she  proceeded  in 
an  automatic  way  to  use 
the   knife,  not  upon  the 
loaf,  but  upon  the  child, 
whose    arm    she    ampu- 
tated. 

Every  nerve- specialist 
could  quote  from  his  per- 
sonal experience  cases 
of  epileptics  with  most 
dangerous  impulses,  who 
require  personal  attend- 
ants to  watch  over  them 
and  restrain  them,  if 
necessary.  Thus  the 
writer  knows  of  one 
gentleman  who  dare  not 
go  out  alone  into  the 
streets,  as  he  jumps  at 
people's  throats  and 
attempts  to  strangle  them, 
though  he  expresses  his 
apology  immediately  after- 
wards. But  what  about 
those  who  cannot  afford 
the  luxury  of  personal 
attendants?  Their  his- 
tory shows  a  constant 
oscillation  between  workhouse,  jail,  and 
short  periods  of  liberty.  Neither  the  epileptic 
nor  the  children  of  epileptics,  though  they 
may  be  clever  as  well  as  criminal,  are  normal 
beings.  To  judge  them  by  the  ordinary 
standard  is  absurd ;  to  punish  them  as 
ordinary  criminals  is  monstrously  cruel. 

As  regards  that  form  of  mania  which  leads 
men  to  the  constant  repetition  of  one  kind  of 
offence,  it  is  frequently  the  result  of  what  is 
called  by  medical  psychologists  '*  obsession." 
An  idea  forces  itself  upon  the  mind  at  in- 
tervals against  one's  will,  probably  from  irri- 
tation of  certain  nerve  centres.  The  idea 
may  be  so  innocent  as  not  to  attract  any 
notice,  a.s,  for  instance,  when  a  particular 
word  or  tune  constantly  recurs  to  ope's  mind, 
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or  it  may  be  so  extreme  as  to  be  criminal. 
The  crime,  too,  may  be  trivial  but  often 
repeated,  and  may  confine  itself  to  the  theft 
of  certain  articles  only,  as,  for  instance,  in 
tlie  case  of  a  man  who  was  recently  convicted 
for  the  thirtieth  time,  1  think,  for  stealing 
ladders  only.  He  never  took  anything  else. 
Jn  another  case  the  theft 
was  confined  to  false  teeth, 
in  another  to  boots.  Mr. 
Holmes,  who  pleaded  with 
these  criminals,  confirms  our 
theory  that  an  uncontroll- 
able impulse  comes  upon 
them,  which  they  cannot 
resist,  and  though  aware  of 
the  consequences  they  yield 
to  these  impulses  with  a 
feeling  of  gratification  and 
joy.  After  the  act  they  may 
be  affected  with  the  deepest 
remorse  and  fortified  with 
the  best  resolutions,  and  for 
a  time  they  will  behave  in 
a  most  exemplary  manner, 
until  they  relapse  again. 

There  are  other  mental 
diseases  which  are  accompanied  by  criminal 
tendencies.  Altogether  statistics  show  mania 
to  be  a  great  cause  of  crime.  One  in  every  one 
hundred  and  twenty-six  prisoners  is  certified 
insane,  and  twelve  and  a  half  per  cent,  are 
shown  to  come  of  insane  or  epileptic  parents. 

\Ve    have    still    to    consider 
weak-mindedness  as  a  cause  of      .        - 
crime.     Its    prevalence  can  be 
judged  by  actual  figures.    Thus, 
in   Manchester    Board   schools, 
of  forty  thousand  children,  five 
hundred  have  been  found  feeble- 
minded and  require  special  in- 
struction ;  and  when  we  reflect 
that   they  remain  under  super- 
vision only  till  the  age  of  sixteen 
we   cannot   wonder   that  many 
of  thjm,  though   they  have  no 
crinrnal  impulses,  may  yet  take 
to  crime,  not   having  sufficient 
mental  power  to  earn  their  liveli- 
hood in  an  honest  manner.  The 
reports    of   the    Commissioners 
of   Prisons   also   bear   out    our 
statement     that    a     deplorable 
number     of     criminals     are      intellectually 
imbecile  or  weak-mindel.     Of  course,  there 
are  criminals  with  great  intellectual  powers, 
but  these  are  the  clever  rogues,   who  know 
how  to  escape  the  law;  in  prison  are  only 
the  failures, 


A    HOY   CRIMINAL,    WEAK-MINDED. 

Forch<j.-\d  defective,  resl  of  head  iiorm.il ; 

hence   intellect   does   not   control   animal 

impulse  Si. 


WILLIAM    TALMEK,  MUKDEKtK. 

Showing  a  fine  intell  ct  in  'the 
service  of  crime.  Notice  the 
dfplh  of  the  ear,  giving  nv^re 
area  to  the  tempor;tl  IoIk:,  which 
bulges  greatly  al>t>ve  and  behind 
the  ear. 


What  is  not  receiving  suffi  ient  recognition 
is  that  there  may  be  moral  weak  niindcdness, 
as  well  as  weak-mindedness  that  affects  the 
intellect.  I^t  me  quote  a  typical  case^that 
of  a  boy,  an  only  son  of  a  weak  and 
indulgent  mother  who  lavishly  supplied  him 
with  money  and  gratified  every  passion  and 
caprice  of  his.  Opposition 
or  resistance  roused  him  to 
fury,  but  when  unmoved  by 
passion  he  had  a  perfectly 
sound  judgment  and  was 
competent  to  manage  his 
own  affairs.  Eventually 
this  precocious  boy  threw  a 
woman  into  a  well,  which 
deed  drew  the  attention  of 
the  legal  authorities  to  his 
mental  state,  and  he  was 
confined  in  an  asylum.  Here 
was  a  total  absence  of  any 
mental,  />.,  intellectual,  dis- 
order, as  opposed  to  moral 
disorder,  and  this  is  a  type 
which  is  now  admitted  by 
all  competent  observers. 
Here  we  must  mention  also 
the  typical  regicides — that  is,  those  fanatics 
who,  without  belonging  to  any  sect  or  con- 
spiracy, have  assassinated  or  tried  to  assassi- 
nate a  monarch  or  one  of  the  great  men  of 
the  day.  They  are  persons  of  ill  balanced  or 
degenerate  brain,  who  become  over- excited 
on  matters  of  politics  or  religion, 
intelligent  for  the  most  part, 
but  of  weak  will  and  moibid 
instability,  who  lead  the  most 
aimless  and  unsettled  existence 
till  the  day  when  their  tempera- 
ment makes  them  espouse  with 
ardour  the  political  or  religious 
quarrel  that  the  occasion  hap- 
pens to  bring  into  notice.  U'hen 
their  imagination  becomes  over- 
heated and  they  end  by  trans- 
forming party  questions  into 
truly  frenzied  ideas.  The 
crime  of  the  regicide  is  not 
a  sudden  or  blind  but  a  f)re- 
meditated  act.  He  takes  pride 
in  his  supposed  mission  and 
carries  it  out  in  a  theatrical 
manner. 
Lastly,  there  are  those  cases  of  crime 
which  can  be  traced  to  an  injury  of  the  brain. 
Thus  a  most  interesting  case  of  kleptomania 
caused  by  injury  to  the  head  is  that  recorded 
by  Professor  Lombroso.  The  man  in  question 
fell,  when  a  boy,  eight  years  of  age,  from  a 
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height  on   to   a  stove,  and   injured  his  left 
temple.      He  lost  his   left  eye   through  the 
accident,  and  the  temple  bulged  ever  after- 
wards.      Hj   grew    up    a    rich    citizen    and 
was  renowned  for  his  sordid 
avarice.  When  sixty-four  years 
old  he  was  accused  of  theft. 
He  had  kept  a  set  of  burglary 
instruments,     by    means     of 
which    he   robbed    not   only 
his  own   servants,   whom  he 
frequently  changed,   but   the 
guests    whom    he  invited   to 
his    house    and    entertained 
there.     It  was  found  that  the 
injury  to    his    head   when   a 
youth    had    caused    changes 
in  the  brain,  which  produced 
these     morbid     inclinations. 
But    suppose  a   similar  acci- 
dent had  happened  to  a  poor 
man,  would  a  similar  plea  of 
irresponsibility  be  accepted  in 
his   case  ?      It   is    not    only 
injury  of  a  severe  character 
that  may  produce  mental  derangement,  but 
injuries  apparently  very  trivial   may  produce 
minute   internal   haemorrhage  destructive  to 
the   ,brain  -  substance.       There    are    several 
cases  on  record  in  which  a 
box   or^  the   ear  has    pro- 
duced  such  damage  inter- 
nally   that    violent    mania 
followed  ;  and  it  is  easy  to 
seCj  if  we  admit  the  locali- 
zation of  particular  mental 
powers,  that,  for  instance, 
a  slight  blow  on  the  temple, 
even    though    it    leave   no 
external   mark,   may  cause 
uncontrollable    acquisitive- 
ness and  lead  to  thieving. 

Enough  evidence  has 
been  quoted  to  show  that 
crime  calls  for  intelligent 
and  scientific  treatment, 
which  lies  with  the  future 
learning  of  the  medical 
profession.  It  is  to  the 
physician  that  the  public 
will  look  for  the  differential 
diagnosis  between  the  curable  and  incurable 
criminal,  and  it  is  he  who  will  be  largely 
instrumental  in  the  treatment  of  moral  disease. 

The  surgeon's  knife  has  frequently  changed 
a  lunatic  to  a  sane  person*  ;  there  is  no  reason 

•  For  verification*  sake  and  on  account  of  English  medical 
iquette,    Or.  Hollander  has   quoted  onljr  cases,  not  his  own, 


ZUCCHKbl,    REGICIDF. 

The  murderer  of  ihc  Kmpres-*  of 
Ausiri.i. 


WEAK-MINDKU    AUUIT,    VA(;AIK>NU    AM 
INCENDIARY. 

Notice  defective  frontal  region. 


which  are  fully  described  in  his  work  on 
9f  the  prain."— The  E»it«>k. 


ily  cases,  not  his  ov 
'The  Mental  Functic 


why  it  should  not  change  the  criminal  insane 
to  a  moral  [person. 

Take  the  following  case  of  a  woman,  thirty- 
one  years  of  age,  who  had  been  sent  to  an 
asylum    for    imbecility     with 
uncontrollable      impulses, 
manifesting     themselves     by 
acts  of  violence  inflicted  on 
persons  about  her.      In   her 
personal  antecedents  the  only 
thing  noted  was  a  fall,  which 
occurred  at   the   age  of  six, 
having  left  a  scar  with  a  de- 
pression in  the  bone  on  the 
left    side    of    the    cranium. 
This  young  girl,  who  before 
her    accident    had    had    the 
same    nature    as    any    other 
child   of  the  same   age,   be- 
came from  that  time  on  queer, 
insubordinate,    and    irritable. 
She   could   no^  be    kept    in 
any  school,  and    passed   her 
time     in     idleness     and     in 
cjuarrelling  with    her  mother 
and  neighbours.     In  the  asylum  she  was  the 
terror  of  her  companions.     An  epileptiform 
crisis  led  the  physician  to  diagnose  epilepsy, 
caused  in  all  probability  by  the  accident  that 
had    occurred    twenty- five 
years  before.       In  view  of 
these  circumstances  it  was 
decided  to  treat  her  surgi- 
cally.     Her    skull    was 
trephined,  and  the  portion 
of  bone    pressing   on    the 
brain  removed.     Recovery 
from    the     operation     was 
rapid.     A  month  after  the 
trephining  a  marked  change 
was  noticed  in  her  actions, 
bearing,    and    conduct. 
Modesty     and      deference 
gradually    took    the    place 
of  the  cynical  nature  that 
had  characterized  her   de- 
[)ortment     before.       There 
were    no     more     acts     of 
violence   and   no   more 
coarse   remarks.      Her  in- 
solent   behaviour   and  dis- 
graceful language  of  former  times  were  suc- 
ceeded by  true  emotions  of  thankfulness  for 
the  care  she  had  received.     She  was  anxious 
to  work,  and  showed  a  willingness  that  made 
a  marked  contrast  with  her  former  disincli- 
nation.     Her    conduct    improved    point    by 
point ;  gradually  she  was  allowed  out  on  leave, 
and  after  a  year  she  was  finally  released 
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v  The  following  is  a  case  of  epilepsy  with 
homicidal  tendency  which  was  cured  by 
surgical  operation. 

C.  E.,  aged  thirty-seven,  was  struck  on  the 
head  when  thirteen  years  old  by  a  small 
wagon-wheel ;  he  had  epilepsy  when  twenty 
years  old  and  married  at  twenty-two  years  of 
age.  In  a  fit  of  frenzy  he  one  day  killed  his 
two-year-old  child  by  catching  hold  of  its  feet 
and  beating  its  brains  out.  He  was  admitted 
to  the  asylum,  whore  he  continued  violent 
and  homicidal.  He  was  trephined,  and  a 
piece  of  bone  removed  at  the  junction  of  the 
temporal  and  parietal  sutures.  The  con- 
vulsive fits  became  gradually  farther  apart, 
and  finally  ceased  altogether.  He  reported 
himself  perfectly  well  six  months  after  his 
discharge. 

Compare  the  following  three  medico-legal 
cases  with  their  different  results. 

1.  J.  L.,  healthy  up  to  his  twenty-first  year, 
a  quiet,  peaceful  man ;  family  history  good  ; 
was  attacked  one  day  and  struck  on  the  left 
side  of  the  head  above  the  ear,  causing 
haemorrhage  from  the  ear.  He  was  uncon- 
scious for  nine  days,  and  subsequently  deaf 
in  the  left  ear.  Since  that  time  he  became 
avaricious,  greedy  for  money,  irascible  to  an 
ever-increasing  degree,  so  that  he  could  bear 
no  contradiction,  and  at  once  took  to  personal 
violence.  Four  years  after  the  accident  he 
married,  but  he  only  ill-treated  his  wife  and 
children  for  no  cause,  or  very  trifling,  and  beat 
them  until  they  bled  and  were  half  dead. 
Punishment  had  no  effect  on  him.  One  day 
a  neighbour  teased  him  and  challenged  him 

to  shoot  if  he   dared.     L did   so   and 

killed  him.  He  immediately  gave  himself 
up,  with  the  pistol  still  in.  his  hand.  His 
state  of  mind  was  then  inquired  into, 
with  the  result  that  lie  was  sent  to  an 
asylum, 

2.  A  miner,  when  thirty-one  years  of  age, 
sustained  a  fracture  of  the  base  of  the  cranium, 
was  eight  days  unconscious,  and  ill  for  three 
months.  He  became  somewhat  deaf  and 
there  continued  a  buz/ing  in  the  right  ear. 
Ten  years  after  the  accident  he  became 
mentally  changed.  He  suffered  from  delu- 
sions of  persecution,  believed  people  robbed 
him  of  everything,  that  they  intended  to 
poison  him,  that  they  spoke  badly  of  him, 
and  he  threatened  to  kill  his  wife  and  children 
and  to  commit  suicide  afterwards.  The  dis- 
charge from  the  ear  got  worse,  and  with  it  the 


delusions.  When  the  ear  disease  was  treated 
and  got  well  his  menial  derangement  dis- 
appeared completely. 

How  very  different  the  ending  of  the  next 
case,  though  the  same  cause  was  at  work  and 
there  was  the  same  intention. 

3.  On  the  26th  of  February,  1904,  an 
inquest  took  place  on  the  body  of  Mr.  C.  T., 
a  well-educated  and  highly  res{x?cted  citizen, 
who  had  committed  suicide,  and  upon  the 
bodies  of  his  wife  and  two  daughters,  aged 
ten  and  thirteen,  whom  he  had  murdered 
previously  by  cutting  their  throats.  There 
was  evidence  of  a  severe  struggle.  The 
inquest  revealed  that  the  deceased  was  per- 
fectly rational  on  the  day  before  the  tragedy, 
that  he  was  most  devoted  to  his  family,  and 
had  no  trouble  whatever;  but  he  had  suffered 
from  ear  disease,  and  had  had  an  abscess 
under  the  bone,  for  which  he  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  doctors. 

To  sum  up,  it  has  been  shown  that 
criminal  tendencies  depend  on  heredity  and 
social  and  physiological  circumstances.  The 
most  important  of  these  is  heredity.  Just  as 
no  amount  of  ambition  will  enable  a  man  to 
write  a  Shakespearean  drama  if  he  have  not 
the  talent,  so  it  is  preposterous  to  expect  in  a 
child  of  vicious  parents,  brought  up  amongst 
vicious  surroundings,  that  moral  tone  which 
would  characterize  the  finest  type  of  human 
kind.  The  facts,  of  course,  point  to  pre- 
disposition only  ;  the  actual  nature  will 
depend  on  education,  experience,  surround- 
ings, and  a  variety  of  other  factors. 

Moreover,  we  have  seen  that  physiological 
circumstances  may  totally  change  the  cha- 
racter, as,  for  instance,  mental  disease,  and 
even  a  slight  injury  to  the  brain.  It  is  this 
latter  class  of  criminals —vicious  by  accident 
— that  has  so  far  come  under  surgical  treat- 
ment ;  but  we  can  predict  with  considerable 
confidence  that  as  our  knowledge  of  the 
localization  of  mental  disease  increases, 
so  more  and  more  persons  with  criminal 
tendencies  will  be  treated  by  surgical  opera- 
tion. And  if  we  are  able  to  remove  the 
diseased  spot  or  source  of  irritation  from  a 
particular  part  of  the  brain  in  this  class  of 
criminals,  there  is  no  reason  why  we  should 
not  attempt  the  same  operation  on  those 
congenitally  deformed —  that  is,  on  the  typical 
professional  criminal,  whom  so  far  all  methods 
of  reform  and  all  varieties  and  measures  of 
punishment  have  failed  to  cure. 
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A  CURIOUS   RELIGIOUS   FESTIVAL. 

THE  accompanying  photograph  was  taken  at 
Poona,  India,  on  the  last  day  of  the  *'  Mohar- 
ram,''  a  Mohammedan  feast  held  in  memory  of  the 
sons  of  the  Prophet.  These  martyrs  are  held  in  great 
veneration,  and  their  anniversary  festival  is  kept  as 


a  period  of  mourning.  Huge  representations  of  their 
tombs,  often  thirty  feet  high  and  very  elaborate  in 
design,  are  borne  through  the  streets,  the  crowd 
Ideating  drums  and  chanting  the  saints'  names  mean- 
while. On  the  ninth  day  they  are  carried  with  much 
ceremony  to  the  nearest  river  and  there  thrown  in. 
The  one  in  our  photograph  was  hurled  from  the 
Sungum  Bridge  at  Poona,  and  upwards  of  forty 
others  were  destroyed  on  the  same  day. — "the  wide 

WORLD    MAGAZINE." 

TAKING   IT  LITERALLY. 

AN  old  vicar  had  a  groom  who  had  been  detected 
stealing  his  master's  oats.  The  vicar  had  not 
decided  what  course  to  take,  and  meantime  the  groom 
had  gone  to  the  curate  to  ask  him  to  plead  for  him, 
and  the  sympathetic  young  fellow  hastened  to  the 
rectory  to  appeal  to  the  vicar.  The  old  vicar  heard 
his  curate  out,  but  looked  obdurate,  so,  as  a  last 
resource,  the  curate  quoted  Scripture  as  a  plea  for 
leniency,  and  said  we  were  taught,  when  a  man  tocjk 
our  coat,  to  let  him  take  the  cloak  as  well.  **  Thai's 
true,"  said  the  vicar,  dryly;  "and  as  the  fellow  has 
taken  my  oats  I  am  going  to  give  him  the  sack." — 

*'  TIT-BITS." 

ROYAL  Engine-driver. 

A  MOST  original  hobby  is  that  of  the  Duke  of 
Zaragosa,  who  may  be  seen  twice  a  week 
driving  the  express  train  from  Madrid  to  the  French 
frontier.  No  doubt  the  directors  of  the  North 
Spanish  Railway  were  somewhat  astonished  when  they 
received  his  application  for  a  post  as  driver  on  their 
line,  but  when  they  were  persuaded  that  he  was  in 
earnest  they  put  him  through  the  usual  examination, 
which  he  passed  with  honours.  No  distinction  what- 
ever is  made  l)etwe  n  him  and  his  comrades,  for  he 
dresses  and  lives  in  exactly  the  same  way  as  the 
poorest  driver  on  the  line, — "  woman's  life," 


INSURANCE  SWINDLERS. 

FOR  sheer  impudence  it  would  be  hard  to  lieat  a 
fairly  recent  attempt  to  swindle  some  under- 
writers. A  certain  person  insured  a  yacht,  which  we 
will  call  Albatross^  for  a  large  sum,  and  a  few  months 
later  two  men,  apparently  in  the  last  stages  of 
exhaustion,  were  picked  up  in  a  battered  rowing-boat 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Thames.  'I  hey  told,  with  much 
detail,  the  story  of  the  wreck  of  the  Albatross^  which, 
they  alleged,  had  sunk  twenty  miles  out,  and  from 
which  they  had  escaped  with  much  difficulty.  A  claim 
was  made  for  the  insurance  money,  but  before  it  was 
paid  investigation  proved  that  the  Albatross  1  ad  never 
had  any  existence  except  on  paper,  and  that  her  boat 
was  one  which  had  been  hired  from  a  p<irt  near  the 
mouth  of  the  Thames.— "the  grand  magazine." 

EVILS  OF  OVER-EDUCATION. 

IT  is  all  very  well  to  cultivate  learning  (which 
is  not  knowledge,  by  any  means),  but  healthy 
bodies  ought  to  be  maintained  at  a  health-standard  as 
a  primary  duty,  and  evening  lessons  of  the  preparatory 
kind,  by  artificial  light  too  (and  in  cities.  God  help 
us  !),  when  the  young  wood  of  the  young  bow  ought 
to  be  relaxed,  are  all  wrong — and  utterly  wrong, 
l)elieve  me.  I  am  not  afraid  of  a  race  of  fools  ;  I  am 
afraid  of  a  race  of  rickety  human  encyclopaxliettes, 
who  are  a  nuisance  to  everyone  and  a  health  draw- 
back. I  have  children  brought  to  me  who  go  to  bed 
supersaturated  with  what  are  called  evening  lessons, 
and  who  chatter  in  their  sleep,  and  wake  from  bad 
scholastic  dreams  to  begin  again  the  weary  Sisyphiean 
task  of  Stale  education.  A  nice  set  of  neurotics  we 
are  breeding  and  rearing,  to  be  sure  I—g.  h.  r.  dabbs, 

M.D.,    IN    "fry's   magazine." 

WHITE   peafowl. 

THE  photograph  reproduced  herewith,  which  was 
sent  to  "CoiiNTKY  Life"  by  Mr.  W.  Harris, 
of  Tangier,  shows  a  portion  of  his  flock  of  beautiful 
white  p.afowl,  w  ich,  he  says,  "do  exceedingly  well, 
and  increase  and  multiply,  in  my  garden  here."  This 
group  by  no  means  represents  the  whole  flock — 
all  the  offspring  of  a  peacock  and  peahen  presented 


to  him  by  II. M.  the  Sultan  in  1903.  The  photo- 
graph, which  shows  so  well  the  full  beauty  of  these 
delightful  birds,  was  taken  by  Mr,  Payne-Thomson, 
of  New  York, 
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atoen's  lord. 

r  had  been  a  great  house  once, 
with  farms  and  fields,  money 
and  jewels — with  tenants  and 
squires  and  men  -  at  -  arms. 
There  had  been  Ardens  in 
Saxon  times,  and  there  were 
Ardens  still — but  few  and  impoverished.  And 
of  the  male  Ardens  there  were  now  two  only 
— an  old  man  and  a  child. 

The  old  man  was  Lord  Arden,  the  head 
of  the  house,  and  he  lived  lonely  in  a  little 
house  built  of  the  fallen  stones  that  Time 
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A    STOKV    H)K    CHIl-DRKN, 

By  E.  NESBIT. 

and  tTfMiiut.irs  round  si] (?l  bad  cast  from 
the  taslle  wiills.  The  child  was  Mdred 
Arden,  Liiid  iio  livL-d  in  li  hrjiij^u  in  n  clean, 
window  wept  tfiun  un  a  clilT. 

It  was  a  hriglit-ractd  house  with  bow- 
windows  and  a  iireen  bakuny  that  looked 
out  over  the  sparklin^^  sua.  It  wius  a  pretty 
house,  and  it  would  have  been  a  pleasant 
houijie  buE  for  one  thitig  -  the  lodgers. 
I'or  I  lannut  conceal  from  y<ni  any  longer 
that  Kdred  Ardtn  livt'd  with  hi,s  aunt,  and 
that  his  aunt  let  lodgings. 

Misi^  Ardun  naikl  nut  iiel[)  it.  It  hap- 
pened like  tHs. 

l^dred  and  his  sister  I'^lfrida  were  at 
school.  Miss  Anlt'n  bved  neiir  The  school, 
so  that  she  could  see  the  children  often.  She 
was  getting  her  clothes  ready  for  her  wedding, 
and  the  gentleman  who  was  going  to  marry 
her  was  coming  home  from  South  America, 
where  he  had  made  a  fortune.  The  children's 
father  was  coming  home  from  South  America, 
too,  with  the  fortune  diat  he  had  made,  for  he 
and  Miss  Arden's  sweetheart  were  partners. 

And  then  the  news  canie  that  father  and 
Uncle  Jim  had  been  captured  by  brigands, 
and  all  the  money  was  lost,  too,  and  there 
was  nothing  left  but  the  house  on  tlie  cliff. 
So  Miss  Arden  took  the  children  from  the 
expensive  school  in  London,  and  they  all 
went  to  live  in  the  cliff  house,  and  as  ther^ 

K.  Ncsbii-liluu(i, 
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was  no  money  to  live  on,  and  no  other  way 
of  making  money  to  live  on  except  letting 
lodgings,  Miss  Arden  let  them,  like  the  brave 
lady  she  was,  and  did  it  well.  And  then 
came  the  news  that  father  and  Uncle  Jim 
were  dead,  and  for  a  time  the  light  of  life 
went  out  in  Cliff  House. 

This  was  two  years  ago ;  but  the  children 
had  never  got  used  to  the  lodgers.  'I'hey 
hated  them.  \Vhen  there  were  lodgers  the 
children  and  their  aunt  had  to  live  in  the 
very  top  and  the  very  bottom  of  the  house — 
in  the  attics  and  the  basement,  in  fact 

When  there  were  no  lodgers  they  used  all 
the  rooms  in  turn,  to  keep  them  aired.  But 
the  children  liked  the  big  parlour  room  best, 
because  there  all  the  furniture  had  belonged 
to  dead-and-gone  Ardens,  and  all  the  pictures 
on  the  walls  were  of  Ardens  dead  and  gone. 

Edred  and  Elfr'.da  went  to  school  every  day, 
but  the  only  part  of  lessons  they  liked  was  the 
home-work,  when,  if  Aunt  Ediih  had  time  to 
help  them,  geography  became  like  adventures, 
history  like  story-books,  and  even  arithmetic 
suddenly  seemed  to  mean  something. 

The  front-door  bell  was  rung  by  the  post- 
man; he  brought  three  letters.  The  first 
and  second  were  of  no  consequence,  but  the 
third  was  THE  letter,  which  is  really  the 
seed,  and  beginning,  and  backbone,  and 
rhyme,  and  reason  of  this  story. 

The  third  letter  had  a  very  odd  effect  on 
Aunt  Edith.  She  read  it  once,  and  rubbed 
her  hand  across  her  eyes.  'I'hen  she  got  up 
and  stood  under  the  chandelier,  and  read  it 
again.  Then  she  read  it  a  third  time,  and 
then  she  said,  "Oh!" 

"What  is  it,  auntie?"  Elfrida  asked, 
anxiously  ;  "  is  it  the  taxes  ?  "  It  had  leen 
the  taxes  once,  and  Elfrida  had  never  forgotten. 

"  No ;  it's  not  the  taxes,  darling,"  said 
Aunt  Edith  :  "on  the  contrary." 

"Oh,  auntie,  I  am  so  glad,"  they  both 
said,  and  said  it  several  times  before  they 
asked  again,  "  What  is  it  ?  " 

"I  think — rm  not  quite  sure  — but  I  think 
it's  a  ship  come  home — oh,  just  a  quite  tiny 
little  bit  of  a  ship — a  toy  boat — hardly  more 
than  that.  But  1  must  go  up  to  Ix>ndon  to- 
morrow the  first  thing,  and  see  if  it  really  is 
a  ship,  and,  if  so,  what  sort  of  ship  it  is. 
Mrs.  Blake  shall  come  in,  and  you'll  be  good 
as  gold,  children,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes — oh,  yes,"  said  the  two. 

"  I  must  go  by  the  eight-thirty  train. 
I  wish  I  could  think  of  some  way  of — of 
amusing  you,"  she  ended,  for  she  was  too 
kind  to  say  "  of  keeping  you  out  of  mischief 
for  the  day,"   which    was   what   she   really 


thought.  "I'll  bring  you  something  jolly 
for  your  birthday,  Edred.  Wouldn't  you 
like  to  spend  the  day  with  nice  Mrs. 
Hammond?" 

"  Oh,  noy'  said  Edred,  and  added,  on  the 
inspiration  of  the  moment  :  "  Why  mayn't 
we  have  a  picnic— just  Elf  and  me— on  the 
downs,  to  keep  my  birthday?  It  doesn't 
matter  it  being  the  day  before,  does  it  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  you  shall,"  said  the  aunt. 
"  Only  wear  your  old  clothes,  and  always  keep 
in  sight  of  the  road.  Yes  ;  you  can  have  a 
whole  holiday.     And  now  to  bed." 

Next  morning  Aunt  Edith  wAnt  off  by  the 
eight-thirty  train.  The  children's  school 
satchels  were  filled,  not  with  books,  but  with 
buns;  instead  of  exercise- books  there  were 
sandwiches ;  and  in  the  place  of  inky  i^encil- 
boxes  were  two  magnificent  boxes  of  pepper- 
mint creams  which  had  cost  a  whole  shilling 
each,  and  had  been  recklessly  bought  by 
Aunt  Edith  in  the  agitation  of  the  parting 
hour  when  they  saw  her  off  at  the  station. 

They  went  slowly  up  the  red-brick -paved 
sidewalk  that  always  looks  as  though  it  had 
just  been  washed,  and  when  they  got  to  the 
top  of  the  hill  they  stopped  and  looked  at 
each  other. 

"  It  can't  be  wrong,"  said  Edred. 

"  She  never  told  us  not  to,"  said  Elfrida. 

"  I've  noticed,"  said  Edred,  "  that  when 
grown-up  people  say  *  they'll  see  about '  any- 
thing you  want  it  never  happens." 

"  I've  noticed  that,  too,"  said  Elfrida. 
"  Auntie  always  said  she'd  see  about  taking 
us  there." 

"  Yes,  she  did." 

"We  won't  be  mean  and  sneaky  about  it," 
Edred  insisted,  though  no  one  had  suggested 
that  he  wotdd  be  mean  and  sneaky.  "  We'll 
tell  auntie  directly  she  gets  back." 

"  Of  course."  said  Elfrida,  rather  relieved, 
for  she  had  not  felt  at  all  sure  that  Edred 
meant  to  do  this. 

"After  all,"  said  Edred,  "it's  mtr  castle. 
We  oui^ht  to  go  and  see  the  cradle  of  our 
race.  That's  what  it  calls  it  in  *  Cliffgate  and 
its  Env/bns.'  I  say,  let's  call  it  a  pilgrimage. 
The  satchels  will  do  for  packs,  and  we  can 
get  halfpenny  walking-sticks  with  that  penny 
of  yours.  We  can  put  peas  in  our  shoes,  if 
you  like,"  he  added,  generously. 

But  Elfrida  refused,  and  they  walked  on. 

The  town  was  getting  thinner,  like  the 
tract  of  stocking  that  surrounds  a  hole ;  the 
houses  were  farther  apart  and  had  large 
gardens.  In  one  of  them  a  maid  was  singing 
to  herself  as  she  shook  out  the  mats,  a  thing 
which  maids  don't  do  much  in  towns  ;^ 
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"  Goorl  luck  E "  says  I  to  my  sweetheart, 

**  Fnr  I  will  Inve  you  true  ; 
And  alt  ibe  uhile  we  ve  gol  to  pan, 

My  luck  ^shall  go  wiih  you." 

"That's   lucky  for    us/'   said  Eifrida, 
amiably. 

"We're  not 
her  silly  sweet 
heart,"  said 
Edred. 

"  No  ;  but  we 
heard  her  sing  it, 
and     he     wasn't 


"  Vou  can't,"  said  Edred  ; 
**  il*s  too  late.  Were  miles 
and  miles  from  the  stick 
shop." 

"Very  well,  I  shan't  go 
on,"  said  blfrida,  "  Vou  got 
out  of  lied  the  wrong  side 
this  moming.  I've  tried  to 
soft  answer  you  as  hard  as 
ever  I  could  all  the  morning, 
and  Tm  not  going  to  try  any 
more,  so  there/' 

"DonX  then,"  said  Edred, 
bitterly.     **<io  along  home 
if  you    like.      Vou 're 
only  a  girl." 

'M'd  ralher  be  only 
a  girl  than  what  you 
are."  said  she. 

''  Ant!   what's  that, 
I  should  like  tf>  know." 
Hlfridii  Jstoppedand 
shut  her  eye^  tight. 


^ 


^''^^^Ii:'4' 


THEY   WKNT   SLOWLY   UP  THE   RED-BRICK-PAVED   SIDEWALK. 


here,  so  he  couldn't.  There's  a  sign-post. 
1  wonder  how  far  we've  gone  ?  I'm  getting 
awfully  tired." 

"  You'd  better  have  been  pilgrims,"  said 
Edred.  "  They  never  get  tired,  however 
many  peas  they  have  in  their  shoes," 

"  I  will  now,"  said  Elfrid^r 


"  Don't,  don't,  don't,  don't,"  she  said.  "  I 
won't  be  cross,  I  won't  be  cross,  I  won't  be 
cross.     Pax.     Drop  it.     Don't  let's " 

''  Don't  let's  what  ?  " 

"Quarrel  about  nothing,"  said  Elfrida, 
opening  her  eyes  and  walking  on  very  fast. 
"  We're  always  doing  it.     Auntie  says  it's  a 
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habit.  If  boys  are  so  much  splendider  than 
girls,  they  ought  to  be  able  to  stop  when  they 
like." 

*'  Suppose  they  don't  like  ?  "  said  he,  kicking 
his  boots  in  the  thick  white  dust. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  "  I'll  say  Fm  sorry  first. 
Will  Ma/ do?" 

"I  was  just  going  to  say  it  first  myself," 
said  Edred,  in  aggrieved  tones.  "  Come  on," 
he  added,  more  generously,  "  here's  the  sign- 
post.    Let's  see  what  it  says." 

It  said,  quite  plainly  and  without  any 
nonsense  about  it,  that  they  had  come  a  mile 
and  three-quarters,  adding,  most  unkindly, 
that  it  was  eight  miles  to  Arden  Ca.stle.  But, 
it  said,  it  was  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  Nunhill 
Station. 

"  Let's  go  by  train,"  said  Edred,  grandly. 

"No  money,"  said  Elfrida,  very  forlornly 
indeed. 

"  Aha  !  "  said  Edred  ;  "  now  you'll  see.  rm 
not  mean  about  money.  I  brought  my  new 
shilling." 

**Oh,  Edred,"  said  the  girl,  stricken  with 
remorse,  "you  are  noble." 

"  Pooh  ! "  said  the  boy,  and  his  ears  grew 
red  with  mingled  triumph  and  modesty ; 
"  that's  nothing.     Come  on." 

So  it  was  from  the  train  that  the  pilgrims 
got  their  first  sight  of  Arden  Castle.  It 
stands  up  boldly  on  the  cliff  where  it  was  set 
to  keep  off  foreign  foes  and  guard  the  country 
round  about  it.  But  of  all  its  old  splendour 
there  is  now  nothing  but  the  great  walls  that 
the  grasses  and  wild  flowers  grow  on,  and 
round  towers  whose  floors  and  ceilings  have 
fallen  away,  and  roofless  chambers  where  owls 
build,  and  brambles  and  green  ferns  grow 
strong  and  thick. 

The  children  walked  to  the  castle  along  the 
cliff  path  where  the  skylarks  were  singing  like 
mad  up  in  the  pale  sky,  and  the  bean-fields, 
where  the  bees  were  busy,  gave  out  the 
sweetest  scent  in  the  world. 

"  Let's  have  dinner  here,"  said  Elfrida,  when 
they  reached  the  top  of  a  little  mound  from 
which  they  could  look  down  on  the  castle. 
So  they  had  it.  And  all  the  time  they  were 
munching  they  looked  down  on  the  castle, 
and  loved  it  more  and  more. 

"  Don't  you  wish  it  was  real,  and  we  lived 
in  it  ?  "  Elfrida  asked,  when  they  had  eaten 
as  much  as  they  wanted. 

"  It  is  real,  what  there  is  of  it." 

"  Yes  ;  but  I  mean  if  it  was  a  house  with 
chimneys,  and  fireplaces,  and  doors  with 
bolts,  and  glass  in  the  windows." 

"  I  wonder  if  we  could  get  in?"  said  Edred. 

"We  might  climb  over,"  said  Elfrida,  look- 
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ing   hopefully  at   the  enormous  walls,  sixty 
feet  high,  in  which  no  gate  or  gap  showed. 

"  There's  an  old  man  going  across  that 
field — no,  not  that  one ;  the  very  green  field. 
Let's  ask  him." 

So  they  left  their  satchels  lying  on  the 
short  turf,  and  caught  up  with  the  old  man 
just  as  he  had  clicked  his  garden  gate  behind 
him  and  had  turned  to  go  up  the  bricked 
path  between  beds  of  woodruff,  and  anemones, 
and  narcissus,  and  tulips  of  all  colours. 

The  old  man  turned  and  saw  at  his  gate 
two  small  figures  dressed  in  what  is  known 
as  sailor  costume.  They  saw  a  very  wrinkled 
old  face  with  snowy  hair  and  mutton-chop 
whiskers  of  a  silvery  whiteness.  There  were 
very  bright  twinkling  blue  eyes  in  the  sun- 
browned  old  face,  and  on  the  clean-shaven 
mouth  a  kind,  if  light,  smile. 

"  Well  ? "  said  he  ;  "  and  what  do  you 
want  ?  " 

"  We  want  to  know "  said  Elfrida. 

"About  the  castle,"  said  Edred.  "  Can  we 
get  in  and  look  at  it  ?  " 

"  I've  got  the  keys,"  said  the  old  man,  and 
put  his  hand  in  at  his  door  and  reached  them 
from  a  naiK 

"  I  s'pose  no  one  lives  there  ? "  said 
Elfrida, 

"Not  now,"  said  the  old  man,  coming  back 
along  the  garden  path.  "Lord  Arden,  he 
died  a  fortnight  ago  come  Tuesday,  and  the 
place  is  shut  up  till  the  new  lord's  found." 

"  i  wish  /  was  the  new  lord,"  said  Edred, 
as  they  followed  the  old  man  along  the  lane. 

"  An'  how  old  might  you  be  ? "  the  old 
man  asked. 

"I'm  ten  nearly.  It's  my  birthday  to- 
morrow," said  Edred.     "  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

"  Getting  on  for  eighty.  I've  seen  a  deal 
in  my  time.  If  you  was  the  young  lord 
you'd  have  a  chance  none  of  the  rest  of  them 
ever  had — you  being  the  age  you  are." 

"  What  sort  of  chance?  " 

"Why,"  said  the  old  man,  "don't  you 
know  the  saying  ?  I  thought  everyone 
knowed  it  hereabouts." 

"What  saying?" 

"  I  ain't  got  the  wind  for  saying  and  walk- 
ing too,"  said  the  old  man,  and  stopped ; 
"leastways,  not  potery."  He  drew  a  deep 
breath  and  said  : — 

When  Arden's  lord  still  lacketh  ten 

And  may  not  see  his  nine  again, 

Let  Arden  stand  as  Arden  may 

On  Arden  Knoll  at  death  of  day. 

If  he  have  skill  to  say  the  spell 

He  shall  find  the  treasure,  and  all  be  well  ! 

"I  say!  "  said  both  the  children.  "  And 
Where's  Arden  Knoll  ?  "  Edred  asked. 
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"  Up  yonder."  He  pointed  to  the  mound 
where  they  had  had  lunch. 

Elfrida  inquired,  "  What  treasure  ?  " 

But  that  question  was  not  answered — then. 

"  If  I'm  to  talk  I  must  set  me  down,"  said 
the  old  man.  "  Shall  us  set  down  here,  or 
set  down  inside  of  the  castle  ?  " 

Two  curiosities  struggled,  and  the  stronger 
won.     "  In  the  castle,"  said  the  children. 

So  it  was  in  the  castle,  on  a  pillar  fallen 
from  one  of  the  chapel  arches,  that  the  old 
man  sat  down  and  related  the  story. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  the  old  man,  "  you  see, 
the  Ardens  was  always  great  gentry.      I've 


heard  say  there's  always  been  Ardens  here 
since  before  William  the  Conkrer,  whoever 
he  was." 

"  Ten-sixty-six,"  said  Edred  to  himself. 

"  An'  they  had  their  ups  and  downs  like 
other  folks,  great  and  small.  And  once, 
when  there  was  a  war  or  trouble  of  some 
sort  abroad,  there  was  a  lot  of  money,  and 
jewlery,  and  plate  hidden  away.  That's 
what  it  means  by  treasure.  And  the  man 
who  hid  it  got  killed— ah,  them  was  unsafe 
times  to  be  alive  in,  I  tell  you — and  nobody 
never  knew  where  the  treasure  was  hid." 

"Did  they  ever  find  it?" 

"  Ain't  I  telling  you  ?  An'  a  wise  woman 
that  lived  in  them  old  ancient  times^  they 
went  to  her  tu  ask  her  what  to  do  to  find  the 
treasure,  and  she  had  a  fit  directly,  what  you'd 
call  a  historical  fit  nowadays*    She  nc\  er  said 


m  id'/ 
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nothing  worth  hearing  without  she  was  in  a 
fit,  and  she  made  up  the  saying  all  in  potery 
whilst  she  was  in  her  fit,  and  that  was  all  they 
could  get  out  of  her.  And  she  never  would 
say  what  the  spell  was.  Only  when  she  was 
a-dying,  Lady  Arden,  that  was  then,  was  very 
took  up  with  nursing  of  her,  and  before  she 
breathed  her  lastest  she  told  Lady  Arden  the 
spell."     He  stopped  for  lack  of  breath. 

"  And  what  is  the  spell  ?  "  said  the  children, 
much  more  breathless  than  he. 

"Nobody  knows.  BUt  Fve  'eard  say  it's 
in  a  book  in  the  libery  in  the  house  yonder. 
But  it  ain't  no  good,  because  there's  never 
been  a  Lord  Arden  come  to  his  title  without 
he's  left  his  ten  years  far  behind  him." 

Edred  had  a  queerer  feeling  in  his  head 
than  you  can  imagine  ;  his  hands  got  hot  and 
dry,  and  then  cold  and  damp. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  said,  "  you've  got  to  be 
Lord  Arden  ?  It  wouldn't  do  if  you  were  just 
plain  John  or  James  or  Edred  Arden  ? 
Because  my  name's  Arden,  and  I  would  like 
to  have  a  try." 

The  old  man  stooped,  caught  Edred  by 
the  arm,  pulled  him  up,  and  stood  him 
between  his  knees. 

"  Let's  have  a  look  at  you,  sonny,"  he  said, 
and  had  a  look.  "Aye,"  he  said,  "you're 
an  Arden,  for  sure.  To  think  of  me  not 
seeing  that.  I  might  have  seen  your  long 
nose  and  your  chin  that  sticks  out  like  a 
spur.  I  ought  to  have  known  it  anywhere. 
But  my  eyes  ain't  what  they  was.     If  you 

ivas  lx)rd  Arden What's  your  father's 

name — his  chrissened  name,  I  mean  ?  " 

"  Edred,  the  same  as  mine.  But  father's 
dead,"  said  Edred,  gravely. 

"And  your  grandf'er's  name?  It  wasn't 
George,  was  it — George  William  ?  " 

"Yes,  it  was,"  said  Edred.  "How  did 
you  know?" 

The  old  man  let  go  Edred's  arms  and 
stood  up.  Then  he  touched  his  forehead 
and  said  : — 

"  I've  worked  on  the  land  'ere  man  and 
boy,  and  I'm  proud  I've  lived  to  see  another 
Lord  Arden  take  the  place  of  him  as  is  gone. 
Laukalive,  boy,  don't  garp  like  that,"  he 
added,  sharply.  "  You're  Lord  Arden  right 
enough." 

"  1— I  can't  be,"  gasped  Edred. 

"  Auntie  said  Lord  Arden  was  a  relation  of 
ours — a  sort  of  great-uncle — cousin." 

"  That's  it,  missy,"  the  old  man  nodded. 
"Lord  Arden — Chrissen  name  James — 'e 
was  first  cousin  to  Mr.  George  as  was  your 
grandf'er.  His  son  was  Mr.  Edred,  as  is 
your  father.      The  late  lord  not  'avin'  any 


sons — nor  daughters  neither  for  the  matter 
of  that — the  title  comes  to  your  branch  of 
the  family.  I've  heard  Singsworthy,  the 
lawyer's  apprentice,  tell  it  over  fifty  times  this 
last  three  weeks.  You're  Lord  Arden,  I 
tell  you." 

"If  I  am,"  said  Edred,  "I  shall  say  the 
spell  and  find  the  treasure." 

"You'll  have  to  be  quick  about  it,"  said 
Elfrida.  "You'll  be  over  ten  the  day  after 
to-morrow." 

"So  I  shall,"  said  Edred. 

"  When  you're  Lord  Arden,"  said  the  old 
man,  very  seriously — "  I  mean,  when  you 
grow  up  to  enjoy  the  title — as,  please  God, 
you  may  —  you  remember  the  poor  and 
needy,  young  master — that's  what  you  do." 

"  If  I  find  the  treasure  I  will,"  said  Edred. 

"  You  do  it  whether  or  no,"  said  the  old 
man.  "  I  must  be  getting  along  home. 
You'd  like  to  play  about  a  bit,  eh?  Well, 
bring  me  the  keys  when  you've  done.  I  can 
trust  you  not  to  hurt  your  own  place,  that's 
been  in  the  family  all  these  hundreds  of 
years." 

"  I  should  think  you  could  ! "  said  Edred, 
proudly.     "  Good-bye,  and  thank  you." 

"Good-bye,  my  lord,"  said  the  old  man, 
and  went 

"  I  say,"  said  Edred,  with  the  big  bunch 
of  keys  in  his  hand — "  if  I  am  Lord  Arden  ! " 

"You  are!  you  are!"  said  Elfrida.  "I 
am  perfectly  certain  you  are.  And  I  suppose 
I'm  Lady  Arden.  How  perfectly  ripping! 
What's  up  ?  " 

Edred  was  frowning  and  pulling  the  velvet 
Covering  of  moss  off  the  big  stone  on  which 
he  had  absently  sat  down. 

"Do  you  think  it's  burglarish,"  he  said, 
slowly,  "to  go  into  your  own  house  without 
leave?" 

"  Not  if  it  is  your  own  house.  Of  course 
not,"  said  Elfrida. 

"But  suppose  it  isn't?  They  might  put 
you  in  prison  for  it." 

"  You  could  tell  the  policeman  you  thought 
it  was  yours.     I  say,  Edred,  let's " 

"  It's  not  vulgar  curiosity,  like  auntie  says ; 
it's  the  spell  I  want,"  said  the  boy. 

"  As  if  I  didn't  know  that,"  said  the  girl, 
contemptuously.     "  But  where's  the  house  ?  " 

She  might  well  ask,  for  there  was  no  house 
to  be  seen — only  the  great  grey  walls  of  the 
castle,  with  their  fine  fringe  of  flowers  and 
grass  showing  feathery  against  the  pale  blue 
of  the  June  sky.  Here  and  there,  though, 
there  were  grey  wooden  doors  set  in  the  grey 
of  the  stone. 

"It  must  be  one  of  those,"  Edred  said. 
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"  We'll  try  all  the  keys  and  all  the  doors  till 
we  find  it." 

So  they  tried  all  the  keys  and  all  the  doors. 
It  was  the  last  door  they  tried  that  led  into  a 
long  garden,  and  at  the  end  of  this  garden 
was  a  narrow  house  with  a  red  roof,  wedged 
tightly  in  between  two  high  grey  walls  that 
belonged  to  the  castle. 

All  the  blinds  were  down,  and  it  was  very 
slowly,  and  with  a  feeling  of  being  on  tiptoe 
and  holding  their  breaths,  that  they  went  up 
to  those  blinded  windows  that  looked  like 
sightless  eyes. 

The  front  door  was  locked,  and  none  of 
the  keys  would  fit  it. 

Elft-ida  almost  screamed,  half  with  horror 
and  half  with  admiration  of  his  daring,  when 


It  was.  They  went  all  over  the  house,  and 
it  certainly  was.  Some  of  the  upper  rooms 
were  very  bare,  but  all  the  furniture  was  <A 
the  same  kind  as  Aunt  Edith's,  and  there 
were  the  same  kind  of  pictures.  Only  the 
library  was  different.  It  was  a  very  large 
room,  and  there  were  no  pictures  at  all. 
Nothing  but  books  and  books  and  books, 
bound  in  yellowy  leather.  Books  from  ceiling 
to  floor,  shelves  of  books  between  the  win- 
dows and  over  the  mantelpiece — hundreds 
and  thousands  of  books.  Even  Edred's  spirit 
sank.  "  It's  no  go.  It  will  take  us  years  to 
look  in  them  all,"  he  said. 

"  We  may  as  well  look  at  some  of  them," 

said   Elfrida,  always   less  daring,   but    more 

persevering,  than  her  brother.     She  sat  down 

on  the  worn  carpet  and  began  to  read 

thii  names  on  the  backs  of  the  btioks 

nearest  to  her.    Time  passed  by.    The 


Edred  climbed  up  to  a  little 
window*  by  means  of  an  elder 
tree  that  grew-  close  to  it»  tried 
to  open  the  window,  and  wh:;n  he 
found  \l  fast  deliberately  pushed 
his  elbow  through  the  glass. 

"Thus,"  he  said,  rather  unsteadily, 
"  the  heir  of  Arden  Castle  re-enters  his 
estates." 

He    got    the    window    open    and    dis- 
appeared through  it,  and  presently  a  blind 
went  up,  a  French  window  opened,  and 
there  was  Edred  beckoning  his  sister  with 
the  air  of  a  conspirator. 

It  needed  an  effort  to  obey  his  signal,  but 
she  did  it.  He  closed  the  French  window, 
drew  down  the  blind  again,  and 

"Oh,  don't  let's,"  said  Elfrida. 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Edred  ;  "  there's  nothing 
to  be  frightened  of.  It's  just  like  our  rooms 
at  home." 


THEY    VVEKE    TURNING    ITS    PAGES    WITH  (^UICK,  ANXIOLS    MA.NU>.  ' 

sunlight  that  came  through  the  blinds  had 
quite  changed  its  place  on  the  carpet,  and 
still  Elfrida  persevered.  Edred  grew  more 
and  more  restless. 

But  Elfrida  plodded  on,  though  her  head 
and  her  back  both  ached.  I  wish  I  could 
say  that  her  perseverance  was  rewarded.  But 
it  wasn't  ;  and  one  must  keep  to  facts.  As 
it    happened,   it    was    Edred   who,   aimlessly 
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running  his  finger  along  the  edge  of  the 
bookshelf  just  for  the  pleasure  of  looking  at 
the  soft,  mouse-coloured  dust  that  clung  to 
the  finger  at  the  end  of  each  shelf,  suddenly 
cried  out,  "  What  about  this  ? "  and  pulled 
out  a  great  white  book  that  had  on  its  cover 
a  shield  printed  in  gold  with  squares  and 
little  spots  on  it,  and  a  gold  pig  standing  on 
the  top  of  the  shield,  and  on  the  back,  "  The 
History  of  the  Arden  Family." 

In  an  instant  it  was  open  on  the  floor 
between  them,  and  they  were  turning  its 
pages  with  quick,  anxious  hands.  But,  alas ! 
it  was  as  empty  of  spells  as  dull  old  Burgess 
himself. 

It  was  only  when  Edred  shut  it  with  a 
bang  and  the  remark  that  he  had  had  jolly 
well  enough  of  it  that  a  paper  fluttered  out 
and  swept  away  like  a  pigeon,  settling  on  the 
fireless  hearth.  And  it  was  the  spell.  There 
was  no  doubt  of  that. 

Written  in  faint  ink  on  a  square  yellowed 
sheet  of  letter-paper  that  had  been  folded 
once,  and  opened  and  folded  again  so  often 
that  the  fold  was  worn  thin  and  hardly  held 
its  two  parts  together,  the  writing  was  fine 
and  pointed  and  ladylike.  At  the  top  was 
written  :  "The  Spell  Aunt  Anne  Told  Me.— 
December  24,  1793." 

And  then  came  the  spell : — 

Hear,  Oh  badge  of  Arden's  house, 
The  spell  my  little  age  allows  ; 
Arden  speaks  it  without  fear, 
Badge  of  Arden's  house,  draw  near. 
Make  me  brave  and  make  me  wise, 
And  show  me  where  the  treasure  lies. 

"  To  be  said,"  the  paper  went  on,  "  at  sun- 
setting  by  a  Lord  Arden  between  the  com- 
pletion of  his  ninth  and  tenth  years.  But  it 
is  all  folly  and  not  to  be  believed." 

"This  is  it,  right  enough,"  said  Edred. 
"Come  on,  let's  get  out  of  this."  They 
turned  to  go,  and  as  they  did  so  something 
moved  in  the  corner  of  the  library — some- 
thing little,  and  they  could  not  see  its 
shape. 

"  Oh,"  said  Elfrida,  then,  "  I  am  so  glad  it's 
not  at  midnight  you've  got  to  say  the  spell. 
You'd  be  too  frightened." 

"  I  shouldn't,"  said  Edred,  very  pale  and 
walking  quickly  away  from  the  castle.  "  I 
should  say  it  just  the  same  if  it  was  mid- 
night." And  he  very  nearly  believed  what 
he  said. 

Elfrida  it  was  who  had  picked  up  the 
paper  that  Edred  had  dropped  when  that 
thing  moved  in  the  corner.  She  still  held  it 
fast. 


"I  expect  it  was  only  a  rat  or  something," 
said  Edred,  his  heart  beating  nineteen  to  the 
dozen,  as  they  say  in  Kent  and  elsewhere. 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Elfrida,  whose  lips  were 
trembling  a  little ;  "  I'm  sure  it  was  only  a  rat 
or  something." 

When  they  got  to  the  top  of  Arden  Knoll 
there  was  no  sign  of  sunset.  There  was 
time,  therefore,  to  pull  oneself  together,  to 
listen  to  the  skylarks,  and  to  smell  the  bean- 
flowers,  and  to  wonder  how  one  could  have 
been  such  a  duifer  as  to  be  scared  by  a  "  rat 
or  something." 

The  children  had  not  spoken  for  several 
minutes.  Their  four  eyes  were  fixed  on  the 
sun,  and  as  the  edge  of  it  seemed  to  flatten 
itself  against  the  hill  shoulder  Elfrida 
whispered,  "  Now  ! "  and  gave  her  brother 
the  paper. 

They  had  read  the  spell  so  often,  as  they 
sat  there  in  the  waning  light,  that  both  knew 
it  by  heart,  so  there  was  no  need  for  Edred 
to  read  it  And  that  was  lucky,  for  in  that 
thick,  pink  light  the  faint  ink  hardly  showed 
at  all  on  the  yellowy  paper. 
Edred  stood  up. 

"  Now  !  "  said  Elfrida,  again.  "  Say  it 
now.  *  And  Edred  said,  quite  out  loud  and 
in  a  pleasant  sort  of  sing-song,  such  as  he 
was  accustomed  to  use  at  school  when  reciting 
the  stirring  ballads  of  the  late  Lord  Macaulay, 
or  the  movmg  tale  of  the  boy  on  the  burning 
deck  : — 

Hear,  Oh  badge  of  Arden's  house, 
The  spell  my  little  age  allows  ; 
Arden  speaks  it  without  fear. 
Badge  of  Arden's  house,  draw  near. 
Make  me  brave  and  make  me  wise, 
And  show  me  where  the  treasure  lies. 

"Where  the  treasure  lies,"  he  ended,  and 
the  great  silence  of  the  downs  seemed  to 
rush  in  like  a  wave  to  fill  the  space  which  his 
voice  had  filled. 

And  nothing  else  happened  at  all.  A  flush 
of  pink  from  the  sun  setting  spread  over  the 
downs,  the  grass  stems  showed  up  thin  and 
distinct,  the  skylarks  had  ceased  to  sing,  but 
the  scent  of  the  bean- flowers  and  the  sea- 
weed was  stronger  than  ever.  And  nothing 
happened  till  Edred  cried  out,  "What's 
that?"  For  close  to  his  foot  something 
moved,  not  quickly  or  suddenly  so  as  to 
startle,  but  very  gently,  very  quietly,  very 
unmistakably  —  something  that  glittered 
goldenly  in  the  pink  diffused  light  of  the 
sun- set  ting. 

"  Why,"  said  Elfrida,  stooping,  "  why, 
it's " 


(To  he  continued.) 


Digitized  by 


Google — 


Oolutions  of    Puzzles  and   ProUems  in  ike  Clinsimas  NumW. 
L-SOLUTIONS  OF  SUi  LOYD'S  PUZZLES. 


THE   QUAKRELSOME    NEIGHBOUR?    MADE  THEIR    PATHS   AS 
SHOWN    IN   THE   ACCOMPANYING   SKETCH. 


LITTLE   BO-PEEPS   PUZZLE   IS   SOLVED    BY   TilKEB   LINES 
THUS   DRAWN. 


l(  p  Y  "*'o  ''■"E  FAMouB  Donkey  Puzzle, 

■  ^  '-    ■       SHOWING  HOW  TO  PLACE  THE  THREE 
PIECES  80  AS  TO  MAKE  THE  DONKEYS  RACtNO. 


THE    HOARDING-HOUSB   PIE  CAN   THUS   BB   DIVIDED   IN    SIX 
CUTS   INTO   NO   FEWER   THAN   TWENTY-TWO    PARTS. 


RIP   VAN   WINKLES   DOG   IS   HERE   SHOWN— HE   IS   CURLED 
UP  ASLEEP. 


THE   PONY,  THUS   REARRANGED,   SHOWS  A  WHITE   HOKSE 
AT   FULL   C.AI.LOP. 


Mary's  age  Problem  shows  that  she  was 
once  three  times  as  old  as  Ann.  so  let  us  try 
12  to  4,  which  shows  a  difference  of  11 
years,  so.  if  their  combined  ages  amount  to 
44,  Ann  is  16yrs.  6m  s.  to  Mary's  27yrs. 
6mos.,  Mary  being  twice  as  old  as  Ann 
was  (13.9)  when  Mary  was  (24.9)  half  as 
old  as  Ann  will  be  when  she  is  (49.6)  three 
limes  as  old  as  Mary  was  when  Mary  was 
three  times  as  old  as  Ann  I 


THE   COLUMBUS    FCG    PUZZLE    IS   SOLVED    BY   DRAWING 
THE    LINES   AS   SHOWN    ABOVE. 


'*  HOW  OLD  WAS  MARY?" — THF.    AHOVE   SOLUTION   SHOWS 
THAT   ANN    IS   l6|   AND   MARY  27^^  YEARS  OLD. 
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SOLUTIONS    OF  PUZZLES   AND   PROBLEMS. 


Ill 


IL — SolntioDS  to  DonUe  Dummy  Bridge  Problems. 


OF  the  problems  published  in  the  Decem- 
ber number  hints  were  given  as  to  the 
solutions  of  the  Vienna  coup  and  F.  H. 
Lewis's  problem.  The  solutions  of  the 
problems  taken  from  Mr.  Bergholt's  book 
are  published  in  that  work,  but  are  repro- 
duced here  by  permission. 

Mr.  Bergholt's  problem  was  as  follows  :  — 

Hearts — Ace,  lo,  3. 
Clubs-^5,  4,  3. 

-Quo 


Diamonds — Queen,  7,  3. 
Spades— Queen,  9. 


Hearts— Knave,  8,  4,  2. 
Clubs— 8,  7,  6. 
Diamonds  —  Knave,  9, 
2. 
Spades — Knave. 


nearis — Jving.  9,  5. 
CIuIjs— King,  knave,  9. 
Diamonds — Ace,  5,  4. 
Spades— 8,  7. 


Hearts— Queen,  7,  6. 
Clubs — Ace,  queen,  10,  2. 
Diamonds — King,  10,  8,  6. 
Spades— None. 
Hearts  r re  trumps.     A  to  lead.     A  B  to  win  eight  out  of  the 
eleven  tri(.''3. 

The  task  that  A  B  have  to  do  is  to 
get  tru  .ips  out  and  to  have  Z  led  through 
twice  in  clubs.  A  must  try  to  put  the  lead 
into  B's  hand ;  the  next  best  thing  is  to  put 
the  lead  into  an  adversary's  hand.  It  is  not 
hard  to  see  that  he  must  start  with  trumps, 
both  because  trumps  are  wanted  out  and 
because  it  is  the  only  suit  that  can  be  opened 
without  giving  away  a  trick. 

The  winning  card  is  shown  in  italics. 

Tricks.      A  Y  B  Z 

I.  Qttten  hearts  3  hearts  3  hearts  5  hearts 

3.  6  hearts  4  hearts  Ace  hearts  9  hearts 

3.  8  diamonds  Knave  spades  Queen  spades  7  spades 

4.  to  clubs  6  clubs  3  clubs  9  clubs 

5.  7  hearts  8  hearts              10  hearts  King  hearts 
6l  10  diamonds  Knave  hearts  9  spades  8  spades 

7.  King  diamonds  3  diamonds       7  diamonds      Act  diatuonds 

8.  6  diamonds         9  diamonds       Qn  diamonds  4  diamonds 
9l  Queen  clubs       7  clubs  4  clubs  Knave  clubs 

xo.  Ace  clubs  8  clubs  5  clubs  King  clubs 

zi.  ^  clubs  Knv  diamonds  3  diamonds      5  diamonds 

Trick  i. — A  must  lead  the  queen,  not  a 
small  one,  since  he  wishes  to  get  away  from 
the  lead.  If  Z  had  won  the  queen  A  B's 
task  would  have  been  simple,  since  B  would 
hold  the  tenace  in  trumps  over  Y. 

Trick  3. — If  B  does  not  lead  the  queen  of 
spades  now,  the  adversaries  can  keep  the  lead 
out  of  B's  hand  by  leading  clubs  and  making 
A  open  diamonds,  and  B  will  never  make  his 
queen  of  spades.  It  is  of  great  importance 
that  A  should  play  the  eight  of  diamonds  to 
this  trick,  not  the  six,  with  a  view  to  letting 
B  get  the  lead  in  diamonds  later  on. 

Trick  6. — A  must  continue  to  play  his 
higher  diamonds. 

Trick  7. — B  must  play  his  seven  of  dia- 
monds in  order  to  compel  Z  either  to  play 
the  ace  or  leave  the  lead  with  B.  If  B  had 
played  his  six  of  diamonds  at  either  of  tricks 
3  and  6,  Z  could  have  passed,  leaving  it  to 


A  to  win  B's  seven  of  diamonds.  When  Z 
plays  the  ace  of  diamonds  A  must  throw  his 
king,  and  the  rest  is  easy. 

At  trick  2,  Z  might  have  played  the  king 
of  hearts,  with  the  result  that  Y  would  win 
trick  5.  There  is  no  essential  difference  in 
the  subsequent  play. 

If  at  trick  7  Y  leads  a  high  diamond  which 
A  is  allowed  to  win  with  the  king,  B  will  be 
left  with  a  fourchette  over  Y. 

"  Bedouin's  "  problem  was  : — 

Hearts— 0,  7. 
Clubs — King,  5),  5. 


Diamonds — Kmii:,  6. 
Spades — None. 


Hearts—  Knave. 
Clubs— Ace,  10. 
Diamonds — None. 
Spades — Queen,  7,  6,  5. 


Hearts — la 
Clubs— Queen,  8,  7. 
Diamonds — Knave,  8. 
Spades  - 10. 


Hearts— None. 

Clubs- Knave,  6,  4. 

Diamonds — None. 

Spades— Knave,  9.  8,  3. 
Hearts  are  trumps.     Z  to  lead.     Y  Z  to  win  lOur  out  of  1  he- 
seven  tricks. 
Tricks.      Z  A  Y  B 

1.  Knave  spades    Queen  spades  7  hearts  10  spades 

2.  3  spades  Knave  Hearts  o  hearts  10  hearts 

3.  4  clubs  Ace  clubs         King  clubs       7  clubs 

\.  8  spades  7  spades  6  diamonds      8  diamond >« 

5.  Knave  clubs       10  clubs  5  clubs  Queen  clubs 

6.  6  clubs  5  spades  Q  clubs   ^  8  clubs 

7.  9  spades  6  spades  Kg  diamonds  Knv  diamonds 

Trick  i. — Z  must,  of  course,  play  to 
establish  spades.  If  A  does  not  play  the 
queen,  Y  will  discard  a  small  club  ;  Z  will 
then  lead  a  club  and  the  rest  of  the  play  is 
easy. 

Trick  3. — Y  must  throw  the  king,  other- 
wise A  B  can  play  so  that  Z  will  never  get 
in  again. 

Trick  4. — Not  able  to  keep  Zout  of  the 
lead,  A  B  have  to  try  fresh  tactics. 

Trick  5. — If  Z  goes  on  with  his  winning 
spade  he  will  put  his  partner  into  difficulties 
with  his  discards. 

This  was  Dr.  Milliken^s  problem  :- 

Hcirts— Ace,  queen,  lo,  5,  3. 
Clubs — None. 
Diamonds— 8. 
Spades — 10,  6,  5,  2. 


Hearts— King,  knave,  8. 
Clubs— 5. 
Diamonds— Queen, 

knave,  9. 
Spades— 7,  4,  3. 


B 


Hearts-  9,  7,  6,  4> 
Clubs— 9,  8,  7. 
Diamonds — None. 
Spades— King,    knave. 


Hearts — None. 
Clubs— Ace,  ^ueen,  4. 
Diamonds — King,  10,  6,  5. 
Spades — Ace,  queen,  o. 
Spades  are  trumps     A  to  lead.     A   6  to  win  nine  out  of  the 
ten  tricks. 

The  scheme  of  play  is  to  put  the  lead 
ultimately  into  Z's  hand  to  make  him  lead 
hearts  up  to  B's  tenace.  He  cannot  compel 
Z  to  win  the  third  round  of  trumps,  since  Z 
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has  a  smaller  trump  than  A,  which  he  should 
keep  till  the  last.  Hence  the  only  way  is 
with  a  losing  club,  and  A  must  retain  his 
four  of  clubs.  But  two  leads  of  trumps 
through  Z  are  also  necessary.  It  follows  that 
B  must  trump  A's  two  winning  clubs.  The 
play  is  as  follows  : — 

Tricks.      A  Y  B  Z 

X.  Ace  clubs  5  clubs  2  spaJts  7  clubs 

Sueen  shades  3  spades  5  spades  Knave  spades 

ueen  clubs  9  diamonds  10  spades  8  clubs 


IIL — Solntions  to  Cless  Problems. 

No.  I.     By  B.  G.  Laws. 


WHITE. 

(i)  R  to  R  4ih 

(2)  Q  to  K  2nd 

(3)  Q  to  R  5th  (mate) 


(2)  Kt  to  B  7th  (ch) 

(3)  R  takes  P  (mate) 


BLACK. 

(i)  P  lakes  R,  or  (tf),  (^), 
(2)  P  takes  P       \{c\{d) 


{a). 


(i)  P  to  B  7th  or  Kt  6ih 
(2)  K  takes  Kt 


2)  Kt  takes  P 

3)  Kt  to  B  3rd  (mate) 


4.  g  spades  4  spades  6  spades  8  spades 

5.  Ace  spades  7  spade.?  3  hearts  King  spades 

6.  4  clubs  8  hearts  5  hearts  g  clubs 

7.  5  diamonds  King  hearts  Ace  hearts  4  hearts 

8.  6  diamonds  Knave  hearts  Queen  hearts  6  hearts 

9.  10  diamonds  Knv  diamonds /o  A^ar/.r  7  heurts 
xo.  Kg  diamonds  Qn  diamonds  8  diamonds  9  hearts 

Trick  3.— B  must  trump  with  the  ten  to      W  R  to  R  5th  (ch) 
unblock  A's  tenace.  (3)  Q  to  K  2nd  (mate) 


(b). 


(i)  P  to  R  4th 
(2)  Any  move 


(cY 


(i)  P  to  Kt  5th 
(2)  K  takes  P 


Trick  6. — Y  is  forced  to  unguard  either 
the  heart  or  diamond  suit. 

My  own  problem,  published  for  the  first 
time  in  The  Strand,  was  this : — 

Hearts— Knave,  9. 
Clubs— Ace,  8,  4,  3. 
Diamonds— 4,  3- 
Spades— King,  xo,  9,  6,  4. 


id). 


Hearts — 10,  6,  3- 
Clubs— 5.' 
Diamonds— Ace, 

knave,  9,  7. 
Spades— Queen,  8,  7, 

5i  2. 


Hearts— 5,  4. 
Clubs— King,  queen, 

knave,  9,  7. 
Diamonds— Queen, 

6,5. 
Spades — Ace,  knave,  3. 


Hearts— Ace,  king,  queen.  8,  7,  2. 
Clubs— 10,  6,  2. 
Diamonds— King,  10,  8,  2. 
Spades— None. 
Z  declares  hearts.     A  leads  the  five  of  clubs.     Y  Z  to  win  two 
by  cards. 

The  idea  underlying  the  solution  is  far- 
fetched, and  the  play  is  as  unlike  as  possible 
to  ordinary  bridge  play.  The  scheme  is  for 
Y  to  make  his  long  spades.  Y  has  three 
possible  cards  of  entry,  which  are  sufficient 
for  getting  rid  of  the  higher  cards  against 
him,  but  not  for  regaining  the  lead. 
For  Y  to  make  his  spades  A  must  be 
compelled  to  lead  the  suit.  To  this  end  the 
dealer  must  take  measures  that  B  may  never 
have  the  lead.  B's  dangerous  card  is  the 
queen  of  diamonds.  To  make  •  the  queen 
harmless  B  must  be  put  in  the  position  of 
third  player  when  diamonds  are  led.  For 
this  purpose  the  dealer  must  sacrifice  a  trick 
in  trumps.  Once  started  on  the  right  idea, 
solvers  will  find  the  play  simple,  as  there  are 
practically  no  variations. 

Tricks.        A  V  B  Z 

1.  5  clubs  Ace  cluhs  7  clubs  2  clubs 

2.  2  Hpades  4  spades  3  spades  Queen  hearts 
?  heart. 


3.  6  hearts 


g  hearts 


4  heaits 


7  hearts 


4.  5  spades  6  spades  KnaLve  spsidfs  A' ing  hearts 

5.  10  hearts  /Cnare  hearts  $  hearts  8  hearts 

6.  7  spades  9  Hoades  Ace  spades       Ace  hearts 

7.  3  hearts  3  clubs  9  clubs  2  hearts 

8.  g  diatnonds      3  diamonds  5  diamonds      8  diamonds 

9.  AVn'^/Viwr»«N/j 4  diamonds  6  diamonds       10  diamonds. 
la  Ace  diamonds  4  clubs  On  diamonds  King  diamonds 
II.  7  diamonds      8  clubs  Knave  clubs    2  diamonds 

13.  8  spades  to  spades  Oueen  clubs    6  clubs 

13.  Queen  spades  King  spades  Kring  clubs       to  clubs 


(l)  B  toB  3rd 
(2)  Q  takes  B,  mating  next  move 


No.  2.     By  S.   LOVD. 


WHITE. 

(i)  P  takes  B,  becoming  a 


BLACK. 

takes  Kt 


_         (I)  K 

(2)  Kt  to  Kt  6th  [Kt     (2)  Any  move 

(3)  P  to  Q  R  8th  becoming  Queen  (mate) 


No.  3.     By  Frank  Healev. 

WHITE.  BLACK. 

i)  KtoQ  7th  (i)  K  to  K5th 

2)  R  to  Q  5th  (2)  K  takes  R 

(3)  Q  ^<^  Q  4^1i  (mate) 


No,  4.     By  G.  ITeathcote. 

WHITK.  BIJVCK. 

1)  B  to  R  5th  (i)  Any  move 

2)  Mates  accordingly 

No.  5.     By  Dr.  C.  Planck. 

WHITK.  black. 

(i)  Q  to  Kt  4ih  (i)  Any  move 
(2)  Mates  accordingly 


IV. — ^Author's  Solution  to  Problem  of  kow  to 
place  Ei^lt  Queens  on  a  Cbessboard  so 
tliat  none  attacks  any  otler. 


y^M     \z.j.     '//.J 

^, 

k^ 
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"WHERE    IS   IT?"    PICTURES. 


HE  following  picture  -  puzzles, 
designed  by  various  ingenious 
artists,  are  of  the  kind  which 
never  fail  to  supply  amusement 
to  children  of  all  ages  between 
eight  and  eighty.  There  is  a  peculiar 
fascination  in  the  task  of  attempting  to  bring 
to  light  the  figure  so  skilfully  concealed 
among  the  lines  of  the  picture,  which  some- 
times eludes  the  eye  so  long,  only  at  last  to 
spring  to  sight  so  suddenly  and  conspicuously 
that  the  wonder  is  how  it  could  possibly 
have  escaped  notice  for  a  moment.  In  the 
following  illustrations  the  hidden  subjects  are 
all  large  and  striking,  so  that  if  the  solver 
has  any  doubts  as  to  whether  he  has  found 


one  he  may  be  certain  that  he  has  failed.  The 
puzzles  are  of  various  de^^rees  of  difficulty, 
some  being  comparatively  easy,  while  others 
will  be  found  by  most  solvers  to  require 
considerable  study.  But  even  in  this  there 
is  an  amusing  difference  between  one  solver 
and  another  ;  one  who  is  not  particularly  apt 
at  ** spotting"  the  concealed  figures  some- 
times perceiving  the  most  difficult  (such,  for 
example,  as  that  of  "The  Watchman"  on 
the  third  page)  almost  at  the  first  glance, 
while  we  have  known  a  really  clever  solver 
gaze  for  ten  minutes  at  the  tiger's  head  at 
the  end  of  the  article  without  being  able  to 
"find  his  keeper,"  who  seems,  when  found, 
almost  as  conspicuous  as  the  animal  itself 


A  meeting  of  AnaTcluils,     Where  h  the  detective  ? 


Where  is  ihc  dog  } 


^m^mji 


Where  is  her  swcctheari  ? 
Vol.  xxxv.-ia 


This  genlleman  calls  his  footman.       Where  is  he  ? 
Digitized  by  VjUOVIV:: 
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*  Where  is  the  thief  who  has  been  taking  my  cigars  }  * 


*  Author  I  Author  I  "     He  bows,  but  where  ? 


^i-^-WJM^'i'^A 


Where  is  the  platform  speaker  } 


Where  is  the  man  who  is  snoring  } 


Where  is  the  preacher  ? 


Where  is  the  missing  fireman  ?  j 
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••  Slop  thief  I  "     Where  is  he  ? 


"  There's  a  man  lying  on  his  back  there.  Bill.' 
"  Where  ?     I  can't  see  him." 


Where  is  the  night  watchman  ? 


Her  lover  calls.     Where  from  ? 


Find  the  girl  and  her  grandmother. 


Find  his  keeper. 
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[IVe  shall  be  glad  to  receive  Contributions  to  this  section  ^  and  to  pay  for  such  as  are  accepted.'^ 
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A  COW  WITH  A  HOHBV. 

THE  cow  shown  in  my  photograph  lias  a  habit 
of  getting  the  tub  on  and  oft  her  head  as  she 
desires.  She  stands  all  day  with  it  on  her  head,  and 
if  someone  removes  it  she  immediately  gets  it  back 
again.  Before  taking  the  picture  I  put  the  tub  away 
from  her  upside  down,  but  she  had  it  on  her  head  in 
a  minute.  —  Mr.  W.  F.  Orahood,  1,123,  l^a^c  Shore 
Avenue,    Los  Angeles,  California. 


M 


A  GLASS  TIN-KNIFE. 

V  photograph   depicts  the  lesult  of  a  curious 
accident  which   happened  a  short   time  ago. 
A  dray-horse  ran  away  and  endeavoured  to  enter  a  pro- 
vision shop  vid  the  window,  and       ^ 

af"lcr  clearing  up  the  curious-look-     . 

ing object  shown  here  wasfound.  It  ? 

consists  of  a  piece  of  plate-glass  .    ' 

exictlyafoot  long  which  has  licen     '      :    -         ^    ^  "   *"" 

driven  right  through  a  large  tin  «)f  ?    ^     ' 

sardines.      A  man  who  was  tryin.; 

to  stop  I  he  horse  narrowly  escaped  '  1    : 

being  transfixed  in  a  similar  man-  ^    "' 

ner,    a   great    deal    of    the    glass  .'    ;   • 

sliding  down   his  back,   without,  '  -' 

however,   seriously  injuring  him.  i 

— Mr.    F.  G.    Perkins,    13,    Royal  *     :' 

Avenue,  Wheatlcy,  Doncaster.  \i 

THE  VORACITV  OF  THE   PIKE.  "    ^ 

WHILE  fishing  last  autumn  "    ' 

on    one  of    the  Norfolk  ■    ' 

Kronds  1  left  a  small  keep-nt-l  «)ut  ^ 
at  niL;ht  on  the  broad  with  one  or 
two  fairly  large  roach   in  it.     On 


coming  in  the  morning  I  was  surprised  to 
I  find  a  baby  pike,  only  a  few  inches  long, 
caught  in  the  mesh  in  his  frantic  efforts  to 
attack  and  eat  the  roach  (twice  its  size)  in  the 
net.  The  tiny  pike  was  in  every  detail  as  per- 
fect as  a  monster  of  twenty  pounds,  and, 
allowing  for  size,  seemed  quite  as  fierce. — 
Mr.  A.  Verey,  54,  Cavendish  Road,  Kil- 
burn,  N.W.  

I  A    CHEMICAL    ADDRESS. 

I     nniHS  is  a  facsimile  of  a  post-card  which 

i       JL      was  posted  and  delivered  in  Newcasile- 

Jon-Tyne,  C  Oj,  the  chemical  term  for  car- 
bonic acid  gas,  being  sufficient  f^r  the  postal 
officials,  and,  of  course,  the  N.  C.  is  enough 
locally  for  Newcastle.  The  name  of  the  firm  is  *'  The 
Carl)onic  .\cid  Gas  Co."  I  wonder  if  any  of  your  readers 
cou!d  qu  Jte  an  address  as  short  ? — Mr.  Geo.  \V.  Moore, 
4,  Windsor  Terrace,  Whitley  Bay,  Northumberland. 
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APRIL  10th  /05 
Pegko  Bojancky  owz  fer    Nlkol£3y 
Femyc  $25  Dolars  yuh  heftu  giijytuin 
raldowyi  hlzmonl  bath  af  yuh  donth 
*    glhytum  hlgDun    suw  yuh  naen 
goun  Jcostu  yuhnidhr 
Nikolay  Femyc 


later,  when  the  meeting  was  on,  not  a  person  there 
would  have  lived.  The  stone  is  called  Maen  Mawr. 
The  new  chapel,  built  since  in  a  safer  place,  can  be 
seen  in  the  background  of  the  picture. — Mr.  R.  A. 
Williams,  Porth-yr-Aur,  Carnarvun. 


MORE  ENGLISH  AS  SHE  IS  WROTE. 

I  SEN  I)  you  a  curious  letter.  It  was  written  on 
a  typewriter  by  a  foreigner  (Pole).  He  speaks 
fairly  intelligible  English,  but  his  writing  is  harder  to 
understand.  The  following  is  what  he  thinks  he  is 
writing  :  **  April  loth,  /05.  Fegko  Bojancky  owes 
for  Nikolay  Femvc  twenty-five  dollars.  You  have  to 
give  it  to  him  right  away,  his  money,  but  if  you  don't 
give  it  to  him  he  is  going  to  sue  you,  then  going  to 
cost  to  you  more.  NiKOLAY  Eernyc."— Mr.  O.  L. 
Bonnycastle,  903,  Union  Bank  Block,  Winnipeg. 

A  MARVELLOUS  ESCAPE   FROM   DE.\TH. 

THE  rock  shown  here  annihilated  a  whole  chapel 
in  Drus-y-Coed,  Nantlle  Valley,  near  Car- 
narvon. In  January,  1892,  there  stood  a  small  chapel 
in  Drus-y-Coed,  attached  to  which  was  the  keeper's 
hou;>e,  where  lay  his  son's  dead  body.  One 
evening  there  was  to  have  been  held,  at  six  o'clock, 
the  customary  Welsh  "  Wilnos,"  or  prayer-meeting, 
usually  held  at  the  house  where  the  body  is  lying,  but 
in  this  case  the  service  was  to  have  been  held  at  the 
chipel ;  at  about  5.30  p.m.,  however,  a  huge  t)oulder 
came  hurtling  down  from  a  height  of  quite  50ofl. 
clean  on  to  the  chapel,  leaving  not  a  stone  standing. 
The  frightened  people  ran  out  of  the  house  and  saw 
what  had  happened.  Had  the  stone  fallen  a  few  feet 
more  to  the  N.E.,  it  would  have  killed  every  living 
person  in  the  house,  or  had  it  come  thirty  minutes 


A  KIIES   FLIGHT. 

THE  Saltbtim  Times  gave,  some  time  ago,  the 
following  account  of  an  extraordinary  case  of 
kite-fVvnng  :  **  The  children  of  Mr.  Bowes,  of  Monk- 
end,  Croft,  whilst  on  a  visit  to  Saltburn,  l.ave  had  an 
interesting  experience  of  the  flying  capabilities  of  a 
kite,  with  which  they  were  amusing  themselves  on 
Saturday  afternoon,  August  31st.  About  half-past 
three  the  string  broke  close  to  the  hand  of  the  flyer, 
and  the  kite  forthwith  made  seawards,  towing  the 
length  of  two  balls  of  string  in  its  wake.  Naturally 
it  was  given  up  for  lost,  but  the  owners  were  agree- 
ably surprised  to  learn  that  it  had  been  found  in 
Holland.  The  kite  has  now  been  received  by  its 
owners  in  perfect  con- 
dition from  Mynheer 
R.  Van  der  Steen, 
postmaster,  Makkum- 
au  -  Zee,  Holland,  to 
whom  it  had  been 
handed  by  the  peasant 
children  ,  who  found 
it,  the  string  having 
caught  on  a  telegraph- 
pole.  It  was  found  on 
Sunday  at  three  p.m., 
and  Mr.  Bowes  re- 
ceived intimation  of  its 
having  been  found  by 
the  first  post  on  Tues- 
day morning.  It  is 
supposed  that  the  siring 
l>eing  dragged  in  the 
water  kept  the  kite  in 
proper  position  during 
Its  long  flight  of  some 
two  liundred  and 
seventy  -  five  miles." 
We  are  indebted  to 
Mr.  Bowes  for  the 
photograph  reprcxluced 
herewith. 
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A  GOOSE   BOWLING  A   HOOP. 

I  WAS  looking  out  of  my  window  the  other  day  when  1 
saw  a  most  curious  sight.  Two  small  children  were  play- 
ing with  a  hoop.  A  flock  of  geese  crossed  the  road,  and  one, 
the  biggest  of  these,  ran  partly  through  the  hoop.  The  hoop 
was  over  one  wing  in  such  a  way  that  the  faster  the  goose 
went  the  faster  the  hoop  bowled  along,  each  flap  of  its  wing 
against  the  inside  of  the  hoop  giving  it  fresh  impetus.  The 
other  geese,  of  course,  followed,  cackling  at  the  top  of  their 
voices,  and  it  was  surprising  how  long  the  hoop  was  thus  kept 
up.  The  two  little  girls  did  not  seem  to  see  the  funny  side  of  it, 
but  ran  frantically  after  them  and  the  runaway  hoop.  —  Mr.  A. 
CoUinson,  5,  Sefton  Villas,  North  Holmwood,  near  Dorking. 


TOOTHACHE 
CHARMS. 

'^pHESE  two  tooth ■ 
X  ache  charms 
were  got  not  very  long 
ajjo— the  one  in  what 
appears  lo  be  Greek 
characters  from  a 
*' skilly  woman"  in 
Caithness,  and  the 
other  —  which,  not- 
withstanding the 
shaky  hand  in  which 
it  is  written,  is  easily 
(lecipherai)le  —  was 
got  from  a  lonely  old 
weaver  in  Sutherland- 
shire.  In  both  cases 
the  "  directions  for 
use'  were  the  same — 
viz.,  that  it  be  worn 
under  the  clothing  and 


over  the  heart.  It  is  proliable  that  theVe 
are  now  very  few  of  these  charms  in  exist- 
ence, as  they  were  given  in  cases  when  al' 
the  other  many  *' cures"  known  to  thesc 
witch-doctors  were  exhausted,  and  were 
returnable  to  the  *' doctor."  Qualified 
medical  oflicers  have  become  so  numerous 
in  these  counties  within  the  post  ten  years, 
and  sufferers  therefore  so  ver>'  seldom 
have  recourse  to  any  **  wise  "  old  ^len  or 
women,  that  the  profession  of  witch-doctor 
is  alx)ut  defunct.  —Mr.  Alexander  Poison, 
The  Schoolhouse,  Nig^,  Ross-shire. 


H' 


SAVED  BY  A  CARTRIDGE 
ERE  is  a  photograph  of  a  cartridge 
that  was  pierced  by  a  Mauser  bullet 
whilst  I  was  serving  with  my  regiment 
(loth  Hussars)  during  the  South  African 
War.  The  bullet  came  over  two  ranges 
of  hills,  passing  clean  through  the  carl- 
ridge,  which  was  in  my  bandolier,  and 
then  entered  my  back  within  half  an  inch 
of  my  spinal  cord.  The  cartridge  did  not 
explf)de,  the  cordite  still  being  intact.— 
Mr.  J.  W.  Taylor  I,  Longbeach  Roa«l, 
Lavender   Hill',  S.W. 
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AN    EXTRAORDINARY   BREAKAGE. 

THIS  is  a  photograph  of  a  teacup  which  I  dropped. 
On  picking  it  up  I  was  astonished  to  find  that 
it  was  broken  exactly  in  two  equal  [)arts.— Mr.  Fred. 
S.  Sutton,  124,  Earl's  C^ourt  Road,  Kensington,  S.W. 


AN    EVIL- EYE 
CHARM. 

THE   remarkable 
object     shown 

here    consists    of    a 

small      bronze      bell 

having  a    cross  -  bar 

clapper.     To  this  is 

suspended,  by  a  tiny 

chain,    a    thin,    flat, 

bronze    figure    of    a 

fish.     When  this  re- 
markable   charm     is 

hung    up    outside    a 

house   or  garden    in 

Korea,  as  a   protec- 
tion against  the  evil 

eye     or     such  -  like 

dangers,  the  slightest 

wind  moves  the  fish 
and  thus  causes  the  liell  to  ring.  Not  only  is  the  ringing  of 
a  bell  generally  considered  a  safeguard  against  evil  spirits,  but 
the  fish  itself  is  a  powerful  Oriental  symbol.— Mr.  E.  Lovett, 
41,  Oulram  Road,  Croydon. 

MUSICAL    SHEEP. 

THERF".  has  long  been  a  tradition  that  animals  love  music, 
and  this  photograph  Is  yet  another  proof  of  the  fact.  The 
young  girl,  who  lives  on  a  big  Western  farm  in  the  States,  goes 
out  and  sings  to  the  sheep,  which  run  to  her.  As  soon  as  she 
stops  they  stretch  their  faces  up  to  her  and  rub  their  heads  against 
her  as  if  pleading  with  her  to  go  on  anew.     While  she  is  singing 


A  CHINESE   "PRAYING  CHAIR." 

THE  foregoing  picture  is  of  what  is 
called  a  Chinese  praying  chair,  and 
is  used  as  a  means  of  torture  in  some  parts 
of  China  to  this  day.  As  will  be  seen  from 
the  photograph,  sharp  l)lades  are  provided 
for  the  back,  seat,  and  foot -rest,  while  for 
the  arm-rc-sts  sharp  .spikes  are  used,  and 
into  this  chair  the  unfortunate  victim  is 
made  to  sit,  and,  presumably,  prays  to 
l>e  released,  hence  the  name  *' praying 
chair."  I  may  add  that  the  original  is  in 
my  possession,  having  recently  been  forwarded  from 
China. --Mr.  B.  S.  Lee,  10,  W'ellington  Avenue, 
Lower  Edmonton,  N. 


they  stand  still  around  her  and  listen  with  delight. 
The  photc^^ph  was  taken  by  Mr.  A.  J.  Sirausen,  of 
Minn. — Mr.  O.  S.  Berry,  Box  237,  Brooklyn,  N.V. 

A    "ONE-LINE  •    PUZZLE. 

IT  is  surprising  what  seemingly  im- 
possible figures  can  be  drawn  by 
means  of  one  continuous  line.  The  dia- 
grams here  depicted  show  what  can  be 
done.  In  their  construction  the  pencil 
must  not  travel  over  the  same  line  more 
than  once.  For  the  convenience  of 
readers  a  solution  which  explains  itself 
is  given  in  Fig.  2.  —  Mr.  Harry 
Crowter,  18,  Nelson  Street,  King's 
Lynn^   Norfolk, 
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A   UNIQUE  WASPS'   NEST. 

I    SEND  a  photograph  of  a  unique  wasps'  nest.     The  tennis 
racquet    stoo<J    upon   a   shelf  in    the  far   corner  of  a  small 
outbuilding   n.cied    for  the    housini^   of   hwn  teniii-    aiul    i  iJipn! 


A 


WHAT  IS  THE  REASON? 

THERE  may  be  no 
point  at  first  sight  in 
the  drawing  that  I  am 
sending  you,  but  if  the 
page  upon  which  it  is 
printed  is  given  a  rotary 
motion  in  the  manner 
illustrated  in  the  adjoin- 
ing diagram  it  will  appear 
as  though  there  were  a 
sixpence  on  one  side  of  the  centre  of  the  circle.  The 
faster  the  whirling  the  bigger  the  c<iin  seems  to  become. 
— Mr.  Lionel  G.  Lutyens,  St.  Mary's  Lodge,  Bedford. 

THE    RECORD    TIGHT-ROPE    WALK. 

THE  walk  by  Professor  Joy  Baldwin,  illustrated 
here,  is  the  highest  and  longest  in  the  history  of 
the  world.  Nothing  like  it  has  evtr  been  attempted 
l)efore.  The  walk  of  five  hundred  and  eighty-two  feet 
long  over  a  gulf  five  hundred  and  fifty-five  feet,  deep 
which  took  place  at  Eldorado  Springs,  Col.,  took  him 
six  and  a  half  minutes  to  accomplish.  Even  the  getting 
of  this  picture  was  not  without  its  danger. — Copyright 
photo.,  1907,  by  Mr.  Kd  Tangen,  Boulder,  Colorado. 


requirements,  garden  chairs,  etc.  The  nest,  an 
unusually  strong  one,  was  fully  a  foot  thick  each  way, 
the  photograph  merely  showing  the  outer  shell  built 
upon  the  racquet,  as  it  was  impossible  to  get  the  whole 
nest  away  intact.  The  gut -string  network  of  the 
racquet  was  eaten  entirely  away  where  it  came  in 
contact  with  the  nest. — Mr.  Geo.  J.  Knott,  Water 
End,  North  Mimms,  Hatfield. 


WINGS 
SEND  you 
Ijelongs  to  a 


THAT  WENT  WRONG, 
the  photograph  of  a  parrot  that 
friend  of  mine.  It  will  be  noitced 
that  the  bird's  wings 
are  on  the  bfeast  in- 
stead of  the  back,  as 
is  the  case  with  all 
other  self-respecting 
parrots.  The  bird  is 
very  healthy  and  con- 
tented, being  quite 
tame  and  a  moderate 
talker,  and,  strange 
to  say,  it  does  not 
suffer  any  inconveni- 
ence thiough  this 
extraordinary'  freak  of 
Nature. -Mr.  T.   C. 


Whalley,  37,  V\  inslanley  Road, 
Waterloo,  Liverpool. 

ANOTHER   OPTICAL 
ILLUSION. 

\  T  /"  1 1  AT  at  first  sight  seems 
V  V  lo  be  a  giant  caterpillar 
is  in  reality  the  photograph  of 
a  layer  of  powdered  white  lead 
along  the  top  of  which  a  vibrat- 
ing metal  sphere  has  been 
passed.  The  impressions  made 
are,  of  course,  concave,  but 
if  the  "head"  of  the  '*  cater- 
pillar "  be  held  pointing  to- 
wards a  source  of  light  the 
shadows  of  the  "waves"  in 
the  photograph  give  the  idea 
thai  the  impressions  are  convex, 
thus  imparling  the  larva-like 
ap|x*arance.  —  Mr.  Harold  K. 
I'arkes,  2,  Church  Strett, 
South  port,  Lanes. 
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"THE  THINKING   MACHINE  WAVED   THE  WEAPON    UNDER   DETECTIVE 

MALLORY'S  NOSE." 

{Se€  page  132.) 
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The  Chase  of  the  Golden  Plate, 

By    JACQUES    FUTRELLE. 


A  STORY  IN  THREE  PARTS. 


Part  III.— THE  THINKING   MACHINE. 


u 

a 

m 

ROFESSOR  AUGUSTUS 
S.  F.  X.  VAN  DUSEN, 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.,  M.l)., 
ETC.,  was  the  Court  of  Last 
Appeal  in  the  sciences. 

Thirty-five  of  his  fifty  years 
had  been  devoted  to  logic,  study,  analysis 
of  cause  and  effect,  material  and  psycho- 
logical. By  his  personal  efforts  he  had 
mercilessly  flattened  "out  and  readjusted  at 
least  two  of  the  exact  sciences,  and  had  added 
immeasurably  to  the  world's  sum  of  know- 
ledge in  others.  Once  he  had  held  the 
Chair  of  Philosophy  in  a  great  University, 
but  casually  one  day  he  promulgated  a  thesis 
that  knocked  the  faculty's  eye  out,  and  he 
was  invited  to  resign.  It  was  a  dozen  years 
later  that  that  University  had  openly  resorted 
to  influence  and  diplomacy  to  induce  him  to 
accept  its  LL.D. 

This,  then,  was  the  Thinking  Machine. 
This  last  title,  the  Thinking  Machine,  per- 
haps more  expressive  of  the  real  man  than 
a  yard  of  honorary  initials,  was  coined  by 
Hutchinson  Hatch,  reporter  at  the  time  of 
the  scientist's  defeat  of  a  chess  champion 
after  a  single  morning's  instruction  in  the 
game.  The  Thinking  Machine  had  asserted 
that  logic  was  inevitable,  and  that  game  had 
proved  his  assertion.  Since  the  game  there 
had  grown  up  a  strange  friendship  between 
the  crabbed  scientist  and  the  reporter. 

Now  the  Thinking  Machine  sat  in  a  huge 
chair  in  his  reception-room,  with  long,  slender 
fingers  pressed  tip  to  tip  and  squint  eyes 
turned  upward.  Hatch  was  talking — had  been 
talking  for  more  than  an  hour  with  infrequent 
interruptions.  In  that  time  he  had  laid  bare 
the  facts  as  he  and  the  poli«e  knew  them, 
Vol.  XXXV.— 17. 


from  the  incidents  of  the  masked  ball  at 
Seven  Oaks  to  the  return  of  Dollie  Meredith. 

"Now,  Mr.  Hatch,"  asked  the  Thinking 
Machine,  "just  what  is  known  of  this  second 
theft  of  the  gold  plate  ?  " 

"  It's  simple  enough,"  explained  the  re- 
jx)rter.  "It  was  plain  burglary.  Some 
person  entered  the  Randolph  house  on 
Monday  night  by  cutting  out  a  pane  of  glass 
and  unfastening  a  window-lalch.  Whoever 
it  was,  took  the  plate  and  escaped." 

"  I  presume  on  its  return  Mr.  Randolph 
ordered  the  plate  to  be  placed  in  the  small 
room  as  before  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Please  go  on.'' 

"The  police  absolutely  decline  to  say 
as  yet  just  what  evidence  they  have  against 
Herbert,  beyond  the  finding  of  the  plate  in 
his  possession,"  the  reporter  resumed,  "though 
Lord  knows  that's  enough.  They  will  not 
say,  either,  how  they  first  came  to  connect 
him  with  the  affair.  Detective  Mai  lory 
doesn't 


"  When  and  where  was  Mr.  Herbert 
arrested  ?  " 

"  Yesterday  (Tuesday)  afternoon,  in  his 
rooms.  Fourteen  pieces  of  the  gold  plate 
were  on  the  table." 

"  Yes,  yes.     Please  go  on." 

"  The  plate  was  all  spread  out — there  was 
no  attempt  to  conceal  it,"  Hatch  resumed. 
"  There  was  a  box  on  the  floor,  and  Herbert 
was  about  to  pack  the  stuff  in  it  when 
Detective  Mallory  and  two  of  his  men 
entered.  Herbert's  servant,  Blair,  was  away 
from  the  house  at  the  time.  His  people  are 
away  too,  so  he  was  alone." 

"  Nothing  but  the  gold  plate  was  found  ?  " 
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"  Lord,  yes ! "  exclaimed  the  reporter. 
"  There  was  a  lot  of  jewellery  in  a  case  and 
fifteen  or  twenty  odd  pieces -ten  thousand 
pounds'  worth  of  stuff  at  least.  The  police 
took  it  to  find  the  owners." 

"  Dear  me  !  dear  me  !  "  exclaimed  the 
Thinking  Machine.  "  Why  didn't  you  men- 
tion the  jewellery  at  first  ?     Wait  a  minute." 

Hatch  was  silent  while  the  scientist  con- 
tinued to  squint  at  the  ceiling.  He  wriggled 
in  his  chair  uncomfortably,  and  smoked  a 
couple  of  cigarettes  before  the  Thinking 
Machine  turned  to  him  and  asked : — 

"  Did  Mr.  Herbert  say  anything  when 
arrested  ?  ' 

"  No  ;  nothing  to  me  or  anybody  else- 
He  was  arraigned  at  a  preliminary  hearing, 
pleaded  not  guilty,  and  was  released  on  four 
thousand  pounds  bail.  Some  of  his  rich 
friends  furnished  it." 

"  Did  he  give  any  reason  for  his  refusal 
to  say  anything  ? "  insisted  the  Thinking 
Machine,  testily. 

"  He  remarked  to  me  that  he  wouldn't  say 
anything,  because  even  if  he  told  the 
whole    truth    no   one   would    believe    him." 

"As  I  under- 
stand it,"  the  ■  — 
scientist  went  on, 
"you  did  not  be- 
lieve Herbert  guilty 
of  the  first  theft? 
Why?" 

"  Well,  because 
— because  he's  not 
that  sort  of  man," 
explained  the  re- 
porter. "I've 
known  him  for 
years,  personally 
and  by  reputation." 

"Was  he  a  par- 
ticular friend  of 
yours  at  college?" 

"  No,  not  an  inti- 
mate ;  but  he  was 
of  my  year  —  and 
he's  a  splendid 
football  player." 
That  squared  every- 
thing. 

"Do  you  now  be- 
lieve him  guilty?" 
insisted  the  scien- 
tist. 

"  I  can't  believe 
anything  else — and 
yet  I'd  stake  my  life 
pn  his  honesty." 


"And  Miss  Meredith?" 

The  reporter  was  reaching  the  explosive 
point.  He  had  seen  and  talked  to  Miss 
Meredith,  you  know. 

"  It's  perfectly  asinine  to  suppose  that  she 
had  anything  to  do  with  either  theft,  don't 
you  think  ?  " 

The  Thinking  Machine  was  silent  on  that 
point. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Hatch,"  he  said,  finally,  "  the 
problem  comes  down  to  this :  Did  a  man, 
and  f)erhaps  a  woman,  who  are  circum- 
stantially proved  guilty  of  stealing  the  gold 
plate,  actually  steal  it  ?  We  have  the  stained 
cushion  of  the  car  in  which  the  thieves 
escaped  to  indicate  that  one  of  them  was 
wounded ;  we  have  Mr.  Herbert  with  an 
injured  right  shoulder— a  hurt  received  that 
night  on  his  own  statement,  though  he  won't 
say  how.  We  have  then  the  second  theft, 
and  the  finding  of  the  stolen  property  in  his 
possession,  along  with  another  lot  of  stolen 
stuff— jewels.  It  is  apparently  a  settled  case 
now  without  going  farther." 

"  But "  Hatch  started  to  protest. 

"But  suppose  we  do  go  a  little  farther," 
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the  Thinking  Machine  went  on.  "  I  can 
prove  definitely,  conclusively,  and  finally  by 
settling  only  two  points  :  whether  or  not  Mr. 
Herbert  was  wounded  while  in  the  motor- 
car. If  so,  he  was  the  first  thief  j  if  not, 
he  wasn't.  If  he  was  the  first  thief,  he  was 
probably  the  second  ;  but  even  if  he  were  not 
the  first  thief,  there  is  of  course  a  possibility 
that  he  was  the  second." 

Hatch  was  listening  with  mouth  open. 

"  Suppose  we  begin  now,"  continued  the 
Thinking  Machine,  "  by  finding  out  the 
name  of  the  physician  who  treated  Mr. 
Herbert^s  wound  last  Thursday  night.  Mr. 
Herbert  may  have  a  reason  for  keeping  the 
identity  of  this  physician  secret,  but  perhaps 
—  wait  a  minute,"  and  the  scientist  dis- 
appeared into  the  next  room.  He  was  gone 
for  five  minutes.  "  See  if  the  physician  who 
treated  the  wound  wasn't  Dr.  Clarence 
Walpole." 

The  reporter  blinked  a  little. 

"  Right,"  he  said.     ''  What  next  ?  " 

"Ask  him  something  about  the  nature  of 
the  wound  and  all  the  usual  questions." 

Hatch  nodded. 

"  Then,"  resumed  the  Thinking  Machine, 
casually,  "bring  me  some  of  Mr.  Herbert's 
blood." 

The  reporter  blinked  a  good  deal,  and 
gulped  twice. 

"  How  much  ?  "  he  inquired,  briskly. 

"  A  single  drop"  on  a  small  piece  of  glass 
will  do  very  nicely,"  replied  the  scientist. 

II. 

The  Supreme  Police  Intelligence  was 
deeply  cogitating  when  the  Thinking 
Machine  called.  The  Supreme  Intelli- 
gence— Mr.  Mallory — knew  Professor  Van 
Dusen  well,  and,  while  he  received  him 
graciously,  he  showed  no  difficulty  in  re- 
straining any  undue  outburst  of  enthusiasm. 

"  Ah,  Professor !  "  was  his  non-committal 
greeting. 

"  Good  evening,"  responded  the  scientist, 
in  the  thin,  irritated  voice  which  always  set 
Mr.  Mallor)''s  nerves  a-jangle.  "  I  don't 
suppose  you  would  tell  me  by  what  steps 
you  were  led  to  arrest  Mr.   Herbert?" 

"  I  would  not,"  declared  Mr.  Mallory, 
promptly. 

"  No  ;  nor  would  you  inform  me  of  the 
nature  of  the  evidence  against  him  in 
addition  to  the  jewels  and  plate  found  in 
his  possession?" 

"  I  would  not,"  replied  Mr.  Mallory  again. 

"No,  I  thought  perhaps  you  would  not," 
remarked  the  Thinking  Machine.     "  I  under- 


stand, by  the  way,  that  one  of  your  men  took 
a  leather  cushion  from  the  motor-car  in 
which  the  thieves  escaped  on  the  night  of  the 
ball,  and. wanted  to  inquire  if  it  would  be 
permissible  for  me  to  see  that  cushion  ?  " 

Detective  Mallory  glared  at  him  sus- 
piciously, then  slowly  his  heavy  face  relaxed, 
and  he  laughed  as  he  arose  and  produced  the 
cushion. 

"  If  you're  trying  to  make  any  mystery  of 
this  thing,  you're  making  a  mess  of  it,"  he 
informed  the  scientist.  "  We  know  the 
owner  of  the  car  in  which  Herbert  and  the 
girl  escaped.     The  cushion  means  nothing." 

The  Thinking  Machine  examined  the  heavy 
leather  carefully,  and  paid  a  great  deal  of 
attention  to  the  crusted  stains  which  it  bore. 
He  picked  at  one  of  the  brown  spots  with  his 
penknife,  and  it  flaked  off  in  his  hand. 

"  Herbert  was  caught  with  the  goods  on 
him,"  declared  the  detective,  and  he  thumped 
the  desk  with  his  lusty  fist.  "  We've  got  the 
right  man." 

"Yes,"  admitted  the  Thinking  Machine, 
"  it  begins  to  look  very  much  as  if  you  kad 
got  the  right  man — for  once." 

Detective  Mallory  snorted. 

"  Would  you  mind  telling  me  if  any  of  the 
jewellery  you  found  in  Mr.  Herbert's  posses- 
sion has  been  identified  ?  " 

"  It  has,"  replied  the  detective.  "  That's 
where  I've  got  Herbert.  Four  people  who 
lost  jewellery  at  the  masked  ball  have 
appeared  and  claimed  pieces  of  the  stuff." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  inquired  the  scientist,  thought- 
fully.    He  was  still  gazing  at  the  cushion. 

"  And  the  most  important  development  of 
all  is  to  come,"  Detective  Mallory  rattled  on. 
"  That  will  be  the  real  sensation,  and  make 
the  arrest  of  Herbert  seem  purely  incidental. 
It  now  looks  as  if  there  would  be  another 
arrest,  of  a — of  a  person  who  is  so  high 
socially  and  all  that,  that " 

"Yes,"  interrupted  the  Thinking  Machine; 
"  but  do  you  think  it  would  be  wise  to  arrest 
her  now  ?  " 

"Her?"  demanded  Detective  Mallory. 
"  What  do  you  know  of  any  woman  ?  " 

"  You  were  speaking  of  Miss  Dorothy 
Meredith,  weren't  you  ? "  inquired  the 
Thinking  Machine,  blandly.  "  Well,  I 
merely  said  1  didn't  think  it  would  be  wise 
for  your  men  to  go  so  far  as  to  arrest  her." 

The  detective  bit  his  cigar  in  two  in 
obvious  perturbation. 

"  How — how  did  you  happen  to  know  her 
name  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Hatch  mentioned  it  to  me," 
replied  the  scientist.      "  He  has  known  of 
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her  connection  with  the  case  for  several  days 
as  well  as  Herbert's,  and  has  talked  to  them 
both,  I  think." 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  was  nearly 
apoplectic. 

"If  Hatch  knew  it,  why  didn't  he  tell 
me  ?  "  he  thundered. 

"  Really,  I  don't  know,"  responded  the 
scientist.  "  Perhaps,"  he  added,  curtly,  "  he 
may  have  had  some  absurd  notion  that  you 
would  find  it  out  for  yourself." 

And  when  Detective  Mallory  had  fully 
recovered  the  Thinking  Machine  was  gone. 

Meanwhile  Hatch  had  seen  and  questioned 
Dr.  Clarence  VValpole  in  the  latter's  surgery, 
only  a  stone's  throw  from  Dick  Herbert's 
home.  Had  Dr.  Walpole  recently  dressed  a 
wound  for  Mr.  Herbert  ?  Dr.  Walpole  had, 
A  wound  caused  by  a  pistol  bullet  ?     Yes. 

"  When  was  it,  please  ?  "  asked  Hatch. 

"Thursday  night,  or  rather  Friday  morn- 
ing," he  replied.  "It  was  between  two  and 
three  o'clock.  He  came  here,  and  I  attended 
to  him." 

"  Where  was  the  wound,  please  ?  " 

"  In  the  right  shoulder,"  replied  the  physi- 
cian, "just  here,"  and  he  touched  the  reporter 
with  a  long  finger.  "It  wasn't  dangerous, 
but  he  had  lost  considerable  blood." 

Hatch  was  silent  for  a  moment,  dazed. 
Every  new  point  piled  up  the  evidence 
against  Herbert. 

"  I  don't  suppose  Mr.  Herbert  explained 
how  he  got  the  wound  ? "  Hatch  asked, 
apprehensively.     He  was  afraid  he  had. 

"  No.  I  asked,  but  he  evaded  the  ques- 
tion. It  was,  of  course,  none  of  my  business 
after  I  had  extracted  the  bullet  and  dressed 
the  hurt." 

"You  have  the  bullet?" 

"Yes.  It's  the  usual  size  —  thirty  two 
calibre." 

That  was  all.  The  case  was  proved,  the 
verdict  rendered.  Ten  minutes  later  Hatch's 
name  was  announced  to  Dick  Herbert.  Dick 
received  him  gloomily,  shook  hands  with 
him,  then  resumed  his  interrupted  pacing. 

"  I  had  declined  to  see  men  from  other 
papers,"  he  said,  wearily. 

"  Now  look  here,  Dick,"  expostulated 
Hatch,  "  don't  you  want  to  make  some  state- 
ment of  your  connection  with  this  affair  ?  I 
honestly  believe  if  you  did  it  w^ould  help 
you." 

"  No,  I  cannot  make  any  statement — 
that's  all,"  and  Dick's  hand  closed  fiercely. 
"  I  can't,"  he  added,  "  and  there's  no  need 
to  talk  of  it."  He  continued  his  pacing  for 
a  moment  or  so,  then  turned  on  the  reporter. 


"  Do  you  believe  me  guilty  ?  "  he  demanded, 
abruptly. 

"  Lord,  I  can't  believe  anything  else," 
Hatch  replied,  falteringly.  "But  at  that  I 
don't  want  to  believe  it."  There  was  an 
embarrassed  pause.  "  I  have  just  seen  Dr. 
Clarence  Walpole." 

"Well?"  and  Dick  wheeled  on  him  angrily. 

"What  he  said  alone  would  convict  you, 
even  if  the  plate  had  not  been  found  here," 
Hatch  replied. 

"Are  you  trying  to  convict  me?"  Dick 
demanded. 

"I'm  trying  to  get  the  truth,"  remarked 
Hatch. 

"There  is  just  one  man  in  the  world 
whom  I  must  see  before  the  truth  can  ever 
be  told,"  declared  Dick,  vehemently.  "  And 
I  can't  find  him  now.  I  don't  know  where 
he  is." 

"Let  me  find  him.  Who  is  he?  What's 
his  name  ?  " 

"  If  I  told  you  that  I  might  as  well  tell 
you  everything,"  Dick  went  on.  "  It  was  to 
prevent  any  mention  of  that  name  that  I 
have  allowed  myself  to  be  placed  in  this 
position.  It  is  purely  a  personal  matter 
between  us— at  least,  I  will  make  it  so-  and 
if  I  ever  meet  him"  — his  hands  closed  and 
unclosed  spasmodically— "the  truth  will  be 
known,  unless  I-  -I  kill  him  first." 

Half  an  hour  later  Hatch  left  him.  On 
the  glass  top  of  an  inkstand  he  carried  three 
precious  drops  of  Herbert's  blood. 

IIL 

Faithfully  Hatch  repeated  to  the  Thinking 
Machine  the  conversation  he  had  had  with 
Dr.  Walpole,  indicating  on  the  person  of  the 
eminent  scientist  the  exact  spot  of  the  wound, 
as  Dr.  Walpole  had  indicated  it  to  him.  The 
scientist  listened  without  comment  to  the 
recital,  casually  studying  meanwhile  the  three 
crimson  drops  on  the  glass. 

"  Dr.  Walpole's  statement,"  the  Thinking 
Machine  went  on  after  a  moment,  "  makes 
this  particular  problem  ludicrously  simple. 
Two  points  alone  show  conclusively  that  Mr. 
Herbert  was  not  the  man  in  the  motor-car. 
I  shall  reach  the  third  myself." 

Hatch  didn't  say  anything  for  lack  of 
words. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Hatch,"  resumed  the  scientist, 
quite  casually,  "  I  understand  you  graduated 
at  Oxford  in  ninety-eight.  Yes?  Well, 
Herbert  was  a  fellow-student  of  yours  there. 
Please  obtain  for  me  one  of  the  printed  lists 
of  students  who  were  at  Oxford  that  year — a 
complete  list." 
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**  I  have  one  at  home,"  said  the  reporter. 

"Get  It,  please,  immediately,  and  return 
here,"  instructed  the  scientist. 

Hatch  went  out  and  the  Thinking  Machine 
disappeared  into  his  laboratory.  When  he 
came  out  again  he  found  the  reporter  sitting 
in  the  reception  -  room,  holding  his  head. 
The  scientist's  face  was  as  inscrutable  as  ever. 

"  Here  is  the  list,"  said  Hatch,  as  he 
handed  it  over. 

The  Thinking  Machine  took  it  in  his  long, 
slender  fingers  and  turned  two  or  three  leaves. 
Finally  he  stopped  and  ran  a  finger  down 
one  page. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  exclaimed  at  last.  "  I  thought 
so." 

"  Thought  what  ?  "  asked  Hatch,  curiously. 

"  Tm  going  out  to  see  Mr.  Meredith  now," 
remarked  the  Thinking  Machine,  irrelevantly. 
"  Have  you  met  him  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Then  come  with  me." 

Mr.  Meredith  had  read  the  newspaper 
accounts  of  the  arrest  of  Dick  Herbert,  and 
the  seizure  of  the  gold  plate  and  jewels; 
had  taunted  his  charming  daughter  with  it  in 
a  fatherly  sort  of  a  way.  She  was  weeping — 
weeping  her  heart  out  over  this  latest  proof 
of  the  perfidy  and  loathsomeness  of  the  man 
she  loved.  Incidentally  it  may  be  mentioned 
here  that  the  astute  Mr.  Meredith  was  not 
aware  of  any  elopement  plot — either  the  first 
or  last. 

When  a  card  bearing  the  name  of  Mr. 
Augustus  S.  F.  X.  Van  Dusen  was  handed 
to  Mr.  Meredith,  he  went  wonderingly  into 
the  reception-room.  There  was  a  p)ause  as 
the  scientist  and  Mr.  Meredith  mentally  sized 
each  other  up,  then  introductions,  and  the 
Thinking  Machine  came  to  business,  abruptly 
as  always. 

"  May  I  ask,  Mr  Meredith,"  he  began, 
"  how  many  sons  you  have  ?  " 

"  One,"  replied  Mr.  Meredith,  puzzled. 

"  May  I  ask  his  present  address  ?  "  went  on 
die  scientist. 

Mr.  Meredith  studied  the  belligerent  eyes 
of  his  caller,  and  wondered  what  business  it 
was  of  his,  for  Mr.  Meredith  was  a  belligerent 
sort  of  a  person  himself. 

"  May  /ask,"  he  inquired,  with  pronounced 
emphasis  on  the  personal  pronoun,  "  why  you 
want  to  know  ?  " 

Hatch  rubbed  his  chin  thoughtfully.  He 
was  wondering  what  would  happen  to  him 
when  the  cyclone  struck. 

"  It  may  save  him  and  you  a  great  deal  of 
annoyance  if  you  will  give  me  his  address," 
said  the  Thinking  Machine.     "  I  desire  to 


communicate  with  him  immediately  on  a 
matter  of  the  utmost  importance— a  purely 
personal  matter." 

Mr.  Meredith  considered  the  matter  at 
some  length,  and  finally  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  he  might  ask. 

"  He  is  in  South  America  at  present — 
Buenos  Ayres,"  he  replied. 

"What?"  exclaimed  the  Thinking  Machine, 
so  suddenly  that  both  Hatch  and  Mr.  Mere- 
dith started  a  little.  "  What?"  he  repeated, 
and  wrinkles  suddenly  appeared  in  the  dome- 
like brow. 

"  I  said  he  was  in  South  America — Buenos 
Ayres,"  repeated  Mr.  Meredith,  stiffly,  but  a 
little  awed.  "  A  letter  or  cable  to  him  in 
care  of  the  British  Consul  at  Buenos  Ayres 
will  reach  him  promptly." 

The  Thinking  Machine's  narrow  eyes  were 
screwed  down  to  the  disappearing  point, 
the  slender  white  fingers  were  twiddled 
jerkily,  the  corrugations  remained  in  his 
brow. 

"  How  long  has  Mr.  Meredith  been  there  ?  " 
he  asked  at  last. 

"  Three  months." 

"  Do  you  kn<nv  he  is  there  ?  " 

Mr.  Meredith  started  to  say  something, 
then  swallowed  it  with  an  effort. 

"  I  know  it  positively,  yes,"  he  replied.  "  I 
received  this  letter,  dated  the  second,  from 
him  three  days  ago,  and  to-day  I  received  a 
cable  despatch  forwarded  to  me  here  from 
Birmingham." 

"  Are  you  positive  the  letter  is  in  your 
son's  handwriting  ?  " 

Mr.  Meredith  almost  choked  in  mingled 
bewilderment  and  resentment  at  the  question 
and  the  manner  of  its  asking. 

"  I  am  positive,  yes,"  he  replied,  at  last, 
preserving  his  tone  of  dignity  with  a  per- 
ceptible effort.  He  noted  the  inscrutable 
face  of  his  caller,  and  saw  the  corrugations 
in  the  brow  suddenly  swept  away.  "What 
business  of  yours  is  it,  anyway  ?  "  blazed  Mr. 
Meredith,  suddenly. 

"  May  I  ask  where  you  were  last  Thursday 
night  ?  "  went  on  the  even,  steady  voice. 

"It's  no  business  of  yours,"  Mr.  Meredith 
blurted.     "  I  was  at  Birmingham." 

"  Can  you  prove  it  in  a  court  of  law  ?  " 

"  Prove  it  ?  Of  course  I  can  prove  it ! " 
Mr.  Meredith  was  fairly  bellowing  at  his 
impassive  interrogator. 

"If  you  can  prove  it,"  Mr.  Meredith," 
remarked  the  Thinking  Machine,  quietly, 
coldly,  "  you  had  best  make  your  arrange- 
ments to  do  so ;  because,  believe  me,  it  may 
be   necessary   to  save   you    from    a    charge 
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"can  vou  prove  it  in  a  court  of  law?" 

of  having  stolen  the  Randolph  gold  plate 
last  Thursday  night  at  the  masked  ball. 
Good  day,  sir." 

IV. 

"  But  Mr.  Herbert  won't  see  anyone,  sir," 
protested  Blair. 

"Tell  Mr.  Herbert,  please,  that  unless  I 
can  see  him  immediately  his  bail  will  be 
withdrawn,"  directed  the  Thinking  Machme. 

He  stood  waiting  in  the  hall  while  Blair 
went  up  the  stairs  Dick  Herbert  took  the 
card  impatiently  and  glanced  at  it. 

"Van  Dusen,"  he  mused.  "Who  the 
deuce  is  Van   Dusen?" 

Blair  repeated  the  message  he  had  received 
below. 

"  Let  him  come  up,"  instructed  Dick. 

Thus,  within  an  hour  after  he  had  talked 
to    Mr.    Meredith,    the    Thinking    Machine 


met    Dick    Her- 
bert. 

"  What's  this 
about  the  bail  ?  " 
Dick  inquired. 

"  I  wanted  to 
talk  to  you,"  was 
the  scientist's 
calm  reply. 
"  That  seemed  to 
be  the  easiest 
way  to  make  you 
believe  it  was  im- 
portant, so " 

Dick's  face 
flushed  crimson 
at  the  trick. 

"  Well,  you  see 
me,"  he  broke 
out,  angrily.  "  I 
ought  to  throw 
you  down  the 
stairs,  but — what 
is  it  ?  " 

Not  having 
been  invited  to 
a  seat,  the  Think- 
ing  Machine 
took  one  and 
settled  himself 
comfortably. 

"  If    you    will 
listen  to  me  for 
a   moment  with- 
out    interrup- 
tion,''  he    began,  testily,    "I   think 
the  subject  of  my  remarks  will  be 
of  deep   personal   concern  to  you. 
I    am    interested    in    solving    this 
Randolph    plate    affair,   and    have    perhaps 
gone  farther  in  my  investigation   than  any- 
one   else.      At    least    I    know    more   about 
it.     There  are  some  things  I  don't  happen 
to  know,  however,   that  are  of  the  greatest 
importance." 

"  I  tell  you "  stormed  Dick. 

"  For  instance,"  calmly  resumed  the  scien- 
tist, "it  is  very  important  for  me  to  know 
whether  or  not  Harry  Meredith  was  masked 
when  he  came  into  this  room  last  Thursday 
night." 

Dick  gazed  at  him  in  surprise  which 
approached  awe.  Anger  had  gone  from  his 
manner  ;  instead  there  was  a  pallor  of  appre- 
hension in  the  clean-cut  face. 

"  Who  are  you,  Mr.  Van  Dusen  ? "  he 
asked,  at  last.  His  tone  was  mild,  deferential 
even. 

"  Was  he  masked  ?  "  insisted  the  scientist. 
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For  a  long  while  Dick  was  silent.  Finally 
he  arose  and  paced  nervously  backwards  and 
forwards  across  the  room,  glancing  at  the 
diminutive  figure  of  the  Thinking  Machine 
each  time  as  he  turned. 

"  I  won't  say  anything,"  he  decided. 

"  Will  you  name  the  cause  of  the  trouble 
you  and  Meredith  had  at  Oxford?"  asked 
the  scientist. 

Again  there  was  a  long  pause. 

"  No,"  Dick  said,  finally. 

"  Had  it  anything  to  do  with  theft  ?" 

"I  don't  know  who  you  are  or  why  you 
are  prying  into  an  affair  that  at  least  on  its 
face  does  not  concern  you,"  replied  Dick. 
'*  ril  say  nothing  at  all — unless — unless  you 
produce  the  one  man  who  can  and  shall 
explain  this  affair.  Produce  him  here  in 
this  room  where  I  can  get  my  hands  on 
him." 

The  Thinking  Machine  squinted  at  the 
sturdy  shoulders  with  admiration  in  his  face. 

"Did  it  ever  happen  to  occur  to  you, 
Mr.  Herbert,  that  Harry  Meredith  and  his 
father  are  precisely  of  the  same  build  ?  " 

Some  nameless,  impalpable  expression  crept 
into  Dick's  face,  despite  an  apparent  fight  to 
restrain  it,  and  again  he  stared  at  the  small 
man  in  the  chair. 

"And  that  you  and  Mr.  Meredith  are 
practically  of  the  same  build  ?  " 

Tormented  by  unasked  questions  and  by 
those  emotions  which  had  compelled  him 
to  silence  all  along,  Dick  still  paced  back- 
wards and  forwards.  His  head  was  whirling. 
Suddenly  he  stopped  and  turned  upon  the 
Thinking  Machine. 

"  Just  what  do  you  know  of  this  affair  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  I  know  for  one  thing,"  replied  the  scien- 
tist, positively,  "  that  you  were  not  the  man  in 
the  motor-car." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  can  only  answer  that  question  when 
you  have  answered  mine,"  the  scientist  went 
on.  "  Was  Harry  Meredith  masked  when 
he  entered  this  room  last  Thursday  night  ?  " 

Dick  sat  staring  down  at  his  hands,  which 
were  working  nervously.  Finally  he  nodded. 
The  Thinking  Machine  understood. 

"  You  recognised  him,  then,  by  something 
he  said  or  wore  ?  " 

Again  Dick  nodded,  reluctantly.  "  Both," 
he  added. 

The  Thinking  Machine  leaned  back  in 
his  chair  and  sat  there  for  a  long  time.  At 
last  he  arose,  as  if  the  interview  were  ended. 

"  You  need  not  be  unnecessarily  alarmed, 
Mr.  Herbert,"  he  assured  Dick  as  he  picked 
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up  his  hat.  "  I  shall  act  with  discretion  in 
this  matter.  I  am  not  representing  anyone 
who  would  care  to  make  it  unpleasant  for 
you.  I  may  tell  you  that  you  made  two 
serious  mistakes :  the  first,  when  you  saw  or 
communicated  with  Mr.  Randolph  imme- 
diately after  the  plate  was  stolen  the  second 
time,  and  again  when  you  undertook  some- 
thing which  properly  belonged  to  the  province 
of  the  police." 

Herbert  still  sat  with  his  head  in  his  hands 
as  the  Thinking  Machine  went  out. 

It  was  very  late  that  night — after  twelve,  in 
fact — when  Hutchinson  Hatch  called  on  the 
Thinking  Machine,  with  excitement  evident 
in  lone,  manner,  and  act.  He  found  the 
scientist  at  work  as  if  it  were  midday. 

"The  worst  has  happened,"  the  reporter 
told  him. 

The  Thinking  Machine  did  not  look  round. 

"Detective  Mallory  and  two  of  his  men 
saw  Miss  Meredith  this  evening  about  nine 
o'clock,"  Hatch  hurried  on,  "and  frightened 
her  into  a  confession." 

"  What  sort  of  a  confession  ?  " 

"  She  admitted  that  she  was  in  the  car  on 
the  night  of  the  ball,  and  that " 

"  Mr.  Herbert  was  with  her?"  the  scientist 
supplied. 

"  Yes." 

"And—what  else?" 

"That  her  own  jewels,  valued  at  four 
thousand  pounds,  were  among  those  found 
in  Herbert's  possession  when  he  was  arrested." 

The  Thinking  Machine  turned  and  looked 
at  the  reporter  just  casually,  and  raised  his 
hand  to  his  mouth  to  cover  a  gape. 

"  Well,  she  couldn't  do  anything  else,"  he 
said,  calmly. 


Hutchinson  Hatch  remained  with  the 
Thinking  Machine  for  more  than  an  hour, 
and  when  he  left  his  head  was  spinning  with 
the  multitude  of  instructions  which  had  been 
heaped  upon  him. 

"  Meet  me  at  noon  in  Detective  Mallory's 
office  at  police  head-quarters,"  the  Thinking 
Machine  had  said,  in  conclusion.  "Mr. 
Randolph  and  Miss  Meredith  will  be  there." 

"  Miss  Meredith  ?  "  Hatch  repeated.  "She 
hasn't  been  arrested,  you  know,  and  I  doubt 
if  she  will  come." 

"She  will  come,"  the  scientist  had  replied, 
as  if  that  settled  it. 

Next  day  the  Supreme  Intelligence  was 
sitting  in  his  private  office.  Mingled  triumph 
and  gratification  beamed  upon  his  counte- 
nance.    The  smile  remained,  but  to  it  was 
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added  the  quality  of  curiosity  when  the  door 
opened  and  the  Thinking  Machine,  accom- 
panied by.  Dollie  Meredith  and  Steven 
Randolph,  entered. 

"Mr.  Hatch  called  yet?"  inquired  the 
scientist. 

His  answer  was  the  clattering  rush  of  a 
cab  and  the  appearance  of  Hatch  in  person 
a  moment  later.  He  came  into  the  room 
headlong,  glanced  around,  then  paused. 

**  Did  you  get  it  ?  "  inquired  the  Thinking 
Machine. 

"Yes,  I  got  it,  but "  began  the  reporter. 

"  Nothing  else  now,"  commanded  the 
other. 

"  I  would  like  to  ask,  Mr.  Mallory,"  the 
scientist  said,  "  if  it  would  be  possible  for  me 
to  convince  you  of  Mr.    Herbert's 
innocence   of  the   charges   against 
him?" 

"  It  would  not,"  replied  the  de- 
tective, promptly. 
"It  would  not 
while  the  facts  are 
before  me,  supple- 
mented by  the 
statement  of  Miss 
Meredith  here — 
her  confession." 

Dollie  coloured 
exquisitely,  and 
her  lips  trembled 
slightly. 

"Would  it  be 
possible,  Miss 
Meredith,"  the 
even  voice  went 
on,  "  to  convince 
yoH  of  Mr.  Her- 
bert's  inno- 
cence?" 

"I -I  don't 
think  so,"  she 
faltered.      "  I  —  I 

Tears  that  had 
been  restrained 
with  difficulty 
gushed  forth  sud- 
denly, and  the 
Thinking  Machine 
squinted  at  her  in 
pained  surprise. 

"Don't  do  that," 
he  commanded. 
It's  —  it's  exceed- 
ingly irritating." 
He  paused  a 
moment,    then 


turned  suddenly  to  Mr.   Randolph.     "And 
you  ?  "  he  asked. 

Mr.  Randolph  shrugged  his  shoulders  for 
answer. 

The  Thinking  Machine  receded  still 
farther  into  his  chair,  and  stared  dreamily 
upward,  with  his  long,  slender  fingers  pressed 
tip  to  tip. 

"Suppose,"  the  scientist  began,  "just 
suppose  that  we  turn  a  little  intelligence  on 
this  problem  for  a  change,  and  see  if  we 
can't  get  the  truth  out  of  the  blundering 
muddle  that  the  police  have  helped  to  bring 
about.  Let's  use  logic,  inevitable  logic,  to 
show,  simply  enough,  that  instead  of  being 
guilty  Mr.  Herbert  is  absolutely  innocent." 
Dollie  Meredith  suddenly  leaned  forward 

in  her  chair 
with  flushed 
face,  eyes 
..'lyu|.Tened, 
a  ii  d  lips 
slightly  parted. 
I  >  e  1 1^  c  t  i  v  e 


'  WOULn   IT   BK   POSSIBI.F,    MISS   MKREDITH,    TO    CONVINCF   YOU    OF   MR.    HBRBRRT'S 
INNOCKNCK?" 
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Mallory  also  leaned  forward  in  his  chair,  but 
there  was  a  different  expression  on  his  face. 

"  Miss  Meredith,  we  know  you  were  in  the 
motor-car  with  the  Burglar  who  stole  the 
plate,"  the  Thinking  Machine  went  on. 
"  You  probably  knew  that  he  was  wounded, 
and  possibly  either  aided  in  dressing  the 
wound — as  any  woman  would— or  else  saw 
him  dress  it  himself." 

"  I  bound  my  handkerchief  on  it,"  replied 
the  Girl. 

"  Where  was  the  wound  ?  " 

"  In  the  right  shoulder,"  she  replied. 

"  Back  or  front  ?  "  insisted  the  scientist. 

"  Back,"  she  replied.  "  Very  near  the  arm, 
an  inch  or  so  below  the  level  of  the  shoulder." 

Except  for  the  Thinking  Machine  himself. 
Hatch  was  the  only  person  in  the  room  to 
whom  this  statement  meant  anything,  and  he 
restrained  a  shout  with  difficulty. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Mallory,"  the  scientist  went 
on,  calmly,  "do  you  happen  to  know  Dr. 
Clarence  Walpole  ?  " 

"  I  know  of  him,  yes,"  replied  the  detective. 
"  He  is  a  man  of  considerable  reputation." 

"  Would  you  believe  him  under  oath  ?  " 

"  Why,  certainly,  of  course." 

"  If  Dr.  Walpole  should  dress  a  wound, 
and  should  later,  under  oath,  point  out  its 
exact  location,  you  would  believe  him?" 

"  Why,  I  should  have  to,  of  course." 

"Very  well,"  commented  the  Thinking 
Machine,  tersely.  "Now  I  will  state  an  in- 
controvertible scientific  fact  for  your  further 
enlightenment.  You  may  verify  it  any  way 
you  choose.  This  is,  briefly,  that  the  blood 
corpuscles  in  man  average  one-thirty-three- 
hundredth  of  an  inch  in  diameter.  Remem- 
ber that,  please :  one-thirty-three-hundredth 
of  an  inch.  The  system  of  measurement  has 
reached  a  state  of  perfection  almost  incom- 
prehensible to  the  man  who  does  not 
understand." 

He  paused  for  so  long  that  Detective 
Mallory  began  to  wriggle. 

"Now,  Mr.  Mallory,"  continued  the 
Thinking  Machine,  at  last,  "one  of  your  men 
shot  twice  at  the  Burglar  in  the  car,  as  I 
understand  it  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  Detective  Cunningham." 

"  Is  he  here  now  ?  " 

The  detective  pressed  a  button  on  his  desk, 
and  a  uniformed  man  appeared.  Instructions 
were  given,  and  a  moment  later  Detective 
Cunningham  stood  before  them  wonderingly. 

"I  suppose  you  can  prove  beyond  any 
question  of  a  doubt,"  resumed  the  scientist, 
still  addressing  Mr.  Mallory,  "  that  two  shots 
— Qnd  only  two — were  fired  ?  " 


"  I  can  prove  it  by  twenty  witnesses ! "  was 
the  reply. 

"  Good,  very  good,"  exclaimed  the  scientist, 
and  he  turned  to  Cunningham. 

"  May  I  see  your  revolver  ?  " 

Cunningham  produced  the  weapon  and 
handed  it  over.  The  Thinking  Machine 
merely  glanced  at  it. 

"  This  is  the  revolver  you  used  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Very  well,  then,"  remarked  the  scientist, 
quietly ;  "  on  that  statement  alone  Mr. 
Herbert  is  proved  innocent  of  the  charge 
against  him." 

There  was  an  astonished  gasp  all  round. 
Hatch  was  beginning  to  see  what  the 
Thinking  Machine  meant,  and  curiously 
watched  the  bewitching  face  of  Dollie 
Meredith. 

"  Proved  innocent ! "  snorted  Detective 
Mallory.  "  Why,  you've  convicted  him  out 
of  hand,  so  far  as  I  can  see." 

"  Corpuscles  in  human  blood  average,  as 
I  said,  one-thirty-three-hundredth  of  an 
inch  in  diameter,"  resumed  the  scientist. 
"They  vary  slightly  each  way,  of  course. 
Now,  the  corpuscles  of  the  Burglar  in  the 
car  measured  just  one-three-thousand-one- 
hundred-and-forty-seventh  of  an  inch.  Mr. 
Herbert's  corpuscles,  tested  the  same  way 
with  the  same  instruments,  measure  precisely 
one-three-thousand-five-hundred-and-sixtieth." 
He  stopped  as  if  that  were  conclusive. 

"  By  George  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Randolph. 
"By  George!" 

"  That's  all  tommy-rot,"  Detective  Mallory 
burst  out.  "  That's  nothing  to  a  jury  or  to 
any  other  man  with  common  sense." 

"That  difference  in  measurement  proves 
beyond  question  that  Mr.  Herbert  was  not 
wounded  while  in  the  car,"  went  on  the 
Thinking  Machine,  as  if  there  had  been  no 
interruption.  "Now,  Mr.  Cunningham,  may 
I  ask  if  the  Burglar's  back  was  toward  you 
when  you  fired  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  He  was  going  away 
from  me." 

"  Well,  that  statement  agrees  with  the 
statement  of  Miss  Meredith  to  show  that 
the  Burglar  was  wounded  in  the  back.  Dr. 
Walpole  dressed  Mr.  Herbert's  wound  be- 
tween two  and  three  o'clock  on  the  Friday 
morning  following  the  masked  ball.  Mr. 
Herbert  had  been  shot,  but  the  wound  was 
in  ^^  front  of  his  right  shoulder." 

Delighted  amazement  radiated  from  Dollie 
Meredith's  face,  and  she  clapped  her  hands 
involuntarily,  as  she  would  have  applauded 
a  stage  incident.     Detective  Mallory  started 
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to  say  something,  then  thought  better  of  it, 
and  glared  at  Cunningham  instead. 

"Now,  Mr.  Cunningham  says  that  he 
shot  the  Burglar  with  this  revolver,"  and  the 
Thinking  Machine  waved  the  weapon  under 
Detective  Mallory's  nose.  "  Its  calibre  is 
thirty-eight.  Mr.  Herbert  was  shot  with  a 
thirty-two  calibre.  Here  is  the  bullet,"  and 
he  tossed  it  on  the  desk. 

VI. 

Strange  emotions,  all  tangled  up  with  turbu- 
lent impressions,  scrambled  through  Dollie 
Meredith's  pretty  head  in  great  disorder. 
She  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry. 
Finally  she  compromised  by  blushing  radi- 
antly at  the  memory  of  certain  lingering 
kisses  she  had  bestowed  upon— upon — Dick 
Herbert  ?  No,  it  wasn't  Dick  Herbert.  Oh, 
dear ! 

Detective  Mallory  pounced  upon  the  bullet 
as  a  hound  upon  a  hare,  and  turned  and 
twisted  it  in  his  hands.  Cunningham  leaned 
over  his  shoulder,  then  drew  a  cartridge  from 
the  revolver  and  compared  it,  as  to  size,  with 
the  bullet.  Hatch  and  Mr.  Randolph,  look- 
ing on,  saw  him  shake  his  head.  The  ball 
^was  too  small  for  the  revolver. 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  turned  suddenly, 
fiercely  upon  Dollie,  and  thrust  an  accusing 
finger  into  her  startled  face. 

"Mr.  Herbert  confessed  to  you  that  he 
was  with  you  in  the  car,  didn't  he  ?  " 

"Y-yes,"  she  faltered. 

"  You  know  he  was  with  you  ?  " 

"  I  thought  I  knew  it." 

"  You  wouldn't  have  gone  with  any  other 
man?" 

"Certainly  not!"  and  a  blaze  of  indignation 
suffused  her  cheeks. 

"  Your  casket  of  jewels  was  found  among 
the  stolen  goods  in  his  possession  ?  " 

"Yes,  but " 

With  a  wave  of  his  hand  the  Supreme 
Intelligence  stopped  explanations  and  turned 
to  glare  at  the  Thinking  Machine.  That 
imperturbable  gentleman  did  not  alter  his 
f)osition  in  the  slightest,  nor  did  he  change 
the  steady  upward  squint  of  his  eyes. 

"  If  you  have  quite  finished,  Mr.  Mallory," 
he  said,  after  a  moment,  "  I  will  explain  how 
and  under  what  circumstances  the  stolen 
plate  and  jewels  came  into  Mr.  Herbert's 
possession." 

"  Go  on,"  urged  Mr.  Randolph  and  Hatch 
in  a  breath. 

"  When  the  simplest  rules  of  logic  establish 
a  fact  it  becomes  incontrovertible,"  resumed 
the    scientist.     "  I    have    shown    that    Mr. 


Herbert  was  not  the  man  in  the  car — ^the 
Burglar.  Now,  what  did  happen  to  Mr. 
Herbert?  Twice  since  his  arrest  he  has 
stated  that  it  would  be  useless  for  him  to 
explain,  because  no  one  would  believe  it ; 
and  no  one  would  have  believed  it  unsup- 
ported— least  of  all  you,  Mr.  Mallory. 

"  It's  an  admitted  fact  that  Miss  Meredith 
and  Mr.  Herbert  had  planned  to  elope  from 
Seven  Oaks  on  the  night  of  the  ball.  I  dare 
say  that  Mr.  Herbert  did  not  deem  it  wise 
for  Miss  Meredith  to  know  his  costume, 
while  he  must  of  necessity  have  known  hers. 
Therefore,  the  plan  was  for  him  to  recognise 
her,  but  as  it  developed  she  recognised  him 
— or  thought  she  did — and  that  was  the 
real  cause  of  this  remarkable  muddle."  He 
glanced  at  Dollie.     "  Is  that  correct  ?  " 

Dollie  nodded  blushingly. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Herbert  did  not  go  to  the  ball 
— why  not,  I  will  explain  later ;  therefore 
Miss  Meredith  recognised  the  real  Burglar  as 
Mr.  Herbert ;  and  we  know  how  they  ran 
away  together  after  the  Burglar  had  stolen 
the  plate  and  various  articles  of  jewellery. 
We  must  credit  the  Burglar  with  remarkable 
intelligence ;  therefore,  when  a  young  and 
attractive  woman — I  may  say  a  beautiful 
woman — spoke  to  him  as  someone  else,  he 
immediately  saw  an  advantage  in  it.  There 
is  always,  too,  the  possibility  that  he  knew  he 
was  mistaken  for  Mr.  Herbert." 

Dollie  was  beginning  to  see,  too. 

"  We  know  the  method  of  escape,  the  pur- 
suit, and  all  that,  therefore  we  jump  to  the 
return  of  the  gold  plate.  Logic  makes  it 
instantly  apparent  that  that  was  the  work  of 
Miss  Meredith  here.  Not  having  the  plate, 
Mr.  Herbert  did- not  send  it  back,  of  course  j 
and  the  Burglar  would  not  have  sent  it  back. 
Realizing  too  late  that  the  man  she  was  with 
was  really  a  thief — and  still  believing  him, 
perhaps,  to  be  Mr.  Herbert — she  must  have 
taken  the  plate  and  escaped  under  cover  of 
darkness  ?  " 

The  tone  carried  a  question,  and  the 
Thinking  Machine  turned  squint ingly  upon 
Dollie. 

Again  she  nodded.  She  was  enthralled, 
fascinated  by  the  recital. 

"  It  was  a  simple  matter  for  her  to  return 
the  gold  plate,  taking  advantage  of  an 
unoccupied  house  and  the  willingness  of  a 
stranger  to  telephone  for  a  carrier's  cart. 
Thus  we  have  the  plate  again  at  Seven  Oaks, 
and  we  have  it  there  by  the  only  method  it 
could  have  been  returned  there  when  we 
account  for  and  consider  every  known  fact." 

The  Thinking  Machine  paused   and    sat 
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silently  staring  upward.  His  listeners  waited 
impatiently. 

"Now,  why  did  Mr.  Herbert  confess  to 
Miss  Meredith  that  he  stole  the  plate  ?  "  asked 
the  scientist,  as  if  of  himself.  "Perhaps  she 
forced  him  to  it.  Mr.  Herbert  is  a  young 
man  of  strong  loyalty  and  a  grim  sense  of 
humour,  this  latter  being  something  the  police 
are  not  acquainted  with.  However,  Mr. 
Herbert  did  confess  to  Miss  Meredith  that 
he  was  the  Burglar,  but  he  made  this  confes- 
sion obviously  because  she  would  believe 
nothing  else,  and  when  a  seeming  necessity 
of  protecting  the  real  Burglar  was  still  upper- 
most in  his  mind.  What  he  wanted  was  the 
Girl.  If  the  facts  never  came  out  he  was  all 
right;  if  they  did  come  out  they  would 
implicate  one  whom  he  was  protecting,  but 
through  no  fault  of  his  ;  therefore  he  was  still 
all  right" 

"  Bah ! "  exclaimed  the  Supreme  In- 
telligence. "  My  experience  has  shown 
that  a  man  doesn't  confess  to  a  theft 
unless " 

"  So  we  may  safely  assume,"  the  Thinking 
Machine  continued,  almost  pleasantly,  "  that 
Mr.  Herbert,  by  confessing  the  theft  as  a 
prank,  perhaps,  won  back  Miss  Meredith's 
confidence ;  that  they  planned  an  elopement 
for  the  second  time.  A  conversation  Mr. 
Hatch  had  with  Mr.  Herbert  immediately 
after  Mr.  Herbert  saw  Miss  Meredith  practi- 
cally confirms  it.  Then,  with  matters  in  this 
shape,  the  real  Burglar,  to  whom  I  have 
accredited  unusual  powers,  stole  the  plate  the 
second  time — we  know  how." 

"  Herbert  stole  it,  you  mean ! "  blazed 
Detective  Mallory. 

"This  theft  came  immediately  on  top  of 
the  reconciliation  of  Miss  Meredith  and  Mr. 
Herbert,"  the  Thinking  Machine  went  on 
steadily,  without  heeding  the  remark  by  the 
slightest  sign ;  "  therefore  it  was  only  natural 
that  he  should  be  the  person  most  vitally 
interested  in  seeing  that  the  plate  was  again 
returned.  He  undertook  to  do  this  himself 
The  result  was  that  where  the  police  had 
failed  he  found  the  plate  and  a  lot  of  jewels, 
took  them  from  the  Burglar,  and  was  about 
to  return  Mr.  Randolph's  property  when  the 
detectives  walked  in  on  him.  That  is  why 
he  laughed." 

Detective  Mallory  arose  from  his  seat  and 
started  to  say  something  impolite. 

"  Who,  then,"  he  demanded,  after  a  couple 
of  gulps,  "who  do  you  say  is  the  thief  if 
Herbert  is  not?" 

The  Thinking  Machine  glanced  up  into 
his  face,  then  turned  to  Hatch, 


"  Mr.  Hatch,  what  is  that  name  I  asked 
you  to  get  ?  " 

"  George  Francis  Hayden,"  was  the  stam- 
mering reply ;  "  but — but " 

"Then  George  Francis  Hayden  is  the 
thief,"  declared  the  Thinking  Machine, 
emphatically. 

"  But  I— I  started  to  say,"  Hatch  blurted 
out,  "I  started  to  say  that  George  Francis 
Hayden  has  been  dead  for  two  years." 

The  Thinking  Machine  arose  suddenly  and 
glared  at  the  reporter.  There  was  a  tense 
silence,  broken  at  last  by  a  chuckle  from 
Detective  Mallory. 

"  Dead  ? "  repeated  the  scientist,  incredu- 
lously.    "  Do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I— I  know  it." 

The  Thinking  Machine  stood  for  another 
moment  squinting  at  him,  then,  turning,  left 
the  room. 

VII. 

Half  an  hour  later  the  Thinking  Machine 
walked  in,  unannounced,  upon  Dick  Herbert. 

"  Mr.  Herbert,"  the  scientist  began,  "  I 
have  gone  out  of  my  way  to  prove  to  the 
police  that  you  were  not  in  the  car  with 
Miss  Meredith,  and  that  you  did  not  steal 
the  gold  plate  found  in  your  possession. 
Now,  I  happen  to  know  the  name  of  the 
thief,  and " 

"And  if  you  mention  it  to  one  living  soul," 
Dick  added,  suddenly,  hotly,  "  I  shall  forget 
myself,  and — and " 

"  His  name  is  George  Francis  Hayden," 
the  scientist  continued. 

Dick  started  a  little  and  straightened  up ; 
the  menace  dropped  from  him,  and  he  paused 
to  gaze  curiously  into  the  wizened  face  before 
him. 

After  a  moment  he  drew  a  sigh  of  deep 
relief. 

"  I  know  that  that  isn't  the  man  you 
thought  it  was,"  resumed  the  other,  "  but  the 
fact  remains  that  Hayden  is  the  man  with 
whom  Miss  Meredith  unwittingly  eloped,  and 
that  Hayden  is  the  man  who  actually  stole 
the  plate  and  jewels.  Further,  the  fact 
remains  that  Hayden " 

"Is  dead,"  Dick  supplemented,  grimly. 
"  You  are  talking  without  any  knowledge  of 
what  you  are  saying." 

"  He  can't  be  dead,"  remarked  the  scientist, 
calmly. 

"  But  he  is  dead,"  Dick  insisted. 

"He  can't  be  dead,"  snapped  the  other, 
abruptly.  "  It's  perfectly  stupid  to  suppose 
such  a  thing.  Why,  I  have  proved  abso- 
lutely by  the  simplest  rules  of  logic  that  he 
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Stole  the  gold  plate  ;  therefore  he  cannot  be 
dead.     It's  foolish  to  say  so." 

Dick  was  not  quite  certain  whether  to  be 
angry  or  amused. 

"  How  long  has  he  been  dead  ?  "  continued 
the  scientist. 

"  About  two  years." 

"  You  know  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  it." 

"  How  do  you  know  it  ?  " 

"  Because  I  attended  his  funeral,"  was  the 
prompt  reply. 

Dick  saw  a  shadow  of  impatience  flash 
into  his  visitor's  face  and  instantly  pass. 

"  How  did  he  die  ?  "  queried  the  scientist. 

"  He  was  lost  from  his  cat-boat,"  Dick 
answered.  "  He  had  gone  out  sailing  alone, 
while  in  a  bathing  suit.  Several  hours  after 
the  boat  drifted  in  on  the  tide  without  him. 


It  was  two  or  three  weeks  before  the  body 
was  recovered." 

**Ah  !"  exclaimed  the  Thinking  Machine. 

Then  for  half  an  hour  or  so  he  talked, 
and  as  he  went  on  incisively,  pointedly, 
dramatically  even  at  times,  Dick  Herbert's 
eyes  opened  wider  and  wider.  At  the  end  he 
rose  and  gripped  the  scientist's  slender  white 
fingers  heartily  in  his  own  with  something 
approaching  awe  in  his  manner.  Finally  he 
put  on  his  hat,  and  they  went  out  together. 

That  evening,  at  eight  o'clock.  Detective 
Mallory,  Hutchinson  Hatch,  Mr.  Randolph, 
Mr.  Meredith,  Mr.  Grey  ton,  and  Dollie 
Meredith  gathered  in  a  parlour  of  the 
Greytons'  house  by  request  of  the  Thinking 
Machine. 

Finally  there  came  a  tinkle  at  the  bell,  and 
the  Thinking  Machine  entered.     Behind  him 
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came  Dick  Herbert,  Dr.  Clarence  Walpole, 
and  a  stranger.  Mr.  Meredith  glanced  up 
quickly  at  Herbert,  and  Dollie  lifted  her  chin 
haughtily,  with  a  stony  stare  which  admitted 
of  no  compromise.  Dick  pleaded  recognition 
with  his  eyes,  but  it  was  no  use,  so  he  sat 
down  where  he  could  watch  her  unobserved. 

The  Thinking  Machine  sat  down,  stretched 
out  his  slender  legs,  turned  his  eyes  upward, 
and  adjusted  his  fingers  precisely,  tip  to  tip. 

"  We  shall  have  to  go  back  a  few  years  to 
get  the  real  beginning  of  the  events  which 
have  culminated  so  strangely  within  the  past 
week,"  he  said.  "  This  was  a  close  friend- 
ship of  three  young  men  in  college.  They 
were  Mr.  Herbert  here,  Harry  Meredith,  and 
George  Francis  Hayden.  This  friendship, 
not  an  unusual  one  in  college,  was  made 
somewhat  romantic  by  the  young  men  calling 
themselves  the  Triangle.  They  occupied  the 
same  apartments,  and  were  exclusive  to  a 
degree.  Of  necessity  Mr.  Herbert  was  drawn 
from  that  exclusiveness  to  a  certain  extent 
by  his  participation  in  football." 

A  germ  of  memory  was  working  in  Hatch's 
mind. 

"  At  someone's  suggestion  three  triangular 
watch-charms  were  made,  identical  in  every 
way  save  for  initials  on  the  back.  They  bore 
a  symbol  which  was  meaningless,  except  to 
the  Triangle.  They  were  made  to  order,  and 
are  therefore  the  only  three  of  the  kind  in 
the  world.  Mr.  Herbert  has  one  now  on  his 
watch-chain,  with  his  own  initials ;  there  is 
another  with  the  initials  *  G.  F.  H.'  in  the  lot 
of  jewellery  Mr.  Mallory  recovered  from  Mr. 
Herbert.  The  third  is  worn  by  Harry 
Meredith,  who  is  now  in  Buenos  Ayres.  The 
British  Consul  there  has  confirmed  by  cable 
that  fact. 

"  In  their  last  year  the  three  young  men 
of  the  Triangle  were  concerned  in  the 
mysterious  disappearance  of  a  valuable 
diamond  ring.  It  was  hushed  up  in  college 
after  it  seemed  established  that  Mr.  Herbert 
here  was  a  thief.  Knowing  his  own  inno- 
cence, and  seeing  what  seemed  to  be  an 
exclusive  opportunity  for  Harry  Meredith  to 
have  done  what  was  charged,  Mr.  Herbert 
laid  the  matter  to  him,  having  at  that  time 
an  interview  with  Mr.  Meredith  here.  The 
result  of  that  interview  was  more  than  ever 
to  convince  Mr.  Meredith  of  Mr.  Herbert's 
guilt.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  thief  in  that 
case  was  George  Francis  Hayden." 

There  were  little  murmurs  of  astonishment, 
and  Mr.  Meredith  turned  and  stared  at  Dick 
Herbert.  Dollie  gave  him  a  little  glance  out 
of  a  comer  of  her  eye  and  smiled. 


"This  ended  the  Triangle,"  resumed  the 
scientist.  "A  year  or  so  later  Mr.  Herbert 
met  Miss  Meredith.  About  two  years  ago 
George  Francis  Hayden  was  reported 
drowned  from  his  boat.  This  was  confirmed 
apparently  by  the  finding  of  his  body,  and 
an  insurance  company  paid  over  a  large 
sum,  I  think  five  thousand  pounds,  to  a 
woman  who  claimed  to  be  his  wife.  But 
George  Francis  Hayden  was  not  drowned ; 
he  is  alive  now.  It  was  a  carefully-planned 
fraud  against  the  insurance  company,  and  it 
succeeded. 

"  This,  then,  was  the  situation  on  last 
Thursday,  the  night  of  the  masked  ball  at 
Seven  Oaks,  except  that  there  had  grown  up 
a  love  affair  between  Miss  Meredith  and  Mr. 
Herbert.  Naturally  the  father  opposed  this 
because  of  the  incident  at  college.  Both 
Miss  Meredith  and  Mr.  Herbert  had  invita- 
tions to  that  ball.  It  was  an  opportunity  for 
an  elopement,  and  they  accepted  it.  Mr. 
Herbert  sent  word  to  her  what  costume  to 
wear ;  she  did  not  know  the  nature  of  his. 

"  On  Thursday  afternoon  Miss  Meredith 
sent  her  jewel  casket,  with  practically  all  her 
jewels,  to  Mr.  Herbert. 

"  At  this  point  Fate,  in  the  guise  of  a 
masked  Burglar,  saw  fit  to  step  into  the 
affair,"  the  scientist  went  on,  after  a  moment. 
"About  nine-thirty  on  Thursday  evening, 
while  Mr.  Herbert  was  alone,  the  masked 
Burglar,  George  Francis  Hayden,  entered  Mr. 
Herbert's  house,  possibly  thinking  everyone 
was  away.  There,  sti]l  masked,  he  met  Mr. 
Herbert,  who  recognised  him  by  something 
he  said  and  by  the  triangular  charm  he  wore, 
as  Harry  Meredith,  Remember,  he  thought 
he  knew  George  Francis  Hayden  was  dead. 

"  There  were  some  words  and  a  personal 
encounter  between  the  two  men.  George 
Francis  Hayden  fired  a  shot  which  struck 
Mr.  Herbert  in  the  right  shoulder — in  front — 
took  the  jewel  casket,  in  which  Mr.  Herbert 
had  placed  his  card  of  invitation  to  the  ball, 
and  went  away,  leaving  Mr.  Herbert  senseless 
on  the  floor." 

Dollie's  face  blanched  suddenly,  and  she 
gasped.  When  she  glanced  involuntarily  at 
Dick  she  read  the  love-light  in  his  eyes,  and 
her  colour  returned  with  a  rush. 

"Several  hours  later,  when  Mr.  Herbert 
recovered  consciousness,"  the  unruffled  voice 
continued,  "he  went  to  Dr.  Walpole,  the 
nearest  physician,  and  there  the  bullet  was 
extracted  and  the  wound  dressed.  The  ball 
*  was  thirty-two  calibre  ?  " 

Dr.  Walpole  nodded. 

"  And  Mr.  Cunningham's  revolver  c?irried 
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a  thirty-eight,"  added  the  scientist.  "  Now 
we  go  back  to  the  Burglar.  He  found 
the  invitation  in  the  casket,  and  the  bold 
scheme  which  later  he  carried  out  so  per- 
fectly came  to  him  as  an  inspiration.  He 
went  to  the  ball  just  as  he  was.  Nerve, 
self  -  possession,  and  humour  took  him 
through. 

"  Naturally,  under  all  the  circumstances, 
Mr.  Herbert,  believing  that  Harry  Meredith 
was  the  thief,  would  say  nothing  to  bring 
disgrace  upon  the  name  of  the  girl  he  loved. 
Instead  he  saw  Miss  Meredith,  who  would 
not  accept  his  denial  then,  and  in  order  to 
get  her  first — explanations  might  come  later 
— he  confessed  to  the  theft,  whereupon  they 
planned  the  second  elopement. 

"  When  Miss  Meredith  returned  the  plate 
there  was  no  anticipation  of  a  second  theft. 
Here  is  where  we  get  a  better  understanding 
of  the  mettle  of  the  real  Burglar — George 
Francis  Hayden.  He  went  back  and  got 
the  plate  from  Seven  Oaks.  Instantly  that 
upset  the  second  elopement  plan.  Then 
Mr.  Herbert  undertook  the  search,  got  a  clue. 


'MR.    MKREDITH   AROSE,   WENT  OVER  TO   DICK   HERBERT,   AND   SOLEMNLY   SHOOK   HIS   HAND. 


followed  it,  and  recovered  not  only  the  plate, 
but  a  great  lot  of  jewels." 

There  was  a  pause.  A  sky-rocket  ascended 
in  Hatch's  mind  and  burst,  illuminating  the 
whole  tangled  story.  Detective  Mallory 
sat  dumbly,  thinking  profane  words.  Mr. 
Meredith  arose,  went  over  to  Dick  Herbert, 
and  solemnly  shook  his  hand,  after  which  he 
sat  down  again.     Dollie  smiled  charmingly. 

VIII. 

"  Now  that  is  what  actually  happened,"  said 
the  Thinking  Machine  after  a  little  while. 
"First  in  this  case  I  had  Mr.  Hatch's  detailed 
examination  of  each  circumstance.  By  an 
inspiration  he  connected  Mr.  Herbert  and 
Miss  Meredith  with  the  affair,  and  talked  to 
both  before  the  police  had  any  knowledge  at 
all  of  them.  In  other  words,  he  reached  at  a 
bound  what  they  took  days  to  accomplish. 
After  the  second  theft  he  came  to  me  and 
related  the  story." 

The  reporter  blushed  modestly. 
"  Mr.  Hatch's  belief  that  the  things  that 
had  happened  to  Mr.  Herbert  and  Miss 
Meredith  bore  on 
the  theft,"  re- 
sumed  the 
scientist,  "was 
susceptible  of  con- 
firmation or  re- 
futation in  only 
one  way,  this 
being  so  because 
of  Mr.  Herbert's 
silence  —  due  to 
his  loyalty.  I  saw 
that.  But  before 
I  went  farther  I 
saw  clearly  what 
had  actually  hap- 
pened if  I  pre- 
supposed that 
there  had  been 
some  connection. 
Thus  came  to  me, 
I  may  say  here, 
the  almost  certain 
knowledge  that 
Miss  Meredith 
had  a  brother, 
although  I  had 
never  heard  of 
him  or  her." 

"  Suppose  you 
give  us  just  your 
line  of  reason- 
ing," ventured 
Hatch. 
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"Well,  I  began  with  the  bloodstains  in 
the  motor-car,  to  either  bring  Mr.  Herbert 
into  this  affair  or  shut  him  out,"  replied 
the  scientist.  "  You  know  how  I  made  the 
blood  tests.  They  showed  conclusively  that 
the  blood  on  the  cushion  was  not  Mr. 
Herbert's.  Remember,  please,  that  while  I 
knew  Miss  Meredith  had  been  in  the  car,  I 
also  knew  she  was  not  wounded. 

"  Now,  I  knew  Mr.  Herbert  had  been 
wounded — he  wouldn't  say  how.  If  at  home, 
would  he  not  go  to  the  nearest  physician  ? 
Probably.  I  got  Dr.  Walpole's  name  from 
the  telephone  book — he  being  nearest  the 
Herbert  home — and  sent  Mr.  Hatch  there, 
where  he  learned  of  the  wound  in  front  and 
of  the  thirty- two  calibre  ball.  I  already  knew 
the  police  revolvers  were  thirty  eight  calibre; 
therefore  Mr.  Herbert  was  not  wounded  while 
in  the  car. 

"That  removed  Mr.  Herbert  as  a  possi- 
bility in  the  first  theft,  despite  the  fact  that 
his  invitation  card  was  presented  at  the  door. 
It  was  reasonable  to  suppose  that  invitation 
had  been  stolen.  Immediately  after  the 
plate  was  returned  Mr.  Herbert  effected  a 
reconciliation  with  Miss  Meredith.  Because 
of  this  and  for  other  reasons  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  see  that  he  was  a  party  to  the 
second  theft,  as  I  knew  him  to  be  innocent 
of  the  first.  Yet,  what  happened  to  him  ? 
Why  wouldn't  he  say  something  ? 

"In  this  instance  I  could  only  imagine  why 
Mr.  Herbert  was  silent.  Remember,  he  was 
shot,  and  wouldn't  say  who  did  it.  Why? 
If  it  had  been  an  ordinary  thief — and  I  got 
the  idea  of  a  thief  from  the  invitation  card 
being  in  other  hands  than  his — he  would  not 
have  hesitated  to  talk.  Therefore  it  was  an 
extraordinary  thief,  in  that  it  connected  with 
something  near  and  dear  to  him.  No  one 
was  nearer  and  dearer  to  him  than  Miss 
Meredith.  Did  she  shoot  him  ?  No.  Did 
her  father  shoot  him  ?  Probably  not,  but 
possibly.  A  brother?  That  began  to  look 
more  reasonable. 

"  For  the  moment  I  assumed  a  brother, 
not  knowing.  How  did  Mr.  Herbert  know 
this  brother  ?  Was  it  in  his  college  days  ? 
Mr.  Hatch  brought  me  a  list  of  the  students 
of  three  years  before  his  graduating  year,  and 
there  I  found  the  name  Harry  Meredith,  You 
see,  step  by  step  pure  logic  was  leading  me 
to  something  tangible,  definite.  My  next 
act  was  to  see  Mr.  Meredith  and  ask  for  the 
address  of  his  son — the  only  son — whom  at 
that  time  I  frankly  believed  was  the  real 
thief.  But  this  son  was  in  South  America. 
That  startled  me  a  little,  and  brought  me  up 

Vol.  xjjxv.— 18. 


against  the  father  as  a  possible  thief.  He 
was  in  Birmingham  on  that  night. 

"  Then  the  question :  Was  the  man  who 
stole  from  Mr.  Herbert,  probably  entering 
his  place  and  shooting  him,  masked  ?  Mr. 
Herbert  said  he  was.  I  framed  the  question 
so  as  to  bring  Harry  Meredith's  name  into  it, 
much  to  Mr.  Herbert's  alarm.  How  had  he 
recognised  him  as  Harry  Meredith  ?  By 
something  he  said  or  wore?  Mr.  Herbert 
replied  in  the  affirmative — both.  Therefore, 
I  had  a  masked  Burglar  who  could  not  have 
been  either  Harry  Meredith  or  Mr.  Meredith 
here.     Who  was  he? 

"  I  decided  to  let  Mr.  Hatch  look  into 
that  point  for  me,  and  went  to  see  Dr. 
Walpole.  He  gave  me  the  bullet  he  had 
extracted  from  Mr.  Herbert's  shoulder.  Mr. 
Hatch  shortly  after  rushed  in  on  me  with  the 
statement  that  Miss  Meredith  had  admitted 
that  Mr.  Herbert  had  confessed  to  her.  I 
could  see  instantly  why  he  had  confessed  to 
her.  Then  Mr.  Hatch  undertook  for  me 
the  investigation  of  Herbert's  and  Harry 
Meredith's  career  in  college.  He  remem- 
bered part  of  it,  and  unearthed  the  affair  of 
the  Triangle  and  the  theft  of  a  diamond  ring. 

"  I  had  asked  Mr.  Hatch  to  find  for  me  if 
Harry  Meredith  and  Mr.  Herbert  had  had 
a  mutual  intimate  in  college.  They  had : 
George  Francis  Hayden,  the  third  member 
of  ihe  Triangle.  Then  the  question  seemed 
solved,  but  Mr.  Hatch  upset  everything 
when  he  said  Mr.  Hayden  was  dead.  I  went 
immediately  to  see  Mr.  Herbert.  From  him 
I  learned  that,  while  Mr.  Hayden  was  Supposed 
to  be  dead  and  buried,  there  was  no  positive 
proof  of  it ;  the  body  recovered  had  been  in 
the  water  three  weeks,  and  was  consequently 
almost  unrecognisable.  Therefore  the  theft 
came  inevitably  to  Mr.  Hayden.  Why  ? 
Because  the  Burglar  had  been  recognised  by 
something  he  said  and  wore.  It  would  have 
been  difficult  for  Mr.  Herbert  to  recognise 
a  masked  man  so  positively  unless  the  masked 
man  wore  something  h^ absolutely  knew  or 
said  something  he  abs61utely  knew,  Mr. 
Herbert  thought  with  reason  that  the  masked 
man  was  Harry  Meredith,  but  with  Harry 
Meredith  in  South  America  the  thief  was 
incontrovertibly  George  Francis  Hayden. 

"After  a  short  interview  as  to  Hayden, 
during  which  Mr.  Herbert  told  me  more  of 
the  Triangle  and  the  three  watch-charms,  he 
and  I  went  out  investigating.  He  took  me 
to  the  room  where  he  had  found  the  plate 
and  jewels — a  place  in  a  boarding-house 
which  this  gentleman  manages."  The  scientist 
turned  to  the  stranger,  who  had  been  a  silent 
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listener.  "  He  identified  an  old  photograph 
of  George  Francis  Hayden  as  an  occupant  of 
an  apartment. 

"  Mr.  Herbert  and  I  searched  the  place. 
My  growing  idea,  based  on  the  established 
knavery  of  George  Francis  Hayden,«that  he 
was  the  real  thief  in  the  college  incident,  was 
proved  when  I  found  this  ring  there— the 
ring  that  was  stolen  at  that  time — with  the 
initials  of  the  owner  in  it." 

The  Thinking  Machine  produced  the  ring 
and  offered  it  to  Detective  Mallory,  who  had 
allowed  the  earth  to  slip  away  from  him 
slowly  but  surely. 

"  Mr.  Herbert  and  I  learned  of  the  insu- 
rance fraud  in  another  manner — that  is,  when 
we  knew  that  George  P'rancis  Hayden  was 
not  dead  we  knew  there  had  been  a  fraud. 
Mr.  Hayden  has  been  known  lately  as 
Chester  Goodrich.  He  has  been  missing 
since  Mr.  Herbert,  in  his  absence,  recovered 
the  plate  and  the  jewels  in  his  apartments." 

The  'J'hinking  Machine  glanced  at  Mr. 
Mallory. 

"Your  man  — Downey,  I  think  it  was— did 
excellentwork,"he 
said,  "  in  tracing 
Miss  Meredith 
from  the  time  she 
left  the  car  until 
she  returned 
home,  and  later 
leading  you  to 
Mr.  Herbert.  It 
was  not  strange 
that  yo\i  should 
have  been  con- 
vinced of  his  guilt 
when  we  consider 
the  goods  found 
in  his  possession 
and  also  the 
wound  in  his 
shoulder." 

That  was  all. 
For  a  long  time 
there  was  silence. 
Dollie  Meredith's 
.pretty  face  was 
radiant,  and  her 
eyes  were  fastened 
on  her  father.  Mr. 
Meredith  glanced 
at  her,  cleared  his 
throat,  then 
arose  and  offered 
his  hand  to  Dick 
Herbert. 


"  I  have  done  you  an  injustice,  sir,"  he 
said,  gravely.  "  Permit  me  to  apologize.  I 
think  perhaps  my  daughter " 

That  was  superfluous.  Dollie  was  already 
beside  Dick,  and  a  rousing,  smacking,  re- 
sounding kiss  echoed  her  father's  words 
Dick  liked  it  and  was  ready  for  more,  but 
Dollie  impetuously  flung  her  arms  around  the 
neck  of  the  Thinking  Machine. 

"  You  dear  old  thing ! "  she  gurgled. 
**  You*re  just  too  sweet  for  anything." 

"  Dear  me  !  dear  me  !  "  fussed  the  Think- 
ing Machine.  "Don't  do  that.  It  annoys 
me  exceedingly." 

Some  three  months  later,  when  the  search 
for  George  Francis  Hayden  had  become  only 
lukewarm,  this  being  three  days  before  Miss 
Meredith's  wedding  to  Dick  Herbert,  she 
received  a  small  box  containing  a  solitaire 
ring  and  a  note.     It  was  brief: — 

In  memory  of  one  night  in  the  woods  and  of  what 
happened  there,  permit  me  to  give  this.  You  can't 
return  it — and  it  is  one  of  the  few  things  honest 
money  from  me  ever  paid  for. 

Bill  the 

Burglar. 


While  Dollie 
examined  the 
ring  with  mingled 
emotions  Dick 
stared  at  the  post- 
mark on  the  pack- 
age. 

"  It's  a  rattling 
good  clue  !  "  he 
said,  enthusias- 
tically. 

Dollie  turned 
to  him,  recog- 
nisinga  menace 
in  the  words, 
and  took  the 
paper  which 
bore  the  post- 
mark from  his 
hands. 

"Let's  pre- 
t  e  n  d,"  she 
said,  gently; 
"  let's  pretend 
we  don't  know 
where  it  came 
from." 

Dick  stared  a 
little,  and  kissed 
her. 


*lbt'5  prktknd,'  she  said,  gently." 
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The   Discovery  of   Pharaoh's  Mummy. 

By  DAVID   M.   BEDDOE. 


lUusiratedftom  Photoj^raphs  by  Professor  Elliot  Smith. 


F  the  many  kings  who  ruled 
m  ancient  Egypt,  not  one  has 
seized  more  on  the  popular 
imagination  than  he  with 
whom  Moses  fought  his  long 
duel  for  the  liberation  of   his 

countrymen. 

Up  to  comparatively  recent  years  even  his 

identity  was  wrapped  in  obscurity,  but  latterly 

several    facts    have    come    to    light     which 

make  it  practically  a  certainty  that  he  was 

Menephtah,    son    of     the    great     Rameses. 
And   now  his 

mummy    has 

been  discovered 

and       unfolded, 

and  the  eyes  of 

readers  of  these 

pages  can  rest  on 

the  very  features 

on     which     the 

eyes    of    Moses 

looked    three 

thousand     years 

and  more  ago. 
The    mummy 

was     found     in 

1898    by    M . 

Loret,     in     the 

tomb  of  Amen- 

hotep  II.,  at  Bab 

el      M  u  1  e  u k , 

Thebes,  and  was 

brought    to    the 

Museum  in  Cairo 

in   1900,   but    It 

was     not     until 

last  July  that  it 

was  unwrapped. 
Professo  r 

Elliot    Smith, 

F.R.S.,     writes: 

"  Even  without  the  evidence  of  the  writing 

on  the  shroud,  many  details  of  the  process  of 

mummification  would  have  enabled  us  to  put 

this  mummy  into  the  same  group  as  those 

of  Rameses  II.  and  Siptah  and  Seti  II.,  and 


PHARAOH. 
A  Photograph  of  the  recently-discovered  Mummy. 


the  physical  characteristics  of  the  mummy 
itself  are  such  as  to  suggest  a  near  affinity  to 
Rameses  II.  and  Seti  I.  On  these  grounds 
there  can  be  little  doubt  as  to  the  correct- 
ness of  the  identification  of  this  mummy  as 
Menephtah.'* 

On  July  8th,  1907,  Professor  Elliot  Smith 
proceeded  to  unwrap  the  mummy  in  the 
presence  of  M.  Maspero  and  a  few  others. 
On  the  table  lay  an  oblong  figure  in  brown 
linen  ;  no  finer  than  many  others,  no  pomp,  no 
splendour  about  it  to  distinguish  it  from  many 

another  and 
humbler  being, 
nothing  save  the 
brief  writing  in 
faded  ink  over 
the  chest  to  tell 
that  therein  lay 
all  that  was  left 
of  Menephtah, 
King  of  Upper 
and  Lower 
Egypt.  Slowly 
and  carefully  the 
linen  bandages 
were  unwound 
—  long,  inter- 
minable wrap- 
pings. Then,  as 
the  chest  came 
to  view,  someone 
exclaimed,  "See! 
he  has  been 
plundered,"  and 
there,  folded 
across  the  breast, 
were  to  be  seen 
the  long,  lean 
arms  and  the  half- 
clenched  fists, 
now  emptied 
of  those  golden  sceptres  of  Royalty  which 
ever  accompanied  the  Kings  of  Egypt  to  the 
tomb  ;  yet,  though  some  two  thousand  years 
had  elapsed  since  the  plunderers  had  de- 
spoiled him  of  them,  the  long,  lean  fingers 
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were  gripped  together  as  if  they  still  clutched 
those  emblems  of  power  that  he  knew  so 
well  how  to  wield. 

One  could  see  that  the  pillage  had  been  a 
hurried  one,  for  the  thieves,  in  their  haste  to 
rifle,  had  gashed  into 
the  forearms  with  the 
sharp  instruments  they 
had  employed  to  cut 
through  the  under  wrap- 
pings ;  they  had  done 
their  work  thoroughly, 
however,  for  not  a  jewel, 
not  a  scarab  was  left — 
they  had  picked  him 
clean. 

As  the  deft  hands 
continued  their  task  one 
watched  with  an  all- 
pervading  curiosity  for 
the  countenance  of 
Pharaoh  to  be  laid  bare. 
What  manner  of  man 
was  he  ?  What  was  he 
like? 

Little  by  little  the 
head  and  face  came  to 
view,  and  soon  they  lay 
before  us  in  all  their 
nakedness  upturned  to 
the  ceiling. 

There  are  many  faces 
which  accord  but  ill  with 
the  character  of  the  men 
as  we  know  them  ;  not 
so  Pharaoh.  No  ple- 
beian face  his  :  the 
clean-shaven  head  in  its 
long  sweep,  the  high- 
arched  nose,  almost 
hawk-like  in  its  lines, 
the  long,  lean  jaw  and 
thin  -  cut  mouth,  they 
were  all  there  \  the  eyes 
alone,  which  might  in 
some  passing  gleam  of 
kindliness  have  tem- 
pered that  iron  jaw  and 
that  stubborn  mouth, 
were  absent.  Pharaoh,  as  h^  is  depicted  in 
Exodus,  layon  the  table  in  the  Cairo  Museum ; 
the  three  thousand  years  had  not  softened  him. 

One  touch  of  human  frailty  he  presented, 
for  while  the  stubble  lay  rough  to  the  fingers 
on  his  lips,  the  top  of  his  head  was  smooth. 
Pharaoh  was  bald.  To  reconstruct  his 
appearance  during  life  would  not  be  difficult 
from  a  consideration  of  his  present  condition 
and  the  results  of  anatomical  examination. 


Pharaoh's  Mummy  in  Its  Case. 


He  was  a  clean-shaven,  corpulent  old  man 
of  somewhat  below  the  average  height,  dark- 
complexioned  and  bald,  save  for  a  tonsure- 
like fringe  of  white  hair;  toothless,  except 
for  one  somewhat  prominent  front  tooth  in 
the  upper  jaw,  which 
but  inadequately  could 
have  kept  his  somewhat 
hooked  nose  from  con- 
tact with  his  chin. 

The  actual  cause  of 
his  death  is  now  impos- 
sible to  determine,  but 
it  is  certain  that  his 
declining  days  were  not 
spent  in  comfort ;  the 
skin  still  hangs  some- 
what loosely  on  his 
body,  as  though  he  had 
sufifered  from  some  wast- 
mg  disease.  His  arteries 
are  much  degenerated, 
and  his  absence  of  teeth, 
apart  from  the  pain  of 
decay,  must  have  pre- 
vented him  from  at  least 
enjoying  the  pleasures 
of  the  table. 

Cicero  might  very  well 
have  pointed  out  the 
beauties  of  old  age,  but 
it  would  probably  have 
taken  more  even  than  the 
great  Roman's  eloquence 
to  have  convinced 
Menephtah  of  its  charms. 
Such  is  the  appearance 
of  the  great  Tyrant,  he 
who  has  been  held  up  for 
countless  generations  to 
the  obloquy  of  mankind 
as  the  Pharaoh  of  the 
Exodus.  What  a  drama 
the  very  words  conjure 
up  !  We  see  the  begin- 
nings in  the  jealousy  of 
some  Hebrew  brothers 
who,  under  the  father  of 
this  Pharaoh,  sell  another 
brother— Joseph — into  slavery.  We  follow  the 
varying  fortunes  of  the  latter  on  the  banks  of 
the  Nile,  his  amazing  rise  to  power,  his  bring- 
ing of  his  kindred  to  share  in  his  good  fortune, 
their  prosperity  and  increase,  followed  after 
his  death  by  their  gradual  fall  into  slavery 
when  the  Egyptians  "  made  their  lives  bitter 
with  hard  bondage  in  mortar  and  in  brick,  and 
in  all  manner  of  service  in  the  field."  We  see 
the  quick   mother-wit  employed  by   one   of 
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these  Israelitish  women  to  save  her  child — 
Moses — from  the  pitiless  order  to  slay,  his 
discovery  by  the  daughter  of  the  King,  his 
upbringing  in  the  palace  of  Pharaoh  him- 
self, his  killing  of  an  Egyptian  whom  he 
found  maltreating  one  of  his  blood,  his 
hurried  flight  from  the  country,  and  his 
return  forty  years  later  to  wrest  them,  if 
possible,  from  the  grip  of  a  tyrant  standing 
out  against  the  aspirations  of  a  people  longing 
for  freedom. 

We  watch  the 
long  fight  be- 
tween the  patriot 
and  the  tyrant, 
the  struggle  of 
the  Sovereign, 
torn  between 
superstitious  fear 
and  kingly  pride, 
his  promises  and 
recantations,  his 
final  acquiesc- 
ence, closely  fol- 
lowed again  by 
repentance,  the 
hurried  mobili- 
zation of  his 
army,  his  dash 
after  his  retreat- 
ing bondsmen, 
and  the  final 
catastrophe  in 
the  waters  of  the 
Red  Sea.  It 
forms  a  story 
that  even  the 
romance  -  laden 
land  of  Egypt 
cannot  surpass. 

The  life -his- 
tory of  Moses, 
the  great  patriot, 
is  known  to  us 
most  fully  from 
the  Old  Testa- 
ment ;  but  of  that  of  his  great  opponent,  of 
Pharaoh  himself,  we  learn  little.  His  name, 
his  age,  his  personal  characteristics,  are 
scarcely  touched  upon.  Yet,  if  there  is  one 
of  the  great  rulers  of  olden  time  that  one 
longs  to  know  more  of  than  another,  it  is  this 
King,  whose  order  to  make  bricks  without 
straw  yet  stands  out  as  the  acme  of  tyranny 
and  senseless  oppression. 

It  is  a  most  singular  thing,  considering 
how  important  the  Israelitish  bondage  in 
Egypt  appears  to  have  been,  how  little 
record  there  is  of  the  Israelites  in  Egyptian 
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A  Portrait-Statue  of  Pharaoh  at  Thebes. 


chronicles.  There  is  known  at  present  but 
one  record,  and  that  of  the  briefest :  it  is  on 
a  stele  described  by  Petrie  in  1896  and 
found  on  the  site  of  the  Araenophium  at 
Thebes,  whereon  Menephtah  (Pharaoh),  in 
his  paean  of  victory,  says  that  "The  Israilu 
are  destroyed  and  have  no  longer  seed." 

Such  alone  is  the  contemporary  reference 
to  a  series  of  incidents  which  for  nearly  four 
thousand   years  have  moved   the   hearts  of 

mankind.  This 
Egyptian  capti- 
vity of  an  alien 
race  would  long 
since  have  been 
forgotten  had  it 
not  been  that 
from  that  race 
s  prang  the 
founder  of 
Christianity. 

Pharaoh  was 
the  thirteenth  of 
the  hundred  and 
eleven  sons  born 
to  the  great 
Rameses;  his 
mother  was  Iso- 
nofrit,  sister  of 
Rameses  and 
daughter  of  Seti 
I.  It  was  pro- 
bably a  sister  of 
Menephtah  who 
found  Moses  in 
the  bulrushes. 
Her  identity  has, 
unfortunately, 
not  been  pre- 
served. One 
would  have  been 
glad  to  have 
known  some- 
thing more  of 
her,  if  only  for 
that  sweet  com- 
passion which  alone  in  the  tragic  description 
in  the  Exodus  illumines  with  its  womanliness 
the  stem  picture  of  the  Egyptian  character. 

Of  Pharaoh's  youth  little  is  known.  He 
was  already  a  man  of  at  least  sixty  years  of  age 
when  he  succeeded  his  father,  and  save  for  a 
small  expedition  into  Syria  the  first  few  years 
of  his  reign  passed  tranquilly  enough.  He 
was  not  of  an  age  to  long  for  conquest,  and 
his  ambitions,  if  he  had  ever  had  any,  had 
probably  long  since  passed  with  his  youth. 
That  he  did  not  carry  out  any  very  ambi- 
tious work,  but  was  content  with  erecting  the 
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few  monuments  which  remain  as  a  record  of 
his  reign,  was  probably  due  to  the  fact  that 
he  realized  that  from  his  age  he  would  never 
be  able  tocompletesuch 
work,  and  that  he  would 
be  but  actmg  for  the 
glorification  of  his 
successor. 

Of  Pharaoh's  charac- 
ter we  know  little  save 
what  we  can  glean  from 
side  issues.  That  he 
was  superstitious  is  very 
probable,  but  it  was  a 
failing  that  he  shared 
with  those  of  his  time. 
Concerning  the  obsti- 
nacy that  he  displayed 
even  in  the  face  of  the 
many  wonders  per- 
formed by  Moses,  it  is 
very  possible  that  there- 
in lies  a  simple  expla- 
nation. What  position 
Moses  exactly  occupied 
at  the  Court  of  Pharaoh 
—  whether  it  was  a 
somewhat  menial  one, 
or  as  the  pampered 
favourite  of  the  Princess 
with  all  the  attendant 
privileges — we  do  not 
know  ;  but  it  would  be 
almost  certain  that  he 
would  have  been  well 
know^n  to  Pharaoh. 
Familiarity  and  rever- 
ence are  naturally  an- 
tagonistic, and  we  can 
imagine  that,  supersti- 
tious as  Menephtah 
probably  was,  his  in- 
credulity was  not  un- 
likely due  to  the  fact 
that  he  had  known 
Moses  of  old.  That  the 
youth  who  hid  pro- 
bably played  with  him 
on  the  banks  of  the 
Nile  should  return  from 
goodness  knows  where, 
as  the  confidant  of  a 
God  whom  he  had 
never  heard  of,  and 
demand  the  liberation 
of  600,000  slaves,  was  a  trifle  too  much  even 
for  Pharaoh,  who  needed  more  than  one 
trick  of  legerdemain,  as  he  considered  it,  to 
convince  him. 
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The  Mummy  of  Pharaoh's  Father,  Rameses  II. 
— the  Pharaoh  of  Joseph. 


Of  the  cause  of  Pharaoh's  death  we  have 
no  record.  That  he  met  with  the  end  com- 
monly  ascribed  to  him  is  almost  certainly 
unfounded.  There  is 
no  record  of  his  having 
been  drowned  in  the 
Red  Sea,  neither  is 
there  any  account  of 
any  Pharaoh  having 
met  his  death  by  such 
means ;  and  the  fact 
that  his  mummy  has 
now  been  found  prac- 
tically puts  such  a 
theory  out  of  court. 

Though  it  has  long 
been  accepted  that  the 
Pharaoh  of  the  Exodus 
met  his  fate  thus,  the 
examination  of  Holy 
Writ  does  not  expressly 
state  it.  In  Exodus 
xiv.,  28,  it  says  :  "  And 
the  waters  returned,  and 
covered  the  chariots, 
and  the  horsemen,  and 
all  the  host  of  Pharaoh 
that  came  into  the  sea 
after  them  ;  there  re- 
mained not  so  much 
as  one  of  them." 

In  Exodus  XV.,  4,  it 
relates  how  "  Pharaoh's 
chariots  and  his  host 
hath  he  cast  into  the 
sea ;  his  chosen  cap- 
tains also  are  drowned 
in  the  Red  Sea." 

There  is  not  a  word 
of  Pharaoh  himself. 
Had  he  too  fallen  a 
victim  it  is  not  likely 
that  the  Israelites  would 
have  forgotten  to  chro- 
nicle the  fact. 

The  Koran  is,  how- 
ever, much  more  ex- 
plicit. In  the  tenth 
chapter,  that  entitled 
"Jonas,"  it  says  :  "And 
we  caused  the  children 
of  Israel  to  pass 
through  the  Red  Sea, 
and  Pharaoh  and  his 
army  followed  them 
in  a  violent  and  hostile  manner  until,  when 
he  was  drowning,  he  said  :  *  I  believe  that 
there  is  no  God  but  He  on  whom  the 
children  of  Israel  believe/  "     There  is  also  a 
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Moslem  tradition  to  the  effect  that,  some 
of  the  children  of  Israel  doubting  whether 
Pharaoh  was  really  drowned,  Gabriel,  by 
God's  command,  caused  his  body,  still 
enclosed  in  his  golden  armour,  to  rise  to 
the  surface  of  the  water  so  that  all  might 
see  it.  But  unless  one  grants  the  supposi- 
tion that  his  body  was  reclaimed  and  after- 
wards embalmed,  the  finding  of  the  mummy 
disposes  of  the  notion  that  Pharaoh  was 
drowned. 

Three  thousand  years  have  elapsed  since 
the  embalmer  worked  with  his  cunning  hands 
upon  him.  Memphis  gone,  Thebes  and  its 
glory  have  passed  away,  the  tides  of  many 
conquests  have  swept  over  Egypt,  but 
Pharaoh  still  remains  waiting  till  the  ever- 
lasting   God    shall    call    him,    waiting   until 


Thoth  shall  have  weigh^^d  his  heart  against  a 
feather  in  the  scales  and  he  shall  again  be 
one  with  Osiris ;  and  preserved  by  that 
wonderful  art  of  the -craftsman  he  still  waits, 
though  the  gods  for  whom  he  fought  have 
perished. 

Osiris,  Horus,  Ammon  Ra,  old  familiar 
names  in  Egypt  when  those  lips  had 
fashioned  themselves  to  words,  have  long 
since  ceased  to  concern  mankind,  and  the 
peasant  in  the  sun-swept  fields  at  eventide 
prostrates  himself  before  another  deity,  who 
if  he  is  anyone  is  the  God  of  Isaac,  of  Jacob, 
and  of  Moses. 

Time  brings  many  strange  transformations, 
and  not  the  least  is  that  by  which  Menephtah 
has  become  less  than  a  memory  to  his  race, 
and  Moses  a  prophet. 


3^^^i^^^^m^;^m^^^i^^^^^^^^^!B^^^^^^% 


A  Battle-Chariot  such  as  was  used  by  Pharaoh's  Host  when  they  were  lost  in  the  Red  Sea. 
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HERE  was  never  a  time, 
perhaps,  in  the  history  of  the 
world  when  children  were  so 
much  the  fashion  as  they  are 
now.  Everyone  loves,  or  pro- 
fesses to  love,  children,  but 
generally  with  certain  reservations  expressed 
or  implied.  For  our  part,  we  are  inclined  to 
denylhe  title  of  true  child-lover  to  those  who 
make  distinctions  of  ages — those  who,  for 
instance,  profess  not  to  be  able  to  understand, 
and  to  be  rather  frightened  at,  a  real  baby, 
while  yet  eagerly  declaring  their  appreciation 
of  the  entertaining  little  toddlers  who  can 
talk.  No ;  we  would  even  go  so  far  as  to  say 
that  if  your  true  child-lover  has  a  preference 
for  any  age,  it  is  for  that  perfectly  helpless 
one  of  infancy. 

The  notion  that  infants  are  all  alike — that 
their  undeveloped  countenances  are  devoid 
of  expression  save  the  primary  ones  of  grief 
or  a  stolid  contentment --is  one  which  dies 
hard,  though  the  knowledge  of  how  false  it  is 
is  by  no  means  confined  to  the  mothers  and 
nurses,  who  may  be  regarded  as  undisputed 
experts.  The  true  child -lover  knows  well 
how  various  are  the  expressions  which  the 
dawning  intelligence,  even  of  a  very  young 
infant — the  first  faint  associations  of  ideas, 
the  first  tiny  manifestations  of  love  and  grati- 
tude— can  bring  out  upon  its  features.  It 
must  be  admitted  that  the  poets  in  all  ages 
have  shown  greater  appreciation  of  the  more 
"  grown  -  up  "  babies  —  the  little  creatures 
whose  fascination  and  charm  are  obvious  to 
every  observer;  whereas  properly  to  appre- 
ciate a  baby  it  is  unquestionably  necessary 
to  know  it  very  well — to  be  much  with  it  at 
all  hours  of  the  day  and  night — for  the  real 
infant  is  apt  to  be  suspicious  of  strangers, 
and  often  treats  them  to  nothing  but  tears. 


There  can  be  no  doubt — let  it  be  said  in 
all  reverence — that  Christianity  almost  from 
the  very  beginning  profoundly  affected  the 
attitude  of  mankind  towards  infancy  in 
general.  The  little  baby,  the  Christ-child  in 
the  manger  at  Bethlehem,  whom  the  greatest 
artists  in  every  age  loved  to  paint,  and  who 
has  been  the  object  of  the  worship  of  count- 
less millions,  gave  to  the  infancy  that  was 
made  after  His  image  a  new  glory,  a  new 
dignity  which  before  were  lacking.  Even  in  the 
Old  Testament,  which  is  so  full  of  the  noblest 
poetry,  we  do  not  find  that  appreciation  of 
babyhood  for  its  own  sake  which  is  charac- 
teristic of  more  modern  times.  The  earliest 
years  of  the  children  were  ^pent  with  the 
women,  and  a  father  did  not  usually  begin  to 
take  an  interest  in  his  son  until  he  was  quite 
a  lad  and  could  be  trained  to  all  manly  pursuits. 
In  fact,  not  only  the  baby,  but  also  the  some- 
what older  child,  seems  to  be  regarded  not 
for  what  he  is  but  for  what  he  will  become  ; 
and  this  idea  is  especially  observable  in  that 
ardent  desire  of  all  Jewish  women  under  the 
old  dispensation  to  have  a  "  man  child,"  one 
who  would  repeat  in  the  next  generation  the 
virtues  and  the  prowess  of  his  sire. 

The  poetry  of  ancient  Greece  is  certainly 
full  of  many  beautiful  references  to  the 
charms  of  childhood,  but  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  these  are  in  many  cases  inspired 
by  natural  pity  for  those  wholesale  sacrifices 
of  mothers  and  babes  which  characterized 
the  barbarous  warfare  of  ancient  times. 
There  is,  however,  one  scene  in  Homer — the 
famous  farewell  of  Hector  to  Andromache — 
which  seems,  in  part  at  least,  to  anticipate 
the  modern  appreciation  of  infancy.  The 
mother  and  child  bid  farewell  to  the  hero  as 
he  leaves  for  the  battle,  and  the  little  one, 
frightened  by  the  clashing  noise  made  by  his 
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There  is  a  garden  in  her  face, 
Where  roses  and  white  lilies  blow. 


—Campion. 


Limbs  so  fair,  they  might  supply 
The  sculptor  to  make  Beauty  by. 

—Charles  Lamb. 


Let  the  sky  rain  potatoes. 

-Shakbsi'eare. 


Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  10  be  alive. 

— WOKUSWOKI  H. 


-iJfciM^'ts 
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Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  luies  ! 

—Shakespeare. 


Baby's  always  counling,  so  of  cx)urse  she  kr 
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The  pleasant  land  of  counterpane.— R.  L.  S 
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All  who  joy  would  win 
Must  share  ii.     Happiness  was  born  a  twin. — Byron. 


You  are  more  than  the  earth,  though  you  are  such  a  dpt ; 
You  can  love  and  think,  and  the  earth  cannot ! 

— W.  B.  Rands. 


When  sucli  a  specious  mirror's  set  before  him 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

—  Shakespeare. 


% 


'Tis  a  naughty  night  to  swim  in.— Shakesi-eake. 
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father's  armour,  hides  himself  in  the  bosom 
of  his  nurse  with  a  cry  of  terror.  His  father 
and  mother  smile  at  this,  and  then  Hector, 
taking  off  his  helmet,  kisses  his  son  tenderly, 
and  addresses  to  Zeus  and  all  the  other  gods 
that  infinitely  touching  prayer  that  they 
would  be  pleased  to  make  him  braver  than 
his  sire. 

As  a  rule,  however,  in  both  Greek  and 
Roman  poetry  we  fail  to  find  that  modern 
appreciation  of  very  young  children,  of  what 
Mrs.  Meynell  has  so  exquisitely  called 
"their  tenderness,  their  down,  their  colour, 
their  fullness,  which  is  like  that  of  a  thick 
rose  or  of  a  tight  grape."  We  find  rather  the 
portrayal  of  maternal  love,  or  the  child  is 
mentioned  on  account  of  his  future  position. 
The  new  eyes  with  which  Christianity  taught 
mankind  to  regard  childhood  surely  find  their 
noblest  expression  in  Milton's  majestic 
"  Hymn  to  the  Nativity." 

The  sight  of  a  very  young  infant  irresistibly 
recalls  to  the  mind  that  famous  epigram  of 
Sir  William  Jones  : — 

On  parent  knees,  a  naked  new- bom  child, 
Weeping  thou  sat'st  while  all  around  thee  smiled  ; 
So  live  that,  sinking  to  thy  last  long  sleep, 
Calm  thou  mayst  smile  while  all  around  thee  weep. 

These  lines,  which  surely  constitute  in  their 
simplicity  and  in  the  happiness  of  the  antir 
thesis  one  of  the  most  perfectly  typical  epi- 
grams ever  written,  are  really  a  translation 
from  the  Persian.  In  them  may  be  perceived, 
it  is  interesting  to  note,  that  same  view  of 
the  child  which  we  have  before  observed  as 
characteristic  of  non-Christian  peoples — that 
is  to  say,  they  looked  upon  the  child  not  in 
simple  objective  appreciation  of  its  present 
beauties,  but  with  a  kind  of  ethical  interest 
in  what  it  was  to  become. 

In  remarkable  contrast  to  this  is  George 
Macdonald's  famous  poem  : — 

**  Where  did  you  come  from,  baby,  dear  ?" 
"  Out  of  the  everywhere  into  here." 

"  Where  did  you  get  those  eyes  so  blue  ?  " 
"  Out  of  the  sky  as  I  came  through." 
«  «  •  * 

**  Feet,  whence  did  you  come,  you  darling  things  ?  " 
**  From  the  same  box  as  the  cherubs'  wings." 

"  How  did  they  all  just  come  to  be  you  ?'* 
*'  God  thought  about  me,  and  so  I  grew." 

**  But  how  did  you  come  to  us,  you  dear  ?" 
'*  God  thought  about  you,  and  so  I  am  here." 

The  peculiar  charm  of  this  poem  lies  in 
Its  astonishingly  studied  and  successful 
realization  of  a  kind  of  infantile  simplicity. 
Ethical  considerations  are  absent,  there  is  no 
moral  lesson,  and  the  poet  is  not  in  the 
least  interested  in  what  the  baby  is  going  to 
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be  in  after-life.  He  is  solely  occupied  with 
the  child's  physical  beauties  and  perfections, 
to  which  he  assigns  such  origins  as  most 
exquisitely  illustrate  that  world-old  idea  of 
the  infant  sent  down  from  heaven  fresh 
from  the  hand  of  God.  Added  to  this,  there 
is  in  the  answers  which  he  places  in  the 
mouth  of  the  baby  a  naivete ^  a  sort  of  dewy 
freshness,  an  absence  of  grown-up  ideas,  that 
one  instinctively  recognises  them  as  being 
exactly  what  the  baby  would  say  if 
it  could  speak.  George  Macdonald,  indeed, 
was  himself  the  truest  of  child-lovers,  for,  not 
content  with  his  own  by  no  means  small 
family  of  boys  and  girls,  he  and  his  wife 
actually  adopted  an  extra  child. 

One  of  the  greatest  of  modern  English 
poets,  Lord  Tennyson,  must  assuredly  be 
counted  among  the  true  child-lovers,  for  he 
knew  and  understood  babies.  His  son  and 
biographer  records  that  the  poet  would  say 
of  babies,  "There  is  something  gigantic 
about  them  ;  the  wide-eyed  wonder  of  a  babe 
has  a  grandeur  in  it  which  as  children  they 
lose.  They  seem  to  me  to  be  prophets  of  a 
mightier  race." 

The  truth  of  this  observation  must  appeal 
to  everyone  fortunate  enough  to  be  included 
among  the  intimate  friends  of  any  infant.  It 
is  necessary  to.  insist  on  the  intimacy,  for,  as 
all  mothers  and  nurses  know  well,  the  tiny, 
helpless  creatures  are  almost  always  sus- 
picious, and  often  terrified,  of  strangers. 
Only  to  familiar,  trusted  faces  do  they  show 
their  curious,  elusive  charm  —  that  "wide- 
eyed  wonder,"  in  Tennyson's  happy  phrase — 
and  also  that  extraordinary  look  of  deep 
thought.  You  will  see  an  infant  of  a  few 
months  old  examining  the  pattern  of  its  little 
bed-quilt  with  the  profundity,  the  solemn 
wisdom,  of  some  venerable  philosopher 
grappling  with  a  world-old  problem  of  meta- 
physics. 

Those  who  have  had  no  experience  of 
babies  are  apt  to  think — and,  if  they  are 
candid,  to  say  (though  not  in  the  hearing  of 
any  mother  !) — that  there  is  no  expression  in 
the  face  of  a  young  infant.  Extraordinary 
delusion  !  The  truth  is  that  it  is  like  a 
mountain  tarn,  of  which  the  apparently  still 
surface  reflects  every  wandering  sunbeam, 
every  passing  cloud,  and  dimples  in  response 
to  every  breeze  of  heaven.  Even  more 
rapid,  sometimes,  are  the  changes  on  a 
baby's  face,  the  only  index  we  have  to  the 
marvellous  workings  of  the  tiny,  unformed 
brain  within.  Surely  there  is  nothing  more 
beautiful  in  Nature  than  these  first  signs  of 
dawning  intelligence ;  every  mother  remem- 
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bers  all  the  rest  of  her  life  her  baby's  first 
smile.     As  Longfellow  sings  : — 

Ah  !  what  would  the  world  be  to  us 

If  the  children  were  no  more  ? 
We  should  dread  the  desert  behind  us 
Worse  than  the  dark  before. 

And  again,  addressing  the  babies  : — 
Ye  are  better  than  all  the  ballads 

That  ever  were  sung  or  said  ; 
For  ye  are  living  poems, 
And  all  the  rest  are  dead. 
But  it  must  be  confessed  that  we  do  not 
often  find  in  the  poets  that  really  intimate 
observation  of  babyhood  which  we   should 
have  in  abundance  if  only  every  mother  and 
every  nurse  was  herself  a  poet !     Rather  do 
we  find  an  objective,  aesthetic  appreciation  of 
the  manifold  beauties  of  infancy.     What,  for 
instance,   can   be   more   exquisite   than   this 
word-picture  of  a  sleeping  baby  by  Elizabeth 
Barrett  Browning? — 

Sleep  on,  baby,  on  the  floor, 

Tired  of  all  the  playing  : 
Sleep  with  smile  the  sweeter  for 

That  you  dropped  away  in. 
On  your  curls'  full  roundness  stand 

Golden  lights  serenely  ; 
One  cheek,  pushed  out  by  the  hand, 

Folds  the  dimple  inly  ; 
Little  head  and  little  foot 
Heavy  laid  for  pleasure, 
Underneath  the  lids  half  shut 
Slants  the  shining  azure. 

Coventry  Patmore,  himself  a  devoted 
father,  has  in  his  intensely  autobiographical 
poems  more  than  one  realistic  picture  of 
infancy.     For  instance  : — 

I  sipp'd  her  tea,  saw  baby  scold 
And  finger  at  the  muslin  fold, 
Through  which  he  push'd  his  nose  at  last. 
And  choked  and  chuckled,  feeding  fast. 

To  find  a  parallel  we  must  again  quote 
from    Mrs.    Browning  these  lovely  lines,   in 
which  she  seems  to  show  us  the  very  heart 
of  maternal  love  : — 
What  art's  for  a  woman  ?     To  hold  on  her  knees 

Both  darlings  !     To  feel  all  their  arms  round  her 
throat. 
Cling,  strangle  a  little  I     To  sew  by  degrees 

And  'broider  the  long-clothes  and  neat  little  coat ; 

To  dream  and  to  doat. 

"  To  dream  and  to  doat."  Somehow  the 
lines  turn  the  mind  to  the  thought  of  those 
little  ones  who  will  never  grow  up — those 
fair  flowers  whom  "  the  Reaper  whose  name 
is  Death "  has  reaped  as  well  as  "  the 
bearded  grain  " — and  we  think  in  how  many 
a  locked  drawer  or  cabinet  are  kept  little 
shoes,  tiny  bonnets,  corals,  such  pathetic 
memorials,  to  be  taken  out  at  night  when 
all  is  still  and  gazed  at  by  yearnmg,  tear- 
brimmed  mother's  eyes. 

And  then  we  recall  those  comforting  lines 
of  Christina  Rossetti's  : — 


A  million  buds  are  bom  that  never  blow, 
That  sweet  with  promise  lift  a  pretly  head 
To  l)lush  and  wither  on  a  barren  bed 

And  leave  n<7  fruit  to  show. 

Sweet,  unfulfilled.     Yet  have  I  understood 
One  joy,  by  their  fragility  made  plain  ; 
Nothing  was  ever  beautiful  in  vam, 

Or  all  in  vain  was  good. 

But  let  US  turn  from  the  thought  of  loss  to 
see  how  the  poets  picture  the  baby  alive  and 
awake.  And  first  we  may  note  the  perfectly 
child-like  simplicity  with  which  a  great  poet 
like  Tennyson  draws,  in  his  famous  "  Cradle 
Song,"  the  awakening  infant : — 

What  does  little  baby  say, 

In  her  bed  at  peep  of  day  ? 

Baby  says,  like  little  birdie, 

Let  me  rise  and  fly  away. 

Baby,  sleep  a  little  longer. 

Till  the  little  limbs  are  stronger. 

If  she  sleeps  a  little  longer, 

Baby,  too,  shall  fly  away. 

Longfellow,  again,  realizes  in  perfection  the 
baby  at  play  : — 

With  what  a  look  of  proud  command 
Thou  shakest  in  thy  little  hand 
The  coral  rattle  with  its  silver  bells, 
Making  a  merry  tune  ! 

There,  too,  is  absolute  simplicity  combined 
with  extraordinary  realism,  for  what  mother 
will  not  instantly  recognise  the  truth  of  the 
"  look  of  proud  command  "  which  she  has 
so  often  seen  on  her  darling's  face  ? 

With  the  mysterious,  haunting  charm  of 
this  poet's  fancy  may  be  placed  that  en- 
trancing poem  entitled  "Babyhood,"  by  one 
whom  many  regard  as  the  greatest  singer  of 
our  generation,  Algernon  Charles  Swin- 
burne : —   ' 

Rose,  round  whose  bed 

Dawn's  cloudlets  close. 

Earth's  brightest- bred 
Rose  ! 

No  song  love  knows 

May  praise  the  head 

Your  curtain  shows. 

Ere  sleep  has  fled. 

The  whole  child  glows 

One  sweet,  live,  red 
Rose  ! 

In  another  poem  Swinburne  has  drawn  an 
equally  unforgetable  picture  of  delicious 
infancy,  with  which  we  may  fitly  conclude 
this  garland  of  flowers  from  poets'  gardens : — 

Wliat  price  could  pay  with  earth's  whole  weight  of 
gold 

One  least  flushed  roseleaf's  fold 
Of  all  this  dimpling  store  of  smiles  that  shine 

Erom  each  warm  curve  and  line. 
Each  charm  of  flower-sweet  flesh,  to  re-illume 

The  dappled  rose-red  bloom 
Of  all  its  dainty  Ixxly,  honey-sweet, 

Clenched  hands  and  curled-up  feet, 
That  on  the  roses  of  ihe  dawn  have  trod 

As  they  came  down  from  God.  .  .  .  ? 
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T'S  ^n  extraordinary  thing  that 
you  never  do  know  your  luck. 
Who  would  have  thought  that 
coming  into  what  you  might 
rail  a  hatful  of  money  would 
have  been  the  cause  of  my 
very  nearly  losing  every  friend  I  have,  to  say 
nothing  of  their  all  wanting  to  knock  me  to 
pieces.  I  found  the  letter  on  the  breakfast- 
table.  Being  a  trifle  late  and  in  a  hurry  to 
catch  the  train,  I  tore  it  open  anyhow,  and 
took  out  what  was  inside  between,  as  it  were, 
a  mouthful  of  bacon  and  a  drink  of  tea. 
There  were  two  papers.  One  was — well, 
Tve  taken  a  few  cheques  to  the  bank  for 
the  governor,  so  I  ought  to  know  a  cheque 
when  I  see  it,  and  if  .  that  wasn't  one 
it  looked  uncommonly  like  it.  But  when  I 
saw  what  was  written  on  it  I  thought  some- 
one was  having  a  game  with  me  ;  "  Pay  Sam 
Briggs  or  order — Eighty-nine  pounds  eleven 
shillings  and  seven  pence." 

"All  right,  my  boy,"  I  said  out  loud, 
"  whoever  you  are  don't  you  think  you've  got 
the  laugh  on  me  just  yet ;  because  we're  not 
quite  so  simple  as  we  look."  But  when  I 
opened  the  other  paper  I  stared.  According 
to    it    the    Editor    of    Tit-Bits  had    much 


Another 
^-        Adventure   of 
Sam    Briggs. 


pleasure  in  forwarding  me  a 
cheque  for  eighty  nine  pounds 
eleven  shillings  and  sevenpence, 
which  was  the  prize  that  had  been  awarded 
me  for  the  last  line  which  I  had  supplied  to 
that  week's  Limerick. 

For  the  first  moment  I  had  no  more 
idea  of  what  it  all  meant  than  the  man  in 
the  moon.  Then,  by  degrees,  a  hazy 
recollection  began  to  come  over  me — and 
a  pretty  hazy  one  it  was.  I  remembered 
that  at  that  party  at  Tom  Dowling's  there 
had  been  some  conversation  about  what  they 
called  a  Limerick,  which  was  a  thing  I  had 
never  heard  of  in  my  life  before  ;  and — my 
word !  If  that  was  it,  I  knew,  before  I 
had  had  time  to  put  the  cup  down  in  the 
saucer,  that  there  would  be  more  conversa- 
tion about  the  cheque,  by  a  good  deal,  than 
there  had  been  about  the  Limerick.  There 
was  a  bit  there  and  then.  While  I  sat  there, 
with  the  cheque  in  one  hand  and  the  letter 
in  the  other,  staring  at  them  like  a  gaby,  my 
sister  Amelia  came  into  the  room. 

"  Sam,"  she  cried,  "  what  was  in  that 
envelope  with  Tit-Bits  at  the  back?"  I 
hope  I  have  sense  enough  to  get  in  out  of 
the  rain  ;  and  the  sight  of  her  was  quite 
enough  to  start  me  cramming  the  letter  and 
the  cheque  into  my  jacket  pocket  But  she 
is  so  quick,  is  Amelia,  that  she  had  had  a 
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peep  at  the  cheque  before  I  could  hide  it 
away.  "  I  do  believe,"  she  said,  "  that 
youVe  won  a  prize  !  You've  got  a  cheque  ! 
Oh,  Sam  !  For  how  much  is  it  ?  Let  me 
look  at  it !  " 

"Excuse  me,"  I  remarked,  buttoning  up 
my  jacket,  with  the  cheque  safe  in  the  right- 
hand  bottom  pocket,  "  but  when  I  require 
your  interference  in  my  affairs  Til  let  you 
know." 

"  Sam  Briggs,"  she  went  on,  "  you  have 
won  a  prize.  Mind,  I'm  going  to  have  my 
share,  and  Tom's  going  to  have  his  ! " 

"  Your  share  !  Tom's  !  Really,  Amelia, 
you  do  run  on."  And  so  she  did.  "As  I 
have  to  catch  a  train,  if  you'll  be  so  good  as 
to  stand  away  from  that  door  1  shall  feel 
obliged — unless,  of  course,  you  want  to  get 
me  the  sack." 

She  stood  aside  ;  but  she  ran  on. 

"All  right,  Sam  Briggs;  I  know  you  !  Ill 
buy  this  week's  Tit-Bits — there'll  be  all  about 
it  there ;  and,  whatever  it  is  you've  won,  you 
trust  Tom  to  take  care  that  you  don't  cheat 
either  of  us  !  " 

As  I  was  going  along  the  street,  who 
should  come  running  down  it  but  Bob 
VVillett     I  heard  him  shouting  after  me. 

"  Halloa,  Briggs  !  Stop  a  minute  !  "  I 
did  not  want  to  stop  a  minute — not  much. 
But  he  was  coming  along  at  such  a  pace  that 
even  if  I  had  taken  to  running  too  he  would 
have  caught  me.   "  Seen  Tit-Bits  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,"  I  told  him,  "  I  have  not.  And,  if 
you'll  excuse  me,  I  have  to  catch  a  train." 

"  All  right — plenty  of  trains  !  Briggs, 
we've  won  that  prize  ! "  I  did  not  want  to 
ask  him  what  prize ;  I  did  not  want  to  ask 
him  what  he  meant  by  "  we " ;  I  did  not 
want  to  have  an  argument  with  anyone. 
I  could  see  plain  enough  that  there  was  no 
call  for  me  to  say  a  word  ;  he  could  talk 
enough  for  two. 

"  Look  here  !     See  that  ?  " 

He  held  Tit-Bits  out  open  in  front  of  me. 

"There  you  are! — large  as  life! — my 
line!" 

I  did  prick  up  my  ears  at  that ;  his  line ! 
Was  it  his  line  ?  1  had  no  more  notion  of 
whose  line  it  was  than  the  policeman  over 
the  way.  I  could  see  plain  enough  there 
was  trouble  ahead. 

"  Eighty-nine  pounds  eleven  shillings  and 
sevenpence  that  line  of  mine  has  won.  I 
knew  it  was  a  topper  !  I  say,  Briggs,  that 
cheque  ought  to  reach  you  to-day  ;  according 
to  them,  prize-winners  get  their  cheques 
before  they  get  the  paper." 

I  said  not  a  word  about  what  was  in  my 


jacket  pocket.  1  desired  to  have  no  con- 
tention with  him,  or  with  anyone,  out  in  the 
street.  There  would  have  been  contention 
had  I  not  been  careful,  as  his  next  remark 
showed. 

"Of  course,  according  to  law,  the  line 
being  mine,  the  money's  mine — all  the  jolly 
lot  of  it ;  but  I'm  generous  to  a  fault,  and 
always  have  been ;  so  I'll  not  only  content 
myself  with  two-thirds,  but  I'll  make  you  a 
present  of  the  other  third,  and  I  think, 
Briggs,  you'll  call  that  handsome." 

1  did  not  tell  him  what  I  thought — as  a 
matter  of  fact  I  did  not  think  anything — I 
wasn't  feeling  the  same  man  I  had  been  when 
I  sat  down  to  breakfast.  Fortunately,  his 
office  lay  in  a  different  direction  to  mine,  so 
1  got  rid  of  him  before  I  reached  the  station. 
I  did  not  gain  much  by  getting  rid  of  him, 
because  when  I  came  to  the  station  there  was 
Arthur  Timmins  standing  in  the  doorway. 
He  came  rushing  up  at  sight  of  me. 

"  I'm  late  for  the  office,  and  I'm  in  for  a 
wigging,  but  I  couldn't  go  without  seeing 
you,  my  Samuel.     Have  you  seen  Tit-Bits  ?  " 

"  Excuse  me,"  I  told  him,  "  but  1  have  to 
catch  a  train." 

"  Right-ho !  We'll  catch  a  train  between  us." 

Down  the  stairs  we  rushed.  There  was 
one  at  the  platform  ;  we  got  on  to  it  just  as 
the  doors  were  being  shut,  and  the  train 
started.  He  began  at  me  before  I  had  had 
time  to  find  a  strap,  to  say  nothing  of  a  seat. 

"  Samuel,  that  coupon  of  mine  has  won 
one  of  the  prizes." 

Coupon — what  coupon  ?  I  did  not  know 
what  he  meant,  so  I  as  good  as  said. 

"You  remember  that  party  Tom  Bowling 
gave  to  celebrate  his  engagement  to  your 
sister  ?  " 

It  did  not  look  as  if  I  was  ever  likely  to 
forget  it;  but  that  I  did  not  tell  him.  I 
kept  it  locked  in  my  own  breast. 

"  Very  well,  then  ;  don't  you  remember  I 
took  my  copy  of  Tit-Bits  there  with  me?" 

I  did  not.  The  truth  was  that,  after  a 
certain  point,  I  had  no  clear  recollection  of 
what  took  place  at  the  party. 

"Then  I  started  talking  about  that  week's 
Limerick,  and  one  person  suggested  a  last 
line,  and  a  second  person  suggested  a  line ; 
then  they  all  started  talking  at  once,  and  one 
thing  led  to  another,  and  the  end  of  it  was 
that  I  cut  the  coupon  out  of  my  paper,  and 
on  my  coupon  a  line  was  written,  and  my 
coupon  was  sent  in ;  and  now^,  as  it's  my 
coupon  which  has  won  one  of  the  prizes,  I'm 
fairly  entitled  to  half  of  it,  as  you  can  see  for 
yourself." 
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If  Bob  Willett  svas  going  to  have 
two-thirds  and  I  was  going  to  have 
a  third,  and  Tom  Dowling  was  going 
to    have    one    share    and    Ameha 
another,    I  could   not  see  how  he 
was    going  to   have    half,  try  as  1 
might.     I    saw    it    still    less    when    Charlie 
Harris  came  squeezing  in    at   Earl's   Court 
and   began  to  make   unpleasant  remarks  to 
me  over  another  party's  shoulder. 

"  Now,  Sam  Briggs,  hand  over  that  twelve 
pounds  fifteen  shillings  and  elevenpence  ! " 

That's  the  way  he  began  at  me,  right  off ! 
Without  so  much  as  saying  good  morning  or 
asking  how  I  was,  as  if  I  owed  him  money. 

"  When  you  explain,"  I  said,  "  I'll  talk  to 
you." 

"  Come  off  of  it !  "  was  his  reply.  "  Don't 
you  try  that  on  with  me  !  You  know  very 
well  what  I  mean  !  There  were  six  of  us 
put  a  penny  each  towards  the  postal  order, 
and  somebody  else  gave  the  stamp,  and  the 
understanding  was  that  if  anything  came  of 
it  we  were  to  cut  it  up  between  us." 

"  Now  that  Mr.  Harris  mentions  it," 
exclaimed  Arthur  Timmins,  who  was  on  the 
other  side  of  me,  "  I  have  a  recollection  of 
something  of  the  sort." 

"  1  should  think  you  had ;  it'd  be  funny  if 
you  hadn't  !  So  don't  you  play  any  of  your 
tricks,  Sam  Briggs,  because  there'll  be  seven 
of  us  to  talk  to  you  if  you  do." 

"  You'll  bear  in  mind,  of  course,  Mr. 
Harris,  that  it  was  my  coupon  on  which  the 


line  was  written,  cut 
out  of  the  paper  for 
which   I'd  paid  ;    so 
as  it  was  my  coupon 
which  won  the  prize 
it   stands    to   reason 
that    I'm  entitled  to 
come  in  with  the  rest 
of  you,  so  that  there'll 
be    eight    of    us    to 
share,"  said  Timmins. 
"  I     don't      know 
anything   about    any 
coupon,  and  I  don't 
see  what  a  coupon's 
got  to  do  with   it 
anyhow.    All  I  do 
know  is    that    the 
understanding   be- 
tween us  seven  who 
put  up  the  money 
was    that,    if  any- 
thing did  come  of 
it,     it     would     be 
equal  shares." 

It  was  unneces- 
sary for  me  to  enter 
into  any  argument ; 
they  did  all  in  that 
line  that  anyone 
could  have  wanted, 
and  more  too.  Timmins  got  out  at  the 
Mansion  House,  but  Harris  not  only  came 
on  to  Aldgate,  but  he  walked  with  me  right 
to  the  office  door — I  need  not  say  uninvited. 
There  are  two  other  clerks  in  the  same  room 
with  me  ;  before  I  had  had  time  to  hang  my 
hat  on  its  peg  they  were  both  of  them  at  me. 
Percy  Saunders  was  the  worst. 

"  How  about  that  eighty-nine  pounds 
eleven  shillings  and  sevenpence  ?  "  he  asked. 
"When  that  cheque  comes  along  don't 
you  forget  my  share,  my  Highland 
laddie ! " 

Why  he  calls  me  Highland  laddie  beats  me. 
But  there  is  no  knowing  what  the  Postscript 
— which  is  what  I  call  him — means  by  any- 
thing he  says.  It  was  like  his  impudence  to 
speak  to  me  at  all,  seeing  that  for  some  days 
we  had  not  been  on  the  best  of  terms,  and 
that  we  had  not  so  much  as  recognised  each 
other  the  whole  of  that  week.  On  he  went. 
"  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware,  Mr.  Briggs,  that 
I  was  one  of  the  subscribers  to  the  postal 
order,  and  that,  as  such,  I  am  entitled  to 
a  seventh  .share." 

"And  I'm  another  of  the  subscribers," 
said  Augustus  Brown. 

The  Postscript  turned  to  Brown. 


HAVE   VOU    SEEN    *  TIT-BITS*?" 
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"  Excuse  me,  Brown,  but  that  is  not 
according  to  my  recollection." 

"  Who  cares  for  your  recollection  ?  Who 
ought  to  remember  best — you  or  me  ?  I 
tell  you  that  I  subscribed  a  penny." 

"  I  have  put  down  the  names  of  the  sub- 
scribers on  this  piece  of  paper,  as  I  remember 
them,  and  I  believe  I  have  them  right.  This 
is  most  important,  you  know ;  because, 
Briggs,  when  you  do  get  that  cheque  you'll 
merely  be  holding  it  in  trust  for  us.  Here^s 
my  list :  Tom  Dowling,*  Miss  Briggs,  Bert 
Barlow,  Frank  Martin,  Jack  Carter,  and  me. 
We  subscribed  a  penny  each,  and  Phil  Davis 
contributed  the  stamp." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  cut  in  Augustus 
Brown  ;  "  I  contributed  the  stamp." 

"Just  now  you  said  you  gave  a  penny." 

"  Doesn't  it  come  to  the  same  thing  ?  " 

"You  mentioned  a  coin — one  penny.  You 
said  nothing  about  a  stamp." 

"  Davis  handed  over  a  stamp,  and  for  it 
I  handed  him  a  penny.  Now  do  you  see 
what  I  mean  ?  " 

"  I  see  what  you  mean ;  but  I  know 
nothing  about  your  handing  any  penny  to 
Davis ;  that  you'll  have  to  talk  to  him  about." 

I  made  an  observation. 

"  I  noticed  one  name  wasn't  on  your  list — 
Charlie  Harris  ;  he  says  he  gave  a  penny." 

"  Charlie  Harris  ! — says  he  gave  a  penny  ! 
He  did  nothing  of  the  kind  !  " 

"  I'm  under  the  same  impression,"  said 
Brown. 

"All  I  can  say  is  that  he  and  Timmins 
came  near  to  fighting  about  it  in  the  train  ; 
and  Harris  walked  with  me  right  to  this 
very  door  to  tell  me  that  he  did  about  a 
hundred  times  over." 

Just  then  in  came  George  Hopkins,  as  if 
he  was  in  a  hurry  and  short  of  breath. 

"  I  can't  stop  a  second,"  he  began  ;  "  but 
I've  just  seen  that  your  name's  in  Tit-Bits  as 
one  of  the  winners  in  this  week's  Limerick, 
Briggs.  Of  course,  that's  rubbish ;  because, 
whatever  part  of  it  I  may  choose  to  give  you, 
it's  my  eighty-nine  pounds  eleven  and  seven- 
pence,  as  I  wrote  the  winning  line." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  I  asked,  "  that  it 
was  you  who  made  it  up  ?  " 

I  was  thinking  of  what  Bob  Willett  had 
said  about  its  being  him 

"  Not  exactly,"  he  replied.  "  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  don't  think  it  could  be  said  that 
any  one  person  made  it  up — we  made  it  up 
between  us.  What  I  mean  is  that  it  was  I 
who  wrote  it  on  the  coupon.  If  you've  any 
doubt  you  can  go  to  the  office  and  you'll  see 
it's  my  writing  ;  and  as  the  prize  goes  to  the 


one  who  wrote  the  winning  line,  that  settles 
it  So  I  just  looked  in  to  warn  you  not  to 
touch  a  penny  of  that  cheque  when  you  get 
it ;  or,  as  it's  against  the  law  to  compound  a 
felony,  I  shall  be  compelled  to  take  steps 
'which  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  have  to  take 
against  one  who  was  once  a  friend." 

We  were  still  slanging  away  when  Harold 
Parker  appeared.  Parker  is  a  shop-walker 
at  one  of  the  large  drapers  in  St.  Paul's 
Churchyard.  If  he  is  anything  near  such  a 
big  man  as  he  fancies  himself^  I  wonder  he 
does  not  go  about  in  a  show.  As  he  stood 
there  in  front  of  the  empty  fireplace,  with  his 
hands  under  the  tails  of  his  frock-coat  and 
his  top-hat  a  little  on  one  side  of  his  head,  to 
look  at  him  you  would  have  thought  he 
owned  the  street.  The  way  he  talks  gives 
me  the  needle.  They  say  he  is  president,  or 
something  or  other,  of  the  West  Brompton 
House  of  Commons.  I  am  sorry  for  them  if 
he  is. 

"  I  have  looked  in,  Mr.  Briggs,  with  refer 
ence  to  an  announcement  which  I  have 
observed  in  the  current  issue  of  Tit-Bits — 
referring  to  the  Limerick,  Mr.  Briggs,  the 
Limerick.  I  note  that  your  name  is  in  the 
list  of  prize-winners.  In  view  of  that  fact  I 
wish  to  point  out  to  you  that,  as  you  are, 
doubtless,  already  aware,  my  sister.  Miss  Lily 
Parker,  was  one  of  the  subscribers  to  the  cost 
of  the  postal  order  with  which  the  entrance 
fee  was  paid." 

"  Begging  your  pardon,  Parker,"  struck  in 
Saunders,  "  but  your  sister  was  nothing  ol 
the  kind  ;  you're  wrong." 

"  I'm  not  aware,  Mr.  Saunders,  that  I  was 
addressing  you.  Kindly  confine  yourself  to 
your  own  affairs.  There  were  six  persons 
who  contributed  a  penny  each  and  one  who 
contributed  a  stamp.  There  then  remained 
the  question  of  the  halfpenny  with  which  to 
pay  for  the  order.  I  happened  to  be  near 
my  sister  when,  drawing  out  her  purse,  she 
observed  to  Miss  Maud  Simpson,  who  was 
beside  her,  *ril  give  one  farthing,  Maudie, 
if  you'll  give  another.'  And  with  that  she 
took  a  farthing  out  of  her  purse,  and  Miss 
Maud  Simpson  took  a  farthing  out  of-  hers, 
and  the  two  corns  were  added  to  the  general 
fund.  As  the  understanding  was  that  all 
contributors  were  to  be  treated  alike,  I  have 
to  request  you,  Mr.  Briggs,  to  see,  when 
the  prize  money  comes  to  hand,  that  my 
sister  receives  her  proper  share.  There  is 
another  point.  As  the  copy  of  Tit-Btts  from 
which  the  coupon  was  taken  was  my  property, 
that  makes  me  a  contributor,  and  I  also 
become  entitled  to  a  pro  rata  share." 
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*  BEGGING  YOUR    PARDON,    PARKER,'   STRUCK    IN   SAUNDERS,  '  BUT   YOUR   SISTER   WAS   NOTHING   OF   THE   KINO  ;   VOU'RK  WRONG.' 


"  I  don't  know,  Mr.  Parker,"  I  told  him, 
"  how  you  make  out  that  it  was  your  copy  of 
Tit-Bits^  seeing  that  Arthur  Timmins  says  it 
was  his." 

"  The   truth    is,"   said    Saunders,    "  there 

were  three  or  four  Tit-Bits  about  the  room, 

as  I  specially  noticed,  and  Fll  defy  anyone 

to    say    out   of    whose    copy    that    coupon 

.  came." 

Parker  gave  one  little  sideways  glance  at 
him — like  a  whale  might  look  at  a  sprat. 

"Once  more,  Mr.  Saunders,  I  was  not 
aware  that  I  was  addressing  you.  I  can  only 
warn  you,  Mr.  Briggs,  that,  as  regards  that 
money,  unless  my  sister,  as  well  as  myself, 
receive,  in  the  course  of  the  next  few  hours, 
our  proper  shares,  you  will  receive  from  my 
sister's  solicitor,  as  well  as  from  my  own, 
communications  which  will  call  you  to  a 
severe  account.      Good  day,  Mr.  Briggs." 

Just  as  I  was  going  out  to  dinner,  who 
should  come  in  but  Tom  Dowling  and 
Frank  Martin.  The  very  first  words  Dowling 
said  to  me  were  these  : — 


"  Now,  then,  Sam,  you  know  what  I've 
come  for.     Hand  over  ! " 

"  Hand  over  I  Hand  over  what  ?  I've 
got  nothing  of  yours  that  I'm  aware  of." 

Dowling  turned  to  Martin,  who  is  about 
two  inches  bigger  than  he  is. 

"You  see,  Frank?  I  told  you  how  it 
would  be.  The  shortest  way  is,  perhaps,  the 
kindest." 

What  he  meant  I  had  no  notion ;  and 
before  I  could  ask,  if  Martin  did  not  take 
me  from  the  back  and  Dowling  from  the 
front,  lay  me  on  my  back  on  the  top  of  my 
own  desk,  and  start  searching  my  pockets  ! 
And  if  Dowling  did  not  take  the  cheque 
from  out  of  one  of  my  jacket  pockets  and  the 
Editor's  letter  from  another — and  me  help- 
less !  If  that  was  not  highway  robbery,  I 
don't  know  what  is  ;  and  so,  as  soon  as 
they  had  taken  their  hands  off  me,  I  up 
and  I  did  let  them  have  it !  But  that 
Tom  Dowling — what  Amelia  sees  in  him  I 
never  could  understand  —  took  no  more 
notice  of  me  than  if  I  had  not  been  speaking. 
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He  examined  the  cheque  and  the  letter — my 
cheque  and  my  letter  ! — then  he  let  Martin 
have  a  look  at  them  ;  then  he  coolly  folded 
them  up  and  put  them  in  his  pocket-book. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  burst  out 
Saunders — who,  with  Augustus  Brown,  had 
been  looking  on  at  what  was  nothmg  else 
than  an  outrage,  without  so  much  as  offering 
to  lend  me  a  hand — **  that  he's  had  the  prize 
money  on  him  all  the  time  ?     If  that  isn't  a 


place  again  to-night  at  half-past  eight  sharp, 
when  very  probably  we  shall  be  able  to 
arrive  at  a  common  amicable  understanding. 
Perhaps,  Mr.  Saunders  and  Mr.  Brown,  you 
may  find  it  convenient  to  be  there  also ;  and 
Sam,  if  you're  very  good  and  promise  to 
behave,  we  may  let  you  come  too." 

I  was  there  at  half-past  eight  to  the  tick. 
They  were  all  there,  in  Tom  Dowling's  front 
room  i    and  there  was  not  much  room  left 


'martin     KROM    the     back    AM)    DOWLING    FROM     THE     FRONT    LAID    MF.   ON    MY    BACK    ON    THE   TOP   OK    MY    D&SK. 


facer  !  You're  a  beauty,  Sam  Briggs,  upon 
my  word  you  are  !  " 

Dowling  took  him  on. 

'*  Don't  you  bother  yourself  about  Sam, 
Mr.  Saunders — Sam's  all  right.  When  you've 
once  got  used  to  his  funny  little  ways  you'll 
find  that  there's  no  more  harm  in  him  than 
there  is  in  a  baby,  only  you've  got  to  get  used 
to  them  first.  As  there  seems  to  be  some 
slight  difference  of  opinion  as  to  what  ought 
to  be  done  with  this  nice  little  cheque  which 
the  Editor  of  Tit-Bits  has  been  so  good  as  to 
send  along,  I've  intimated  to  all  those .  ladies 
and  gentlemen  who  honoured  me  with  their 
presence  on  a  recent  auspicious  occasion 
that  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  them  at  my 


for  anyone  else  who  might  happen  to  drop, 
in. 

Then  Tom  Dowling  made  what  you  might 
call  a  sort  of  speech. 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  it  is  not  long 
since  you  did  me  the  honour  to  assemble  in 
this  humble  apartment  for  the  purpose  of 
offering  me  your  congratulations  on  my 
engagement  to  a  charming  young  lady." 

"  Hear,  hear !  '*  said  someone.  It  was 
certainly  not  me. 

Amelia  bowed  Fancy  anyone  calling  her 
a  charming  young  lady !  He  would  talk 
differently  when  he  knew  her  as  well  as  I  did. 

"You  will  remember  that,  after  supper, 
someone  introduced  the  subject  of  Limericks; 
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in  fact,  someone  produced  a  copy  of  Tit-Bits^ 
in  which  all  and  sundry  were  invited  to  try 
their  skill  in  supplying  a  last  line  to  an 
unfinished  Limerick.  It  appears  that  there 
were  no  less  than  four  copies  of  Tit-Bits  in 
the  room  that  night,  and  the  ov^Tier  of  each 
is  under  the  impression  that  his  was  the  copy 
whioh  was  used.  The  four  lines  which  were 
given  were  these: — 

There  once  was  a  lady  whose  hair 
Was  found  on  the  back  of  a  chair  ; 
It  occasioned  much  talk, 
She  had  gone  for  a  walk  ! — 

What  was  required  was  a  fifth  line.  I 
suppose  some  dozens  of  lines  were  discussed, 
and  possibly  a  suggestion  was  made  by  nearly 
every  person  in  the  room." 

"The  line  which  was  actually  chosen,  "called 
out  Bob  Willett,  "  was  my  composition." 

"You're  mistaken,"  cried  someone  who 
was  not  known  to  me.     "  It  was  mine." 

"  My  own  impression,  gentlemen,  is  that  in 
its  entirety  it  was  no  one's ;  that  it  was  a  case 
of  here  a  little  and  there  a  little ;  and  that, 
in  a  manner  of  speaking,  it  was  concocted 
between  us." 

"Anyhow,  I  wrote  the  line  upon  the 
coupon." 

"I  believe,  Hopkins,  that  you  did,  and 
for  that  you  shall  have  credit.  There  then 
arose  the  question  of  the  sixpenny  postal 
order.  Six  pennies,  two  farthings,  and  one 
stamp  were  contributed  by,  I  am  given  to 
understand,  thirteen  persons.  It  seems  as  if 
there  must  be  something  a  little  wrong  some- 
where, and  that,  in  four  cases,  memory  must 
be  playing  tricks." 

Harold  Parker  put  in  his  word. 

"  I  trust  that  you  are  not  suggesting, 
Dowling " 

"I  am  suggesting  nothing,  Parker,  as,  if 
you  will  let  me  finish,  you  will  see  On  one 
point  I  believe  we  shall  be  all  agreed.  When 
the  line  was  found  there  arose  the  question 
of  who  was  to  sign  the  coupon.  My  honoured 
friend,  and,  I  trust,  soon  to  be  relative, 
Samuel  Briggs,  Esquire,  was  asleep  on  the 
couch,  his  slumber  having  possibly,  in  a 
measure,  been  induced  by  his  polite  attention 
to  the  negus  at  supper." 

Some  of  them  laughed — I  do  not  know 
what  at,  I  am  sure.  I  was  all  ears.  I  had 
been  wondering,  ever  since  I  saw  it,  how  that 
cheque  had  got  to  me. 

"  He  had  taken  no  part  in  the  discussion  ; 
was  in  complete  ignorance  of  what  had  taken 
place;  so  I  suggested  that  we  should  wake 


him  up,  and  that  he  should  sign.  You  will 
remember  that  he  did  not  wake  up  in  the 
very  best  of  tempers ;  that  he  had  not  the 
vaguest  notion  of  what  it  was  to  which  we 
persuaded  him  to  af)ix,  with  rather  a  shaky 
hand,  his  signature ;  and  that,  almost  as  soon 
as  he  had  affixed  it,  he  was  asleep  again." 

More  laughter  from  some  of  them.  It 
made  no  difference  to  me;  so  far  as  I  was 
concerned,  those  might  laugh  who  liked. 
Dowling  went  on  : — 

"I  gathered  together  the  pennies,  the 
farthings,  and  the  coupon.  The  following 
day,  with  the  money  which  had  been  sub- 
scribed, I  purchased  a  postal  order  and  dis- 
patched the  coupon.  By  what  no  one  need 
regard,  unless  he  likes,  as  a  lucky  fluke,  our 
line  has  been  adjudged  one  of  the  best  sent 
in,  and  this  morning  a  handsome  cheque 
reached  our  dear  friend  Samuel.  He  feels, 
as  we  feel,  that  its  coming  to  him  was  a  mere 
form,  and  that,  as  it  was  a  joint  transaction, 
it  should  be  regarded  and  treated  as  a  joint 
cheque.  There  were  twenty-two  of  us  present 
on  that  occasion,  and  there  are  twenty-two  of 
us  present  now.  My  proposition  is  that  the 
proceeds  of  the  cheque  should  be  divided 
into  twenty-two  equal  parts ;  that  each  of  us 
should  have  one ;  and  then  there  will  be  no 
room  for  feeling  that  anyone's  claim  has  been 
slighted." 

Before  he  had  finished  they  were  clapping 
their  hands  and  stamping  their  feet  and  saying 
"  Hear,  hear  ! "     So  on  he  went  again. 

"  I  take  it,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  from  the 
kind  way  in  which  you  have  received  my 
proposition  that  the  sense  of  the  meeting  is 
in  &vour  of  it,  and  that  it  has  been  carried 
nem,  con.  Now,  you  public  benefactor,  Sam 
Briggs,  if  you'll  oblige  us  with  your  signature 
a  second  time — this  time  on  the  back  of  this 
cheque — to-morrow  I'll  get  it  cashed ;  and 
in  the  course  of  to-morrow  you  will  each  of 
you  receive  a  twenty-second  part." 

Oh,  I  put  my  signature  on  the  back  of  the 
cheque ;  oh,  yes,  I  always  have  been  one  to 
do  anybody  a  good  turn,  and  I  was  quite 
willing  to  oblige  Tom  Dowling,  in  spite  of 
the  way  in  which  he  had  treated  me.  Any- 
how, I  did  get  four  pounds,  and  four  golden 
sovereigns  are  quite  worth  having.  Though, 
of  course,  when  you  compare  them  with 
eighty-nine  pounds  eleven  shillings  and 
sevenpence!  Still,  all  the  same,  I  did  not 
do  so  badly,  considering.  And  Tom  Dowling 
himself  had  to  admit  that  I  had  been  a 
public  benefactor. 
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By  W.   DALTON, 

Author  of  DaUon  on  Bridge^'  '' Saturday  Bridge,''  ''Bridge  at  a  Glance^'  etc. 


ET  me  preface  this  article  by 
stating  that  none  of  the  follow- 
ing anecdotes  are  imaginary ; 
they,  one  and  all  of  them, 
actually  occurred  at  the  card- 
table.  I  can  vouch,  person- 
ally, for  the  truth  of  most  of  them,  and  those 
of  which  I  was  not  myself  a  witness  have 
been  thoroughly  well  authenticated. 

I  will  begin  with  a  story  which  some  of 
my  readers  may  have  heard  before,  as  I  told 
it  in  print  about  a  year  ago,  but  it  is  so  good 
that  it  will  well  bear  repetition. 

Four  members  of  a  well-known  London 
club  were  joint  proprietors  of  a  shoot  in 
Norfolk,  and,  being  all  enthusiastic  bridge- 
players,  they  naturally  put  in  the  evenings, 
when  they  were  down  there,  by  playing  their 
favourite  game.  On  one  occasion  one  of 
the  quartet  was  unavoidably  prevented 
from  going  at  the  last  moment,  and  there 
was  no  time  to  fill  up  his  place,  consequently 
the  party  was  reduced  to  three,  and  there 
was  not  the  nucleus  for  a  rubber.  As  they 
were  returning  from  shooting  the  first  evening 
they  overtook  the  local  parson,  and  walked 
on  with  him.  One  of  the  trio  conceived  a 
happy  idea,  and  said  to  the  cleric : — 


"  Are  you,  by  any  chance,  a  card-player  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  he  answered  ;  "  I  am  very  fond 
of  a  game  of  cards,  but  I  never  play  for 
money." 

"  That  doesn't  matter,"  was  the  reply ; 
"whoever  is  your  partner  will  carry  your 
points.  Come  and  dine  with  us  to-night, 
and  we  will  have  a  rubber  after  dinner,"  and 
so  it  was  arranged. 

His  reverence  duly  turned  up  to  dinner, 
and  proved  to  be  quite  a  good  sportsman 
and  a  very  agreeable  companion.  Dinner 
over,  they  adjourned  to  the  smoking-room 
and  proceeded  to  cut  for  partners.  The 
player  on  the  parson's  left  had  the  first  deal, 
and  declared  hearts.  The  eldest  hand  said, 
"  Shall  I  play  ?  "  to  which  his  partner  replied, 
"  You  had  better  do  so." 

The  king  of  diamonds  was  led,  when, 
before  the  dummy  had  even  time  to  put 
down  his  cards,  the  padre  popped  down  the 
king  of  spades  with  an  air  of  triumph,  and 
sai^  "  Snap  !  "  There  was  no  more  card  play 
that  evening. 

We  have  all  heard  stories  of  concerted 
signals  between  partners  for  giving  informa- 
tion as  to  the  value  of  their  hands.  We,  of 
course,  entirely  refuse  to  believe  that  such 
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things  exist  at  all,  but  the  following  incident 
seems  to  throw  a  sort  of  sidelight  on  to  the 
subject. 

A  lady  well  known  in  London  society  was 
staying  at  an  hotel  at  Biarritz.  One  evening 
she  agreed  to  make  up  a  rubber  with  some 
new  hotel  acquaintances.  She  cut  with 
another  lady  as  partner,  and  she  herself  had 
the  first  deal.  She  passed  the  declaration, 
and  her  (partner  declared  diamonds  and  put 
down  the  knave,  seven,  five,  and  three  of 
diamonds,  with  very  little  else  of  any  value — 
an  unmistakable  spade  call.  The  dealer 
had  passed  on  a  very  moderate  hand,  and 
the  natural  result  was  that  they  lost  three  or 
four  by  cards.  When  the  hand  was  over  and 
the  score  marked,  the  dealer  said  to  her 
partner,  in  her  most  charming  manner, 
"  Would  you  mind  telling  me,  as  a  matter 
of  curiosity,  why  you  declared  diamonds 
on  that  hand?" 

Her  partner  stared  at  her  for  a  few 
moments,  as  though  very  much  surprised  at 
the  question,  and  then  said,  "Would  you 
mind  telling  me^  also  as  a  matter  of  curiosity, 
why  you  touched  your  necklace  directly  you 
had  passed  the  declaration?" 

Not  only  the  most  innocent  actions,  but 
also  the  most  innocent  remarks,  are  some- 
times liable  to  be  misinterpreted,  as  in  the 
case  of  the  player  who  asked  his  partner,  at 
the  commencement  of  a  rubber,  "  Are  you  a 
heartist?"  and  was  met  with  the  answer, 
"  No,  sir,  I  am  a  solicitor,  but  I  fail  to  see 
what  my  profession  has  to  do  either  with  the 
game  of  bridge  or  with  you."  He  was 
certainly  misunderstood. 

Another  case  of  a  misunderstanding  was 
the  following.  Three  bridge-players  were 
staying  together  at  a  seaside  hotel.  They 
tried  to  collect  a  fourth  to  make  up  a  rubber, 
but  for  some  time  without  success.  At  last 
they  came  across  a  man,  staying  in  the  same 
hotel,  who  said  that  he  never  had  played 
bridge,  but  that  he  would  very  much  like  to 
learn,  and  that,  if  they  would  teach  him,  he 
would  be  very  pleased  to  join  them. 

One  of  the  party,  whom  we  will  call  the 
Professor,  said,  "That's  all  right.  I  could 
easily  teach  him  the  rudiments  of  the  game." 

"Very  well,  then,"  said  his  two  friends, 
"that  shall  be  your  job.  You  teach  him, 
but,  when  you  have  taught  him,  you  will 
have  to  play  with  him  as  a  partner  against  us 
two." 

The  Professor  agreed,  and  from  then  till 
dinner-time  he  proceeded  to  explain  to  the 
beginner  as  much  as  he  could  of  the  geneml 
principles  of  the  game.     After  dinner   the 


match  took  place.  Three  rubbers  were 
played,  and  the  beginner,  as  is  often  the 
case,  held  such  enormous  cards  that  he 
and  his  partner  won  all  three  rubbers. 

The  beginner  was  delighted.  He  said  it 
was  a  very  fine  game,  pocketed  his  winnings, 
and  went  off  to  bed  very  happy,  but  not 
before  it  had  been  arranged  to  play  a  return 
match  the  following  evening. 

Next  morning  the  Professor  went  into  the 
hotel  smoking-room  and  there  met  his  pupil, 
who  at  once  greeted  him  with  :  "  Well,  that 
was  good  business  last  night,  wasn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Professor,  "  we  got  on  all 
right,  thanks  to  the  tremendous  cards  that 
we  held,  but  I  think  we  should  be  likely  to 
get  on  still  better  to-night  if  you  knew  a  little 
more  about  it.  If  you  have  half  an  hour  to 
spare,  I  will  give  you  a  little  more  instruction 
now." 

The  beginner  thought  this  an  excellent 
scheme,  and  for  a  whole  hour  the  Professor 
held  forth  to  him  on  the  conventions  of  the 
game,  the  call  for  a  suit,  the  heart  con- 
vention, etc. 

In  the  evening  they  resumed  their  match, 
but  this  time  the  cards  took  a  different  turn, 
with  the  result  that  the  Professor  and  his 
partner  lost  all  they  had  won  the  night 
before,  and  a  bit  more. 

As  they  were  going  up  to  bed  the  beginner 
took  his  partner  by  the  arm  and  whispered  in 
his  ear : — 

"I  say,  old  man,  that  little  swindle  of 
yours  didn't  pan  out  very  well,  did  it  ?  " 

It  is,  I  believe,  on  record  that  a  hand 
containing  four  aces  once  lost  five  by  cards 
at  No  Trumps.  I  never  heard  the  details  of 
•this  particular  hand,  but  I  was  playing  in  a 
rubber  myself  when  four  by  cards  was  lost 
not  only  with  four  aces,  but  with  several 
other  good  cards. 

The  score  was  Y  Z  12,  A  B  8.  Z  dealt 
and  left  it.  Y  declared  No  Trumps.  The 
four  hands  were  : — 

Hearts — Ace,  knave,  6w 
Diamonds — Ace,  9,  4. 


Clubs— Ace,  3. 

Spades— Ace,  queen,  9,  7,  a. 


Hearts— Queen.  8,  7, 4. 
Diamonds — King,  7,  a. 
Qubs— Queen,  6. 
Spades — 8,  6,  5,  3. 


V 

(dummy) 

A  B 

(dealer) 

z 


Hearts— Kini 


Oubs— 10,  p,  5, 
Spades— King. 


«.  10,  5. 
Knave,  10. 
B.5.  > 


Hearts— 9.  3,  a. 
Diamonds— Queen,  6. 
Clubs— King,  knave,  8,  7,  4. 
Spades— Knave,  10,  4. 

Here  the  dealer  had  an  absolute  certainty 
of  winning  eight  tricks  and  the  game.  The 
lead  of  the  four  of  hearts,  the  dealer  having 
the  two  and  three  in  his  own  hand,  showed 
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that  A  had  only  four  hearts,  therefore  all  the 
dealer  had  to  do  was  to  win  the  second  round 
of  hearts,  clear  the  spades,  and  he  must  win 
four  tricks  in  spades,  two  in  clubs,  and  the 
two  red  aces,  giving  him  two  by  cards.  Z, 
however,  who  was  playing  the  hand,  did  not 
elect  to  play  it  in  this  way,  but  held  up  the 
ace  of  hearts  on  the  second  round.  Probably 
the  idea  had  been  hammered  into  his  mind 
at  some  time  or  other  that  he  ought  to  hold 
up  the  commanding  card  of  his  opponents' 
original  lead  as  long  as  possible,  and  he  did 
so  in  this  case. 


Trick  i. 
Y  (dummy) 


^ 


9     9? 


^     9? 


<9     ^ 


c?     9 


<? 
T" 


AB,  z 
VZ,  o 


I  was  B  myself  on  this  unhappy  occasion, 
and  when  I  saw  that  my  partner  had  led  from 
four  hearts  only,  it  was  obviously  no  good 
going  on  with  that  suit,  so  I  led  the  knave  of 
diamonds. 

Trick  3.  Trick  4. 

Y  Y 


\ 


♦    ♦ 


♦    + 


AB,3 
Y  Z,a 

Trick  3.  Z  was  by  this  time  getting  a  little 
tired  of  holding  up  aces,  so  he  won  the  trick 
with  the  ace  of  diamonds,  but  even  then  he 
would  not  clear  the  spade  suit,  but  went  for 
the  finesse  in  clubs,  hoping,  as  he  explained 
afterwards,  to  be  able  to  finesse  the  spades 
after  he  had  made  all  his  clubs. 

Trick  6. 
Y 


^ 


%0 
O    O 

O     0 


O     0 


o   o 


0    o 
o   o 


0    o 

0% 


AB,4 
YZ,  2 


I  was  now  left  with  three  good  diamonds, 
but,  the  game  being  saved,  I  thought  I  would 
play  to  win  it,  which  I  must  do  if  Z  took  the 


finesse  in  spades,  so  I  led  the  nine  of  clubs. 
Z  won  it  with  the  king,  and  at  once  took  the 
finesse.  My  single  king  of  spades  won  the 
trick,  and  I  made  the  three  diamonds  and 
the  ten  of  clubs,  winning  four  by  cards. 
Z  played  very  badly  in  not  clearing  his  spade 
suit  at  once,  but,  beyond  this  initial  mistake, 
he  did  nothing  very  wrong,  and  yet  it  made 
a  difference  of  eight  or  nine  tricks.  If  the 
hand  had  been  played  at  double  dummy, 
with  the  position  of  every  card  known,  we 
could  never  have  won  more  than  two  tricks, 
one  heart  and  one  diamond,  but  as  it  was 
played  we  won  no  fewer  than  ten  tricks. 

It  is  sometimes  extremely  difficult  to 
refrain  from  pointing  out  his  shortcomings  to 
one's  partner  when  he  has  made  a  hopeless 
mess  of  a  hand  with  great  possibilities.  Of 
course,  we  all  know  that  it  is  very  stupid  to 
do  so ;  it  can  serve  no  good  purpose,  but 
only  tends  to  upset  one's  partner  and  to 
make  him  play  his  cards  worse  than  ever. 
The  wise  course  to  pursue  is  to  sit  and  suffer 
in  silence,  and  to  hope  that,  when  one  has 
the  good  fortune  to  cut  against  the  offender, 
he  will  give  one  back  those  wasted  chances 
with  a  little  interest.  This  theory  is,  how- 
ever, very  difficult  to  practise.  We  are  only 
human,  and  it  is  not  given  to  everybody  to 
possess  an  unlimited  supply  of  self-command, 

I  am  afraid  that  I  was  at  one  time,  and 
possibly  am  still,  a  bad  offender  in  this 
respect.  It  is  so  very  difficult  to  keep  one's 
mouth  closed  when  one  sees  chance  after 
chance  thrown  away,  and  cards  played  which 
can  do  no  possible  good,  but  may  do  a  lot  of 
harm. 

Some  time  ago,  before  the  general  standard 
of  play  was  anything  like  so  good  as  it  is  at 
the  present  day,  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is 
nothing  if  not  practical  in  his  views,  said  to 
me,  "  What  a  fool  you  are  to  tell  these  fellows 
when  they  play  wrong  !  Not  only  does  it  do 
no  possible  good,  but  you  get  yourself  con- 
siderably disliked  by  pointing  out  their  mis- 
takes, and  it  is  entirely  against  your  own 
interests.  If  you  tell  them  everything  that 
you  know,  they  will  soon  play  as  well  as  you 
do,  and  all  your  advantage  will  be  gone.  If 
I  were  you  I  should  sit  and  suffer  when  they 
give  away  tricks,  knowing  that  it  is  bound  to 
come  back  to  me  sooner  or  later." 

This  was  certainly  quite  a  novel  way  to 
me  of  looking  at  it,  and  a  way  which  would 
never  have  occurred  to  my  own  mind,  but 
there  may  possibly  be  some  element  of  truth 
in  it. 

There  are  many  stories  in  circulation  about 
remarks,   courteous    or    otherwise  —  mostly 


Digitized  by 


Google 


BRIDGE   STORIES, 


i6i 


otherwise  —  made  by  aggrieved  players  to 
their  partners.  One  of  the  best  of  them  is 
the  following. 

Some  years  ago  a  certain  gallant  soldier, 
who  was  also  a  fine  bndge-player,  was  in  the 
habit  of  playing  regularly  at  a  London  club 
where  the  points  were  exceptionally  high. 
He  was  very  quick  to  notice  and  to  resent 
mistakes  made  by  his  partner,  but  he  had 
one  peculiarity :  that  the  more  his  unhappy 
partner  offended,  the  more  suave  and  polite 
did  he  become  in  his  manner. 

One  afternoon  he  cut  with  a  partner  whom 
he  had  never  seen  before.  No  introduction 
was  made,  and  the  game  commenced.  The 
new-comer  had  to  play  a  No-Trump  hand,  of 
which  he  made  a  most  hopeless  bungle, 
losing  the  odd  trick  when  he  ought  to  have 
won  the  game.  The  General,  for  such  was 
his  rank,  smiled  benignly  on  him,  and  said: — 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  I  have  not  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  your  name." 

"  My  name  is  Jones." 

"  Ah  !  Thank  you  so  much.  Well,  Mr. 
Jones,  I  have  never  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  you  before,  but  I  hope  you  will  not 
think  me  rude  if  I  ask  you  a  question  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Jones  ;  "  not  at  all. 
Ask  me  anything  you  like." 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Jones,". said  the  General. 
"  The  question  that  I  wish  to  ask  you,  and  I 
trust  that  you  will  believe  me  when  I  assure 
you  that  it  is  not  prompted  by  any  feeling 
of  idle  curiosity,  is  whether  you  possess  an 
income  of  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Jones,  very  much  sur- 
prised ;  ''  I  am  afraid  that  I  cannot  lay  claim 
to  quite  as  much  as  that.     I  wish  I  could." 

"  Then,  sir,  allow  me  to  tell  you  that  you 
have  no  right  to  play  bridge  for  these  points." 

This  crushing  retort  left  nothing  more  to 
be  said,  and  the  game  once  more  proceeded. 
Our  poor  friend  "  Jones "  was  by  this  time 
knocked  out  of  his  stride  altogether,  and  he 
committed  almost  every  card  enormity  that 
flesh  is  heir  to,  with  the  result  that  he  and 
his  partner  lost  a  rubber  which  they  ought  to 
have  won  three  or  four  times  over. 

When  it  was  finished  the  General,  in  his 
blandest  and  most  insinuating  tone,  said, 
"  Mr.  Jones,  I  owe  you  an  apology.  I  ought 
not  to  have  said  what  I  did." 

"  Oh,  please  don't  mention  it,"  said  Jones; 
"  no  apology  is  necessary  at  all.  I  really  did 
not  mind  it  a  bit,  and  I  am  afraid  I  did  play 
very  badly." 

"  That  is  not  the  point,"  said  the  General. 
"  When  I  am  wrong  I  always  acknowledge  it, 
and  I  was  wrong  in  this  case — altogether  in 


the  wrong.  When  I  said  ten  thousand 
pounds  *a  year  I  ought  to  have  said  thirty 
thousand." 

Another  incident  of  somewhat  the  same 
kind,  although  with  rather  a  different  ending, 
occurred  in  a  provincial  club  very  far  remote 
from  London.  Nothing  will  induce  me  to 
give  the  name  of  the  town,  but  I  will  put  the 
letters  N.B.  after  it. 

There  is  in  this  club,  or  there  was  until 
quite  recently — he  may  possibly  have  been 
murdered  by  now — a  player  of  very  dicta- 
torial manners,  who  is  apt  to  ride  roughshod 
over  the  feelings  of  his  unfortunate  partner 
for  the  time  being,  and  to  read  the  Riot  Act 
at  the  end  of  almost  every  hand,  or  even 
during  the  play  of  the  hand.  On  one  occa- 
sion he  had  as  partner  a  very  quiet,  un- 
assuming young  man,  with  charming  manners, 
but,  unfortunately,  with  a  very  elementary 
knowledge  of  the  tactics  of  bridge.  Everything 
went  wrong  from  the  start,  and  the  vitupera- 
tion heaped  upon  that  unhappy  young  man's 
head  was  something  even  worse  than  usual. 
At  last  the  climax  came.  They  were  playing 
against  a  No-Trump  declaration,  and  it  was  a 
question  of  saving  the  game.  The  young  man 
had  to  lead,  and,  with  every  idea  of  the  game 
that  he  had  ever  possessed  entirely  bouleverse 
by  his  partner's  criticisms,  he  led  a  heart, 
which  was  the  worst  card  that  he  could  have 
led,  and  they  lost  the  game.  Then  the  vials 
of  wrath  were  poured  forth. 

".  What  in  the  world  induced  you  to  lead 
that  heart  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  know  what  to  lead,"  said  the 
harassed  young  man  ;  "  the  diamonds  w^ere 
obviously  against  us." 

"Diamonds?  Who  said  anything  about 
diamonds  ?  Why  could  not  you  have  led  a 
black  suit  ?  You  had  a  black  suit  of  some 
kind,  I  suppose,  had  not  you  ?  " 

Then,  at  last,  the  worm  turned. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  ;  "  I  had  a  black  suit,  and 
I've  got  it  still,  but  I'm  keeping  that  for  your 
funeral ! " 

Criticism  at  the  end  of  a  hand  is  not 
always  ill-natured.  It  can  be  quite  good- 
natured,  even  if  not  exactly  complimentary. 
The  following  story  of  a  good-natured  chaffing 
remark  is  distinctly  funny. 

The  late  Mr.  Winnie  Gray,  who  was  per- 
haps the  most  charming  of  all  the  Americans 
who  have  honoured  us  with  their  presence, 
was  playing  a  rubber  one  afternoon.  At  the 
same  table  was  a  well-known  London  player, 
who  is  universally  popular  at  the  bridge- 
table  whenever  and  wherever  he  plays,  but 
whose  skill  in  the  management  and  play  of 
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his  cards  is  by  no  means  on  a  par  with 
his  popularity.  For  the  purpose  of  this 
story  we  will  call  him  the  Artist.  When 
the  rubber  was  over,  the  Artist's  partner  got 
up  to  leave  the  table.     The  Artist  said  :— 

"Don't  go.  I  can't  afford  to  lose  you. 
Stay  and  play  another  rubber  like  a  good 
chap,  for  my  sake." 

He  was,  however,  obliged  to  go  and  some- 
one else  took  his  place.  When  he  had  gone, 
Mr.  Gray  said  : — 

"  Why  were  you  so  particularly  anxious  for 
that  man  to  stay  ?  I  did  not  notice  anything 
very  striking  about  his  play." 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  that  at  all,"  was  the  reply. 
"  The  reason  that  I  did  not  want  to  lose  him 
is  that  he  is  the  only  man  I  ever  play  with  who 
does  not  find  fault  with  me  and  tell  me  at 
the  end  of  every  hand  what  a  lot  of  mistakes 
I  have  made." 

"Really?"  said  Mr.  Gray.  "Has  he 
some  impediment  in  his  speech?" 

In  conclusion  I  will  tell,  for  the  first  time, 
quite  the  most  curious  incident  .which  ever 
came  within  my  experience  at  the.  bridge- 
table. 

One  afternoon  I  went  into  the  card-room 
of  a  London  club,  and  found  the  usual 
rubber  in  full  swing.  A  friend  of  mine,  who 
is  one  of  our  finest  players,  was  playing  the 
two  hands,  and  I  sat  down  behind  him  to 
look  on.  It  was  a  very  strong  rubber,  all 
four  players  being  of  the  first  class,  and  there 
was  quite  a  gallery  of  onlookers.  There  were 
five  cards  left  in  each  hand,  and  the  dealer's 
and  the  dummy's  cards,  which  were,  of  course, 
all  that  I  could  see,  were : — 


Dkalbr's  Hand. 
Hearts — Queen,  kiuive,  7. 
Diamonds— 9. 
Clubs— 5. 
Spades— None. 


DuMMv's  Hand. 
Hear  u— 8. 
Diamonds — 6. 
Clubs— Knave.  4. 
Spades — 9. 


I  asked  the  dealer  what  were  trumps,  and 
he  said,  "  Hearts.  We  want  three  more 
tricks  to  win  the  game,  and  it  is  a  near  thing 
whether  we  get  them.  Those  two  are  good  " 
— indicating  the  queen  and  knave  of  trumps 
in  his  own  hand. 

The  player  on  his  left  had  to  lead,  and, 
after  carefully  considering  the  position,  which 
was  obviously  a  difficult  one,  he  led  a  small 
trump  right  up  to  the  dealer.  Dummy's 
eight  was  put  on  and  the  third  hand  played 
void,  so  there  was  the  game  won.  The 
dealer  had  only  to  play  his  seven  of  trumps 
under  his  partner's  eight  and  he  would  be 
left  with  the  two  best  trumps  to  win  the 
other  two    tricks   required.      To  my  utter 


astonishment,  however,  the  dealer  won  his 
partner's  trick  with  the  knave,  and  then  led  the 
queen  of  trumps,  followed  by  the  seven ;  the 
player  on  his  left  won  this  with  the  ten,  and 
at  once  threw  down  the  two  best  diamonds, 
saying  as  he  did  so,  "  We  save  the  game  after 
all.  That  is  the  most  astounding  piece  of 
luck  I  ever  saw";  but  perhaps  it  was  not 
quite  so  lucky  as  he  thought. 

All  the  hands  were  thrown  on  the  table, 
and  the  dealer's  partner  naturally  went  for 
him  at  once.  "  Have  you  gone  suddenly 
mad,  or  what?  You  had  actually  got  the 
game  in  your  hand." 

"  How  so  ?  "  asked  the  dealer,  pretending 
not  to  understand,  but  giving  me  an  almost 
imperceptible  little  wink,  although  I  was  still 
quite  in  the  dark.  Everybody  began  to 
explain  the  situation  and  to  talk  at  once,  and 
a  perfect  babel  arose.  The  dealer  had  to 
encounter  a  storm  of  good-natured  chaff. 

"  Well,  you  of  all  people  !  "  "  You  had 
better  take  a  few  lessons,"  etc. 

Meanwhile  the  cards  had  been  collected, 
and  the  other  pack  presented  and  cut  for  the 
next  deal.  Then  my  friend  the  dealer  turned 
to  me  and  said,  in  a  low  tone,  so  that  the 
others  could  not  hear  : — 

"  Did  you  tumble  to  why  I  did  that  ?" 

I  said,  "  No,  indeed  I  did  not.  I  could 
only  suppose  that  you  had  taken  temporary 
leave  of  your  senses." 

"There  was  method  in  my  madness,"  he 
replied.  "Come  close  and  I  will  tell  you. 
I  don't  want  them  to  hear.  I  had  revoked 
in  clubs  early  in  the  game,  and  I  knew  that 
the  only  possible  chance  of  their  not  spotting 
it  was  to  raise  such  a  discussion  at  the  end  of 
the  hand  that  they  might  not  think  of  looking 
at  the  last  cards,  and  it  has  come  off." 

It  did  indeed  come  off,  and  I  may  add 
that  he  eventually  won  the  rubber,  which  I 
consider  that  he  well  deserved  to  do  for  his 
ingenuity. 

Just  at  first  I  was  not  quite  sure  about  the 
morality  of  the  proceeding  ;  but,  on  thinking 
it  over,  I  could  not  see  that  he  had  done  any- 
thing at  all  wrong.  He  was  quite  entitled  to 
play  his  cards  as  he  liked,  and  he  threw  his 
two  remaining  cards  down  on  the  table  quite 
openly,  face  upwards,  with  no  sort  of  attempt 
at  concealment.  It  was  just  a  gigantic  bluff 
— and  a  very  clever  one — and  it  succeeded  to 
perfection;  but  fancy  a  man  thinking  out 
such  a  thing  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
and  bringing  it  off.  Don't  you  think  that  he 
well  deserved  to  win  that  rubber  ? 
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IT  was  nearly  ten  o'clock  when 
Clement  Darnford  put  his  latch- 
key in  the  lock  and  let  him- 
self into  his  house.  It  was 
a  good  half-hour  before  the 
appointment  he  had  made 
could  possibly  be  kept;  but  the  man  was 
impatient,  and  he  felt  that  he  could  pace  the 
streets  no  longer.  When  the  hour  arrived — 
that  time  for  which  he  had  been  waiting  for 
more  than  a  year — he  must  be  on  the  spot, 
that  not  a  moment  might  be  lost.  Even  now, 
as  he  handed  his  hat  to  the  man-servant  who 
had  hurried  forward  on  hearing  his  entrance, 
he  asked  an  impatient  question. 

"  Is  the  nurse  here  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  man.  "She  tells 
me,  sir,  that  everything  is  ready;  she  can 
take  the  young  lady  directly  you  ring,  sir." 

Clement  Darnford  waved  the  man  aside 
impatiently,  took  up  his  letters,  and  went 
oflf  into  that  room  which  he  had  designed 
to  be  the  meeting-place.  So  preoccupied 
was  he  with  this  one  thought  in  his  mind  that 
he  tossed  the  letters  on  to  the  table,  and 
began  to  pace  about  in  the  fashion  in  which 
he  had  paced  the  streets  that  night.  And 
while  he  paced  his  jaw  hardened,  and  his 
eyes  grew  brighter  and  keener ;  for  was  not 
this  the  end,  and  was  not  his  the  victory  ? 

It  had  been  a  long  fight  for  supremacy; 
but  he,  the  man,  had  won.  When,  twelve 
months  before,  his  wife  had  gone  out  of 
that  house,  vowing  never  to  return  to  it, 
and  had  taken  with  her  the  child,  she  had 
left  him  a  broken  and  dishonoured  man. 
Dishonoured,  that  is,  so  far  as  he  beliefved  ; 
for  all  the  world  was  ready  enough  to  link 
the  woman's  name  with  that  of  another  man. 
Kate  Darnford  had  this  saving  grace  in  her, 
at  least — that  the  baby  girl  of  three  years  had 
stood  for  more  to  her  than  anyone  or  any- 
thing else  ;  the  child  had  gone  with  her. 

That  had,  in  a  sense,  been  the  man's 
heaven,  and  out  of  that  heaven  the  woman 
had  unceremoniously  thrust  him.  When  first 
that  other  man — Victor  Manning — had  come 
into  her  life  and  had  seemed  to  some  extent 
to  absorb  her  thoughts,  Clement  Darnford 
had    quite    unconsciously  consoled  himself 


with  the  child  and  with  the  thought  of  the 
child  ;  life  had  its  compensations.  Uncon- 
sciously, too,  he  drove  the  woman  farther  on 
that  path  she  seemed  to  be  treading  by  that 
worship  of  the  baby  ;  drove  her,  too,  to  that 
business  of  stealing  the  child  from  him  when 
she  took  her  mad  flight  from  the  house. 

Well,  it  was  all  over  now;  in.  less  than 
half  an  hour  she  was  returning  to  this  place, 
humbled  by  the  powers  with  which  he  had 
been  able  to  threaten  her,  and  was  bringing 
the  child  back  to  him.  She  was  not  to  stay 
herself;  that  part  of  their  joint  lives  was 
ended  for  ever.  But  it  had  been  part  of  her 
punishment  that  he  should  demand  that  the 
child  should  be  brought  back  there  by  her; 
and  parted  with  in  the  house  from  which  she 
had  stolen  it. 

And  everything  was  prepared.  The  nursery 
that  had  gaped  at  him  forlorn  and  desolate 
for  more  than  a  year  was  ready  for  the  child ; 
a  nurse  had  been  engaged,  and  waited  there 
now.  To-night  he  would  stand  beside  the 
little  bed  that  had  stood  there  empty  too 
long;  to-night  childish  fingers  would  close 
round  his,  and  a  little  flushed  face  would  lie 
upon  the  pillow ;  a  little  sleepy  voice  would 
murmur  to  him,  as  it  had  murmured  how 
many  long,  weary  months  ago  !  Dear  love  I 
— his  heart  was  hungry  for  it  all ! 

But  what  a  fight  it  had  been !  First,  the 
difficulty  of  finding  out  where  she  had 
gone — a  clever  ruse  on  the  part  of  a  lawyer, 
in  the  shape  of  an  advertisement,  had  dis- 
covered that — and  then  the  Courts  had  been 
set  to  work.  At  first,  flat  refusal,  then 
entreaties  and  prayers,  and  then  another 
dramatic  disappearance.  After  that,  all  the 
work  to  be  done  again ;  until  at  last  it  had 
come  to  the  point  when  he  could  tell  her 
that  she  must  come  to  that  place  that  night 
and  deliver  up  the  child.  And  she  had 
promised  to  come. 

The  rattle  of  wheels  outside  ;  the  stopping 
of  a  vehicle.  The  man  felt  his  pulses  quicken 
a  little  as  he  drew  himself  up  and  waited,  first 
for  the  ringing  of  the  bell,  and  then  for  the 
voices  in  the  hall ;  lastly,  for  the  opening  of 
the  door  of  the  room.  Why  did  not  the  child 
speak,  or  call  out,  or  ask  where  he  was  ? 
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The  door  opened  at  last,  and  with  the 
announcement  of  her  name  Kate  Darn  ford 
entered — alone.  The  man  waited  until  the 
door  was  closed  again,  and  the  woman  stood 
looking  at  him  with  hard  eyes  and  with  a 
curious  droop  about  the  corners  of  her 
mouth.  He  thought  only  of  the  child;  he 
asked  a  question  about  her  at  once  abruptly 
— half  angrily. 

"  Well,  where  is  she  ?    Where's  Kitty  ?  " 

She  made  a  weary  gesture  to  remove  her 
cloak  and  sank  into  a  chair.  He  noticed,  as 
the  cloak  fell  from  her  shoulders,  that  she 
was  in  evening  dress,  and  that,  save  for  that 
tired  look  in  her  face,  she  was  as  beautiful  as 
ever.  He  seemed  to  notice  that  with  quite 
other  eyes  than  those  that  looked  past  her 
and  waite<l  for  the  child. 

"Tm  here  to  tell  you,"  she  replied  to 
his  question.  "  I — I  promised  to  come — 
didn't  I?" 

"Why  are  you  all  in  black?"  It  was 
strange  and  startling ;  but  while  the  question 
stabbed  the  silence  of  the  room  it  seemed 
also  to  stab  the  man,  so  that  he  started  at  his 
own  words.  **  Why  are  you  in  black,  and 
alone  ?  " 

She  spread  out  her  hands  with  a  helpless 
gesture  ;  her  mouth  was  twisted  into  a  laugh 
that  had  a  sob  in  it.  "  The  child — the  baby's 
dead,"  she  said. 

It  never  occurred  to  the  man  for  a  moment 
to  question  her  words ;  the  fact  was  stated 
and  the  fact  remained.  Her  dejected  attitude, 
her  dress,  the  pathetic  quivering  of  her  lips, 
all  set  the  seal  of  proof  upon  what  she  had 
stated  \  the  child  was  dead.  Clement  Dam- 
ford  stood  there,  staring  at  her  like  a  man 
turned  to  stone ;  he  was  letting  the  frightful 
thing  sink  into  his  mind  bit  by  bit,  word  by 
word.     The  child  was  dead. 

The  first  feeling  in  his  mind  had  nothing 
to  do  with  the  dejected  figure  of  the  woman 
before  him ;  rather  a  great  wave  of  self-pity 
swept  over  him.  The  house  was  empty  and 
desolate  again  ;  the  little  bed  would  never 
be  occupied  ;  the  nurse  must  go.  This  was 
the  end  of  his  dream ;  the  little  figure  on 
which  he  had  set  all  his  hopes  had  dropped 
out  of  life  and  simply  did  not  exist. 

He  did  not  cry  out ;  he  made  no  wild 
demands  upon  her  for  details  as  to  how  the 
child  had  died,  or  where.  The  fact  was 
enough,  and  the  fact  was  overwhelming.  It 
stunned  him,  but  left  him  with  a  sort  of  con- 
sciousness that  before  his  wife,  now  that  it 
did  not  matter,  he  must  show  some  calmness 
— perhaps  even  some  indifference. 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  voice 


that  seemed  quite  unlike  his  own.  "I'm 
sorry — most  of  all  for  you.  You  will  miss 
her." 

The  woman  looked  up  at  him  quickly,  and 
her  face  hardened.  The  man  had  no  heart ; 
she  had  proved  that  long  ago.  He  could 
speak  now  in  this  calm,  poljte  fashion  of  his 
dead  child ;  it  had  only  been  a  matter  of 
pride  with  him  to  snatch  the  baby  from  her. 
All  the  great  battle  he  had  fought ;  all  the 
strong  forces  of  the  Law  he  had  brought  to 
bear  to  crush  her  into  submission;  all  had 
been  only  that  he  might  humble  her — he  had 
not  cared  about  the  child.  She  got  to  her 
feet  slowly,  and  drew  her  cloak  about  her ; 
answered  his  remark  in  a  dull  voice,  without 
looking  at  him. 

"Yes,  I  shall  miss  her,"  she  said.  "You 
see,"  she  was  all  I  had — all  I  lived  for. 
There's  nothing  else  for  me  to  say  to  you ;  I 
can  go  away  again." 

"  You  are  living — alone  ?  "  He  asked  the 
question  with  an  effort. 

Her  cheeks  flamed ;  she  drew  herself  up. 
"  As  I  have  lived  since  I  left  this  house,"  she 
replied,  quickly,  "  save  for  the  child." 

The  blow  had  softened  him  a  little  ;  from 
this  night  he  was  to  be  an  utterly  lonely  man. 
"  Was  it  ever  true,  Kate,  about  you  and  that 
fellow  Manning  ?  "  he  asked. 

"You  did  not  trouble  to  give  me  the 
benefit  of  any  doubt  twelve  months  ago.  I 
shall  not  tell  you  anything  now,*'  she  replied. 
"  Good  night ! " 

She  went  out  of  the  room  and  out  of  the 
house;  he  heard  the  vehicle  drive  away 
again.  So  for  a  long  time  he  stood  in  that 
house  of  desolation,  staring  stupidly  at  the 
door  through  which  she  had  gone;  then 
something  seemed  to  break  in  him,  and  his 
rigid  attitude  changed,  and  he  dropped  into 
a  chair  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

"Oh,  my  baby— my  little  child!"  he 
sobbed. 

All  the  striving  had  ended  in  this.  His 
empty  hands  grasped  nothing  after  all.  Death 
had  beaten  him,  and  this  was  the  end.  He 
was  of  that  nature  that  sets  everything  upon 
a  venture — of  that  great  strength  that  turns 
to  weakness  when  it  is  baffled  or  beaten.  He 
could  not  bear  the  thought  of  what  had 
happened  to  him.  On  the  day  following  he 
laid  that  nursery  waste  and  turned  away  all 
the  servants,  and  left  the  house.  He  told 
himself  that  he  had  lived  for  this  hope 
only ;  there  was  now  nothing  in  the  world  for 
which  he  cared. 

When  a  man  is  in  that  mood  Fate  takes 
him  in  her  hands  and 'works  her  will  with 
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CLEMENT   OAKNFUKO   STOOD   THEKE,    STAKING   AT    HEK    LIKE  A    MAN    TURNED  TO   STONE. 


him.  Clement  Darnford  began  hy  rambling 
uneasily  abroad  for  a  few  months — a  lonely, 
irritable  man  ;  then  he  came  back  to  I^ndon, 
because  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  there 
were  places  where  the  child  had  been,  and  he 
might  be  able  the  better  to  dream  of  her  in 
these  familiar  streets  than  in  the  streets  of 
foreign  cities.  Matters  had  gone  wrong  with 
him  during  these  few  months ;  the  world  that 
a  baby  was  to  have  set  right  had  decided  to 

Vol.  xNxv.— 23. 


buffet  the  man  a  little.  This  speculation  had 
turned  out  badly,  and  that  friend  had  played 
him  false  ;  the  very  wind  that  blew  at  him  in 
the  streets  w^as  a  more  bitter  wind  than  it 
had  ever  been  before.  The  child  was  dead  ; 
perhaps,  despite  all  that  was  said,  death  was 
best  after  all.  The  man  was  young  in  years, 
but  the  heart  in  him  was  old  and  tired. 

He  roamed  the  streets  one  night,  striving 
to  kill  time  before  he  should  go  back  to  the 
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du!l  and  cheerless  rooms  in  which  he  had 
taken  up  his  residence.  It  was  a  bright 
night,  though  cold,  and  the  people  who 
joitled  him  on  the  pavement  seemed  for  the 
most  part  to  have  attuned  their  moods  to  the 
brightness  of  the  night.  Work  for  the  day 
was  over  ;  these  hurrymg  people  were  out  for 
amuseoient,  and  were  like  children  let  loose 
from  school.  He  pitied  them  a  little  for  the 
ease  with  which  they  could  laugh  ;  despised 
them  a  little  more.  Scarcely  knowmg  what 
he  did,  or  why  he  did  it,  he  found  himself 
presently  walking  into  a  cheap  music-hall  mlo 
which  a  throng  of  people  were  pressing  ;  put 
down  some  money,  and  was  shown  to  a  seat. 
People  were  laughing  and  chattering  all  about 
him,  and  men  were  smoking  and  drinking;  he 
sat  the  one  gloomy,  silent  one  amongst  them. 

What  did  these  people  know  of  sorrow 
such  as  his?  toarse  themselves,  they  had 
coarse  childrerttTand  one  more  or  less  that 
lived  or  died  mattered  but  little  to  them. 
They  could  cpme  here,  and  listen  to  this 
raucous -voiced  fool  blaring  out  a  song  that 
had  neither  point  nor  wit ;  if  they  saw  any- 
thing finer  it  would  leave  them  cold  and  un- 
touched. He  closed  his  eyes,  and  wondered 
why  he  had  come  to  the  place. 

When  he  opened  his  eyes  again  the  place 
was  in  darkness  He  could  hear  the  people 
round  about  him  whispering ;  could  hear  the 
strains  of  the  band.  Before  him  on  a  great 
white  e.xpanse  was  an  announcement  con- 
cerning a  cinematograph  then  about  to  be 
displayed.  He  hailed  the  change  with  a 
little  sigh  almost  of  satisfaction  ;  the  noise 
was  over  for  a  time,  and  his  tired  eyes  could 
rest  a  little  in  the  semi  darkness. 

There  was  the  usual  round  of  pictures 
depicting  foreign  scenes,  and  one  or  two 
carefully -arranged  comic  series.  Then  on 
the  great  expanse  was  thrown  a  Ime  that 
seemed  to  stir  those  in  the  audience  who 
understood  it  into  sudden  gleeful  anticipa 
tion.  Men  turned  in  their  seats,  and  mut- 
tered a  word  or  two  to  their  neighbours ; 
women  laughed  and  sat  up.  The  line  of 
words  stirred  something,  too,  in  this  man. 

**  Make  way  for  the  baby  !  " 

The  scene  displayed  represented  a  street 
crowded  with  traffic — carts,  carriages,  and 
hurrying  pedestrians.  Suddenly  the  figure  of 
a  policeman  stepped  out  in  full  view  and 
held  up  its  hand ;  then  down  the  centre  of  a 
lane,  with  closely-packed  vehicles  on  either 
side,  came  a  nurse,  wheeling  a  mail-cart  in 
which  sat  a  child,  laughing  and  waving  its 
hands  straight  at  the  audience. 

It  was  the  dead  child.     As  the  man  sat 


there,  gripping  the  back  of  the  seat  before 
him,  and  staring  wide  eyed,  he  saw  the  thing 
clearly ;  saw  her  coming,  as  it  seemed, 
straiglu  towards  him.  with  a  nurse  whose  face 
he  remembered  wheeling  her  down  towards 
the  audience.  Then  the  picture  was  blotted 
out,  amid  cheering  and  laughter  and  the 
clapping  of  hands. 

Clement  Darn  ford  struggled  out  of  the 
place  into  the  air  ;  he  leaned  like  one  drunk 
against  the  portico  ;  great  .dry  sobs  shook  him 
from  head  to  foot.  He  had  seen  his  beloved 
come  from  the  grave — had  seen  her  laughing 
and  happy  and  waving  hands  to  him.  How 
beautiful  she  had  been ;  how  even  those 
common  people  had  loved  her  and  laughed 
with  her  !  He  was  not  jealous  of  that,  as  he 
would  once  have  been  ,  he  was  only  proud 
with  a  great  pride.  Even  m  the  sorrow  that 
overwhelmed  him  he  could  have  cried  aloud 
to  the  people  who  were  now  flocking  out  of 
the  hall  that  that  had  been  his  baby  they  had 
seen— his  child  that  had  made  them  cheer, 
and  clap  their  hands,  and  laugh  at  the  very 
sight  of  her. 

He  went  every  night  to  the  place.  For  a 
week  he  sat  there,  suffering  agonies,  and 
waiting  always  for  that  one  moment  when 
the  white  line  of  letters  flashed  before  his 
eyes,  and  he  saw  again  the  crowded  street, 
and  the  held-up  lines  of  traffic,  and  his  dead 
child  coming  towards  him.  Through  the 
long  day,  while  he  wandered  the  streets 
forlorn  and  wretched,  he  looked  forward  to 
those  few  moments  each  night.  The  shadows 
fell  about  him  again  when  the  shadow  fell 
upon  the  picture. 

At  last  it  happened  that  he  went  one  night 
and  sat  through  the  whole  performance,  but 
he  did  not  see  the  picture.  I'here  had  been 
a  change  in  the  programme,  and  that 
particular  cinematograph  was  gone.  He 
stumbled  out  of  the  place  like  a  man  bereft ; 
he  had  lost  her ! 

He  went  back  into  the  hall  and  found  the 
manager,  and  faced  him  with  a  request.  It 
was  hard  for  him  to  steady  his  voice  and  to 
keep  back  the  tears  from  his  eyes  ;  it  was  as 
though  someone  had  stolen  the  actual  child 
from  him.  Pathetically  he  pleaded  that  they 
would  tell  him  where  that  particular  show 
had  gone. 

They  were  a  little  surprised,  but  very  kind 
and  patient ;  the  show  had  gone  to  a  town  in 
the  North  of  England.  He  thanked  them 
gratefully  and  went  away  ;  morning  saw  him 
on  his  way  to  the  place  they  had  told  him  of. 

He  knew  what  to  do  now ;  the  game  was 
in  his  hands.     Each  night,  as  by  a  miracle. 
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"as  the  man  sat  therb,  gripping  the  back  of  the  seat  before  him,  and  staring  wide-eyed,  he  saw  the 

thing  clearly." 


It  was  given  him  to  see  the  child  he  loved  ; 
truly  God  had  been  very  good  to  him.  The 
man  was  changing  with  the  months  ;  he  was 
thin  and  haggard,  and  his  eyes  were  un- 
naturally bright.  But  he  was  softened ;  all 
the  sternness  had  gone  out  of  him.  More 
than  that,  his  life  was  mapped  out  clearly 
now ;    he  had    hut   to   follow  this   wherever 


it  went ;  so  much  was  sufficient  for  him. 
He  was  constantly  travelling,  for  it  hap- 
pened sometimes  that  the  show  would  be  in 
one  town  for  only  three  nights — sometimes 
only  for  one.  His  eager  inquiries  at 
different  places  had  made  him  known,  and 
bit  by  bit  the  story  had  leaked  out.  The 
man  with  the  haunted  face  and  the  craving 
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eyes  sat  like  a  ghost  among  the  merry  folk 
that  crowded  the  places  to  which  he  went ; 
people  grew  to  look  for  him,  and  sometimes 
to  whisper  the  story.  More  than  that,  with 
a  kindly  thought  for  him  they  played  softer 
music  when  that  magic  line  went  up,  and 
when  the  baby  rode  down  each  night  to 
meet  him. 

Now  it  happened  that  Kate  Darnford,  who 
had  never  really  had  out  of  her  mind  the 
remembrance  of  the  man  she  had  loved  and 
left,  had  begun  to  feel  a  stronger  interest  in 
him,  for  a  reason  he  did  not  know.  She 
wondered  if,  after  all,  she  had  misjudged  him; 
if,  by  some  chance,  that  had  been  but  a  mask 
he  had  worn  on  the  night  when  she  had  told 
him  that  the  child  was  dead,  and  he  had  taken 
the  news  so  callously.  While  that  long  battle 
had  been  waging  between  them  she  could  pit 
her  strength  against  his  in  the  hope  for 
victory — in  the  hope  that  she  might  defeat 
him  after  all.  But  now  the  battle  was  over ; 
he  had  laid  down  his  weapons  and  had  left 
the  field.  There  was  nothing  left  for  her  to 
struggle  against ;  she  began  to  think  about 
the  man — began  to  wonder  about  him. 

Finally,  one  day  she  went  to  the  house  in 
which  they  had  both  lived,  only  to  find  that 
he  had  gone  away.  The  caretaker  gave  her 
his  new  address,  however,  and  she  set  out  to 
find  him.  Without  giving  her  name  she 
inquired  for  him  of  a  servant  she  had  not 
seen  before,  and  discovered  that  he  was  out 
— he  was  always  out  in  the  evening,  the  man 
informed  her. 

A  curious  insane  jealousy  began  to  stir  in 
her.  What  did  she  know  of  his  life,  or  of 
what  he  did,  or  what  people  he  knew? 
Where  did  he  go  each  night  like  this  ?  On 
an  impulse  she  determined  to  watch  him. 
On  the  following  night  she  was  lucky  enough 
to  see  him  come  out  of  the  place  and  walk 
rapidly  away. 

She  was  shocked  at  his  appearance.  His 
dress  was  careless  and  shabby,  his  face  was 
lined  and  worn,  and  his  hair  grey.  He  had 
some  desperate  purpose  stirring  him,  or  surely 
he  would  never  walk  at  this  pace,  looking 
neither  to  right  nor  left,  and  going  as  to  a 
settled  goal.  She  hurried  along  after  him, 
and  presently  saw  to  her  amazement  that  he 
turned  in  at  the  doors  of  a  third-rate  music- 
hall.  Puzzled  and  angry,  she  hesitated  for  a 
moment,  and  then  went  in  also. 

For  a  long  time  after  she  had  taken  her  seat 
she  failed  to  find  him  ;  but  at  last  she  saw 
him  sitting  below  her  in  the  body  of  the  hall, 
with  his  arms  folded  and  his  eyes  closed. 
The  performance  was  going  on,  but  it  was 


obvious  that  he  had  not  come  for  that.  She 
waited  and  watched,  but  he  spoke  to  no 
one,  and  an  attendant  who  offered  him 
a  programme  was  brushed  impatiently  aside. 
Still  Kate  Darnford  waited,  and  watched 
the  man. 

She  could  not,  however,  see  him  when  the 
house  was  plunged  in  darkness  for  the  cine- 
matograph ;  she  must  perforce  watch  the 
stage.  Then  at  last  came  the  line  for  which 
the  man  watched  night  after  night ;  then  the 
picture.     And  so  she  understood. 

She  went  to  the  place  where  he  lived 
the  next  night,  with  some  faint  intention  of 
speaking  to  him  ;  but  he  did  not  see  her 
when  he  hurried  out  into  the  streets,  and 
this  time  he  set  off  in  a  new  direction.  He 
went  to  another  hall  in  quite  another  part 
of  I^ndon,  and  once  again  waited  for  that 
picture.  When  he  came  out  of  the  place  she 
stood  among  the  crowd  and  watched  him  ; 
the  face  of  the  man  was  transfigured ;  it  was 
wonderful  to  look  upon. 

She  could  not  forget  that  face  when,  in  her 
own  home,  she  sat  that  night  fighting  a 
battle  with  herself;  beating  her  hands  softly 
together,  and  biting  her  lips  to  keep  them 
from  trembling.  She  had  not  understood — 
she  had  not  understood.  That  he  should 
have  cared  like  this;  that  he  should  have 
given  up  all  else  to  get  this  glimpse  of  the 
shadow -child  night  after  night;  it  was 
wonderful.  She  fought  her  battle  with  her- 
self for  what  seemed  a  long  time;  at  last 
she  sprang  to  her  feet,  and  with  a  great  hurry 
upon  her  rang  the  bell.  It  was  very  late, 
but  a  servant  answered  the  summons,  and 
stood  waiting. 

"  Get  me  a  cab  at  once.  Wake  the  child, 
and  dress  her,  and  have  her  ready." 

The  woman  withdrew  quickly,  and  Kate 
Darnford  put  on  her  own  hat  and  cloak,  and 
waited  impatiently  until,  presently,  the  door 
was  opened,  and  the  woman  came  in  with 
the  sleepy  child  encircled  by  one  arm — the 
child  of  the  picture,  save  for  the  difference  of 
a  year. 

The  mother  went  down  on  her  knees 
before  her,  and  held  her  close  for  a  long 
minute  ;  then,  crooning  to  her  as  though  she 
had  been  ill,  she  picked  her  up  in  her  arms, 
and,  with  her  face  laid  against  the  face  of  the 
child,  went  quickly  out  of  the  house  and  into 
the  waiting  cab.  She  was  driven  straight  to 
Clement  Damford's  rooms. 

He  had  not  reached  home  yet,  the  man 
informed  her  ;  it  was  his  habit  to  arrive  very 
late.  The  man  would  have  barred  her  way, 
but  she  was  not  to  be  denied.     She  carried 
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the  child  straight  m,  and  laid  her  down  on  a 
couch  in  the  inner  room,  and  then  came  out 
again.  It  was  hard,  but  it  must  be  done  ; 
she  knew  that  he  would  be  good  to  the 
child,  and  this  was  an  end  of  all  things  for 
herself. 

She  was  going  quickly  out  of  the  room 
when  Clement  Damford  put  his  key  in  the 
lock  of  the  outer  door  and  entered.  The 
brightness  had  gone  from  his  face  now ;  he 
walked  dejectedly.  He  stopped  on  seeing 
her,  and  slowly  closed  the  door,  still  looking 
at  her. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  }  "  he  asked. 

"  Nothing,"  she  replied,  lamely.    Then,  on 
an  impulse  of  tenderness,  she  added,  quickly, 
as  she  stretched  out  a  hand  to  him,  "For 
pity's  sake  don't  be  cruel  to  me 
any  more  ;  you  wouldn't  be  cruel 
if  you  understood  " 

He  bowed  his  head,  and 
laughed  a  little  bitterly  in  his 
throat. 

"I  don't  want  to  be 
cruel  to  you,  Kate,"  he 
said,  gently.  "We've 
both  suffered  —  both 
blundered.  I  —  I'm 
sorry." 

"  I've  followed  you  for 
several  nights  past,"  she 
said  at  last,  hesitatingly. 
"  I've  seen  the  picture." 

He  looked  up  at  her 
quickly,  with  his  eyes  shin- 
ing. "  Isn't  it  wonderful  ?  " 
he  exclaimed.  "But  you 
haven't  done  what  I've 
done ;  she's  been  mine 
night  after  night  for  months. 
I've  been  all  over  England, 
following  her ;  I  shall  fol- 
low her  till  I  die.  It's  all 
I've  got  to  live  for  now. 
I'm  glad  you've  seen 
her,"  he  said,  a  little 
brokenly. 

He  was  turning  away 
listlessly  when  from  that 
inner  room  came  the 
sound  of  a  voice  —  the 
voice  of  a  child.  She  had 
been  roused,  and,  sleepily 
as  it  seemed,  had  heard 
again  the  voice  of  the  man 
who  had  been  lost  to 
her.  While  Clement  Darn- 
ford    stood   there,    staring 


wildly  at  the  woman,  the  cry  came  again  more 
clearly:  "Daddy!" 

Still  he  waited ;  as  in  a  dream  he  seemed 
to  hear  the  voice  of  his  wife  speaking  to  him ; 
It  could,  of  course,  be  nothing  else  but  a 
dream. 

"  I  lied  to  you,  Clem  ;  I  was  afraid  you'd 
take  her  from  me.     The  child's  alive." 

He  thrust  her  aside,  and  went  into  the 
other  room ;  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  never 
let  the  child  out  of  his  arms  again.  But 
when,  as  they  clung  together,  he  heard  from 
the  other  room  the  sound  of  someone  sob- 
bing, and  then  the  opening  and  the  closing 
of  the  outer  door,  he  set  the  child  down 
hurriedly,  and  ran  out  after  the  woman, 
calling  her  name. 


IT   SEEMED   AS   IF   HE  COUL*D   NEVER    LET   THE  CHILD  OUT  OF    HIS  ARMS  AGAIN. 
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UCH  has  been  written  about 
safes,  but  little  has  been  said 
about  strong  -  Fooms.  The 
reason  for  this  is  not  difficult 
to  seek.  It  is  principally  in 
the  banks  of  the  country 
where  we  find  these  giant  rooms  of  steel, 
and  naturally  the  banks  themselves  are  not 
particularly  anxious  to  let  all  and  sundry 
know  the  secrets  and  strength  of  the  devices 
which  they  have  erected  for  the  safeguarding 
of  their  bullion  and  treasure.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  possible  to  record  the  history  of  the 


strong-room,  and  a  fascinating  and  romantic 
history  it  is.  It  is  virtually  an  account  of 
the  continuous  fight  that  has  been  going  on 
between  the  strong-room  designer  and  the 
burglar  for  the  past  one  hundred  years  or 
more.  • 

Indeed,  that  struggle  for  supremacy  is  still 
being  waged,  and  is  likely  to  continue  till  the 
end  of  time.  No  sooner  does  the  strong- 
room maker  turn  out  something  that  is  an 
improvement  on  his  previous  efforts  than  the 
burglar  answers  the  challenge,  and  by  calling 
science  to  his  aid  often  wins.     The  fact  that 
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a  London  bank  was  broken  fnto  only  eighteen 
months  ago  and  its  strong-room  robbed  of  a 
large  quantity  of  gold  in  the  dead  of  night  by 
two  burglars,  who  did  not  leave  even  a  finger- 
print behind,  would  appear  to  be  evidence  of 
this. 

The  strong-room  had  its  birth  scarcely 
more  than  one  hundred  years  ago  in  the 
great  oak  boxes  clamped  with  iron  and  pro- 
vided with  formidable  hasps  and  locks.  In 
the  Bank  of  England's  museum  may  be  seen 
the  old  oak  chest  which  was  the  Old  I-ady  of 
Threadneed le 
Street's  first  strong- 
room. It  is  a  little 
larger  than  a  com- 
mon  seaman's 
chest,  and  in  this 
the  Bank  stored 
its  cash,  notes,  and 
valuable  papers. 
To-day*  the  strong- 
room is  a  formid- 
a  bl  e  - 1  00k  i  n  g 
object,  built  of 
ar  mou  r-  plate, 
boasts  of  huge 
doors  that  weigh 
many  tons,  and 
represents  "  the 
latest  skill  ^nd 
science  of  the 
engineer  and  lock- 
smith. 

It  was  not  long 
before  man's  faith 
in  the  strong-boxes 
of  oak  was  rudely 
shattered  by  the 
ease  with  which 
the  burglars  of 
those  days  opened 
them  with  a  fine 
saw  and  a  chisel. 
Then  came  strong- 
rooms built  of 
bricks,  followed  by 
still  stronger  re- 
ceptacles    erected 

of  hard  Staffordshire  blue  bricks  laid  in 
cement.  The  openings  into  these  chambers 
were  gained  through  strong  iron  doors 
possessing  heavy  bolts  and  locks.  But  the 
burglar  got  through  them.  .  To  make  them 
as  they  thought  absolutely  burglar- proof,  the 
vault-makers  built  the  entire  room  of  steel, 
the  opening  consisting  of  a  double  door 
having  two  locks,  double  hinges,  and  many 
other  interesting  contrivances  calculated  to 


daunt  the  most  persevering  thief  and  force 
him  to  admit  that  at  last  here  was  something 
he  could  not  break  open.  Special  steel  plates 
were  made  possessing  great  hardness  and 
toughness.  This  was  to  resist  the  vastly  im- 
proved drills  and  "jemmy"  of  the  burglar. 

The  latter  at  once  called  science  to  his  aid, 
and  showed  how  he  could  attack  and  beat 
down  the  defence  by  a  small  pinch  of  nitro- 
glycerine ingeniously  applied  and  carefully 
exploded.  The  vault- maker  then  turned  his 
attention  to  armour-plate  and  erected  his 
strong  -  rooms  of 
this  material.  In 
some  cases  the 
rooms  were  built 
of  five  layers  of 
steel  welded  to- 
gether. Yet  again 
the  burglar  was 
successful.  He 
produced  a  new 
cutting  tool  which 
did  the  work  with 
even  greater  ease 
than  dynamite  or 
nitroglycerine. 
Now,  here  was  a 
problem ;  the  burg- 
lar had  shown  his 
ability  to  cut 
through  steel  plates 
with  comparative 
ease,  and  to  turn 
something  out  that 
is  absolutely  proof 
against  all  these 
chemical  devices 
for  melting  and 
cutting  steel  was 
indeed  a  tough 
task. 

That  some 
banks  possess 
strong-rooms  cap- 
able of  defying 
burglars  and  even 
armed  mobs  would 
appear  to  be  evi- 
dent from  a  glance  at  our  photographs.  Take, 
for  instance,  those  which  have  been  erected 
during  the  last  few  years  in  some  of  the  lead- 
ing banks  by  the  Mosler  Safe  Company  and 
the  Herring  Hall  Marvin  Safe  Company,  of 
which  we  reproduce  several  striking  photo- 
graphs. In  some  instances  these  vaults  have 
cost  as  much  as  twenty-five  thousand  pounds 
to  erect,  the  doors  alone,  in  not  a  few 
instances,  running  into  a  cost  of  four  figures. 
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Space  does  not  permit  of  a  description  of 
each,  but  the  vault  at  the  Chemical  National 
Bank  of  New  York  may  be  taken  as  the  latest 
type  of  vault  building. 

The  vault  is  situated  some  forty  feet  below 
the  level  of  the  street.  The  foundation  and 
walls  are  of  masonry  and  concrete,  and  in 
the  vault  itself  the  strong-room  rests  on  a 
number  of  concrete  piers.  A  narrow  passage 
runs  round  three  sides,  and  by  an  ingenious 
arrangement  of  mirrors  the  watchman  passing 
along  the  gangway  in  front  can  see  every  part 


scalding  the  assailants.  An  equally  remark- 
able device  for  immediately  announcing  the 
presence  of  an  interloper  and  enterprising 
burglar  is  the  tell-tale  disguised  tinfoil 
curtain,  with  which  electrical  wires  are 
connected  from  the  janitor's  room  in  the 
upper  part  of  the  building.  Pressure  upon 
the  wall  of  the  strong-room  will  set  the 
bells  ringing  and  promptly  announce  the 
presence  of  would-be  thieves.  The  door 
has  no  fewer  than  twenty-four  bolts,  arranged 
like  the  spokes  in  the  hub  of  a  wheel. 
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of  the  back  and  sides,  as  well  as  the  open 
niches  under  the  safe.  The  safe  itself,  or 
rather  the  strong-room,  weighs  three  hundred 
tons.  The  walls  are  composed  of  five  layers 
of  steel.  The  outer  door—  for  there  are  two, 
as  shown  in  the  accompanying  photograph — 
has  a  weight  of  six  tons,  is  sixteen  feet  high, 
and  twenty  feet  wide,  the  inner  door  being  of 
pr()|)ortionate  dimensions.  Steam  pipes  run 
along  the  passages,  from  which,  in  case  of 
riot  and  an  attack  upop  {\vt  hank,  jets  of  hot 
steam    could    play    upon    the    strong-room, 


It  will  be  seen  from  this  that  the  bank  is 
not  relying  solely  upon  the  strength  of  its 
strong-room,  but  has  incorporated  some 
ingenious  devices  for  defeating  would-be 
robbers.  It  is  much  the  same  in  the  great 
national  banks  of  the  world.  If  a  mob 
overcame  the  guards  and  "  watch  clerks  "  at 
the  Bank  of  h^ngland  they  could  not  possibly 
penetrate  into  the  vaults,  for  their  passage 
would  be  blocked  by  large  reservoirs  of 
water.  The  strong-room  here  is  one  of  the 
largest  in  the  world.     The  foundation,  sixty- 
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six  feet  below  street  level,  is  a  bed  of  concrete 
twenty  feet  thick.  Above  this  concrete  is  a 
lake  seven  feet  deep,  and  above  that  thick 
plates  of  iron  specially  manufactured  to  resist 
both  skill  and  force.  Anyone  attempting  an 
entrance  from  above  would  find  a  similar  bed 
of  concrete,  a  similar  lake,  and  similar  plates 
of  iron.  The  walls  are  impenetrable,  while 
the  doors  are  one  foot  thick,  weigh  four  tons 
each,  and  are  made  absolutely  undrillable. 

It  was  certainly  not  always  the  case,  and 
the  directors'  hair  must  have  stood  on  end 
when,  many  years  ago,  the  secretary  at  a 
meeting  stood  up  and  read  the  following 
letter  which  he  had  received  : — 

To  Gentlemen  oflf  Bank  England,  — Yqu  think  you 
is  all  safe  and  your  bank  is  safe,  but  I  knows  beltur. 
i  bin  hinstde  the  Bank  these  last  2  nites  and  you  nose 
nuffin  about  it.  But  I  am  nott  a  theaf,  so  if  yer  will 
meet  mee  in  the  great  squar  room  with  all  the 
moneiys  at  twelf  2  nile  He  explain  orl  to  yer.  Let 
only  2  cum  alown,  and  say  nuffin  to  nobody. 
VoL  XXXV.— 24. 


This  letter  was 
looked  upon  as  a 
hoax ;  but  detectives 
took  a  rather  serious 
view  of  it,  and  sta- 
tioned themselves  at 
night  in  the  large 
room  beneath  tne 
Bank,  called  the 
treasury,  where  the 
stock  of  bullion  is 
kept.  This,  it  was 
thought,  was  the 
room  referred  to.  For 
a  long  time  nothing 
unusual  was  heard  or 
seen  ;  but  some  days 
later  a  heavy  chest 
was  received  by  the 
Bank  authorities, 
which,  on  being 
opened,  was  found  to 
contain  a  number  of 
valuable  documents 
which  had  been  de- 
posited in  this  par- 
ticular room.  VVith 
them  came  a  note 
from  the  wife  of  the 
previous  wriler,  stat- 
ing that  her  husband 
had  discovered  a 
secret  way  of  getting 
into  the  strong-room, 
but  would  not  take 
anything.  He  would 
not  disclose  it  whilst 
detectives  were  there, 
but  would  give  the  directors  one  more  chance, 
and  would  meet  a  few  of  them,  if  they  were 
alone  in  the  room,  at  midnight. 

Very  uneasy  in  their  minds,  some  of  them 
went  there  accordingly  at  midnight.  When  in 
the  vault  a  voice  was  heard  which  they  could 
not  locate.  It  stipulated  that  lights  must  be 
put  out,  and  when  this  was  done  a  man  entered 
the  room  with  a  dark  lantern  in  his  hand. 
It  was  shown  that  this  man  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  entering  the  sewers  when  the  tide 
was  low  to  see  if  any  articles  of  value  had 
been  washed  into  them,  and  one  night  he 
discovered  a  strange  opening  which  led  to  a 
large  square  stone  which  he  could  remove, 
and  when  he  had  done  so  he  found  himself 
in  the  bank  treasury.  He  was  an  honest  man, 
and,  as  related,  wrote  to  the  directors,  and  to 
prove  his  story  abstracted  the  chest,  which  he 
returned  to  them.  He  was  well  rewarded 
and  given  a  pension  for  life. 
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Like  the  Bank  of  England,  the  Bank  of 
France  is  now  guarded  every  night  by 
soldiers,  who  do  sentry  duty  outside  the 
building,  a  watch  being  likewise  kept  inside 
its  precincts.  But  within  quite  recent  times 
the  officials  at  the  French  bank  resorted  to 
a  very  novel  method  for  protecting  their 
butlion.  This  consisted  in  engaging  masons 
to  wall  up  the  doors  of  the  vaults  in  the 
cellar  with  hydraulic  mortar  as  soon  as  the 
money  was  deposited  each  day  in  these 
receptacles.  The  water  was  then  turned  on 
and  kept  running  until  the  whole  cellar  was 
flooded.  A  burglar  would  be  obliged  to 
work  in  a  diving-suit  and  break  down  a 
cement  wall  before  he  could  even  l>egin  to 
plunder  the  vaults.  When  the  bank  officials 
arrived  next  morning  the  water  was  drawn 
ofl",  the  masonry  torn  down,  and  the  vaults 
opened.  Curiously  enough,  within  a  few 
months  afier  this  obsolete  manner  of  pro- 
tecting the  bank's  cash  was  done  away  with, 
burglars  did  actually  get 
into  the  vaults  and  decamp 
with  eight  thousand  eight 
hundred  pounds  in  gold 
coins. 

Although  the  strong- 
rooms found  in  the  banks 
in  this  country  are  not  so 
elaborate  as  those  en 
countered  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Atlantic,  it  must  not 
be  imagined  that  they  are 
not  suitable  for  the  pur- 
pose for  which  they  were 
designed.  The  English- 
man's love  for  something 
solid  and  not  showy  is 
evidenced  in  his  strong- 
room as  in  other  things. 
The  manager  of  a  New 
York  bank  will  conduct 
you  to  the  basement  and 
show  you  the  bullion- 
room,  and  point  out  with 
pride  the  great  circular 
door  which  weighs,  per- 
haps, twenty  tons,  yet  is 
so  delicately  balanced  on 
its  hinges  that  a  child  can 
move  it  to  and  fro.  Not 
so  your  London  banker ; 
but  this  is  not  because  his 
strong  -  room  is  of  poor 
material  or  design.  Far 
from  it.  It  is  a  solid  mass 
of  steel,  and,  under  normal 
conditions,     impregnable. 


Through  the  courtesy  of  a  friend  I  was 
permitted  to  inspect  a  vault  of  a  well-known 
bank  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  walk 
of  the  Royal  Exchange.  The  walls  were 
two  feet  thick,  and  formed  of  hard  bricks 
laid  in  cement,  with  hasp-iron  worked  in. 
The  latter  were  lined  throughout  with  steel 
plates  two  inches  thick.  There  were  two 
doors,  the  outer  one  of  strong  steel  with  two 
locks,  and  the  inner  one  of  combined  iron 
and  steel  of  extraordinary  strength,  with  two 
locks  throwing  twenty  bolts.  Inside  this 
room  was  a  great  safe,  where  the  cash  and 
securities  were  locked  up  every  night.  This 
safe  weighed  twenty  five  tons,  and  l)oasted  of 
twenty  bolts.  In  the  resident  clerk's  bed- 
room, on  the  second  floor  of  the  building, 
was  a  powerful  gong.  If  anyone  opened  the 
outer  door  of  the  strong-room  the  gong 
would  immediately  go  off,  thus  giving  the 
alarm.  In  addition  to  this  security  a  watch- 
man patrols  the  building,  and  has  to  pass  the 
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outer  door  of  the  strong-room  every  eighteen 
minutes  and  register  that  fact  on  a  special 
automatic  clock  device. 

This  may  be  taken  as  a  typical  example  of 
a  British  banker's  strong-room,  though  there 
are  no  doubt  many  others  even  stronger  than 
the  one  I  have  described.  Messrs.  Milners 
particularly  have  had  great  experience  in 
strong-room  building,  and  during  recent  years 
have  constructed  a  number  of  armour-plated 
strong-rooms  in 
the  banks  of  this 
country  and  also 
in  many  of  the 
banks  in  the 
Colonies.  In- 
deed, all  the  great 
safe- makers,  such 
as  Chatwoods, 
Ratners,  etc.,  do 
this  kind  of  work, 
the  latter  firm 
having  built  quite 
a  number  of  the 
safe  deposits 
found  in  this 
country,  which 
are  virtually  nests 
of  strong-rooms. 

What  banks 
fear  is  not  so 
much  a  burglar 
gaining  access  to 
their  premises  by 
forcing  doors, 
but  by  tunnelling 
and  other  equally 
cunning  and 
daring  methods. 
A  few  years  ago 
a  cashier  in  one 
of  the  national 
banks  of  the 
United  States,  in 
New  Mexico,  was 
busy  at  work  one 
evening  in  the 
office  when  his 
quick  ear  detec- 
ted some  curious  sounds.  They  seemed  to 
proceed  from  a  subterranean  region  ;  and  he 
was  not  long  in  concluding  that  robbers 
must  be  tunnelling  from  an  adjoining  build- 
ing to  the  vault  in  the  bank. 

Guards  were  immediately  posted  in  and 
around  the  building.  Soon  they  observed 
the  masonry  of  the  bank  to  be  giving  way. 
Meantime  the  robbers  appeared  to  be  hard 
at  work,  and  quite  unaware  that  they  were 
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being  watched.  At  one  in  the  morning  a 
Mexican  volunteered  to  descend  into  the 
bank  cellar  so  as  to  discover  the  actual 
situation.  Scarcely  had  he  gone  a  few  paces 
down  the  stairs  than  he  met  someone 
coming  up.  The  Mexican  fired  without 
saying  a  word,  and  shot  the  man  dead.  It 
was  observed  that  he  was  one  of  the  masons 
who  had  built  the  bank,  and  therefore  was 
acquainted  with  its  vulnerable  points.     The 

report  of  firearms 
alarmed  his  ac- 
complices, for 
they  fled,  and 
escaped.  The 
tunnel  gave  evi- 
dence of  long 
and  patient  work 
on  the  part  of  the 
would-be  thieves. 
It  was  sixty  feet 
in  length,  con- 
structed  on 
scientific  prin- 
ciples, contained 
provisions,  water, 
and  a  full  outfit 
of  mining  tools, 
and  must  have 
been  three 
months  in  opera- 
tion. The  robbery 
appeared  to  be 
planned  for  the 
time  of  the  month 
when  the  bank 
received  large 
remittances  of 
currency  and 
coin. 

An  extraordi- 
nary and  daring 
robbery  was  that 
which  took  place 
at  the  Central 
Bank  of  Western 
India,  at  Hong- 
Kong,  in  1865, 
when  the  thieves 
succeeded  in  getting  clear  off  with  gold 
and  specie  to  the  value  of  nearly  fifty 
thousand  pounds.  The  robbers  must  have 
been  at  work  for  some  weeks  before  they 
entered  the  bank's  treasury.  Their  principal 
labour  was  the  construction  of  a  tunnel 
sixty  feet  in  length  from  an  adjacent  drain  to 
a  spot  exactly  below  the  floor  of  the  bank's 
treasury-vault.  A  perpendicular  shaft  of  ten 
feet  of  sufficient  diameter  was  then  made  to 
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permit  of  the  passage  of  one  man  to  reach 
the  granite  boulders  on  which  the  floor  of 
the  vault  rested.  These  gave  way  through 
being  undermined,  and,  a  block  being 
forced  up,  entrance  to  the  vault  was  at  once 
obtained.  Two  boxes  were  removed  con- 
taining gold  bars  or  ingots  marked  with  the 
bank's  stamp,  as  well  as  all  the  paper  money, 
some  boxes  of  dollars,  and  a  box  of  ten-cent 
pieces. 

No  fewer  than  between  twenty  and  thirty 
men  were  arrested  on  suspicion.  One  of 
them  had  six  thousand  dollars  in  his  pos- 
session and  two  bars  of  gold  bearing  the 
bank's  mark.  The  robbery  was  effected 
between  a  Saturday  and  a  Sunday ;  and  the 
first  thing  that  raised  suspicion  was  the  fact 
of  a  little  boy  trying  to  sell  a  bar  of  gold  to  a 
hawker  in  one  of  the  bazaars  of  Hong-Kong. 
A  gentleman  who  was  passing  asked  where  he 
got  the  gold,  and  the  boy  replied  that  it  had 
been  found  at  a  certain  place.  He  gave  the 
youth  what  he  asked  for  it — namely,  a  dollar 
— and  then  informed  the  police. 

Some  years  ago  an  equally  daring  robbery 
took  place  at  the  late  Cape  of  Good  Hope 
Bank,  at  Kimberley.  One  Sunday  morning 
the  manager  of  this  bank  opened  his  cash 
safe  to  get  a  parcel  of  diamonds  which  were 
in  his  custody,  when  he  found  several 
loose  bags  of  money  lying  about  the  strong- 
room floor.  This  rather  puzzled  him  ;  but 
on  looking  around  he  spied  an  opening  in 
the  wall  of  the  room,  and  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  a  burglar  had  been  at  work. 
The  police  were  applied  to ;  and  they 
found  that  the  opening  in  the  wall  com- 
municated with  a  large  street  drain  in  the 
vicinity.  The  total  sum  abstracted  from  the 
bank  was  about  four  thousand  pounds ;  but, 
on  the  drain  being  explored,  about  fifteen 
bags  of  silver,  of  the  value  of  a  hundred 
pounds  each,  were  recovered. 

Messrs.  Chubbs  sent  a  representative  to 
South  Africa  to  investigate  the  scene  of  the 
robbery.  He  found  the  bank  vault  was  built 
of  masonry  and  was  considered  to  be  the 
strongest  in  South  Africa.  The  walls  of  the 
room  were  three  feet  thick,  and  to  get  to 
these  walls  the  burglars  had  first  to  penetrate 
through  an  outer  wall  four  feet  thick,  and 
through  three  foundation  walls  each  two  feet 
thick,  all  these  walls  being  constructed  of 
solid  cement  and  brickwork.  There  was 
also  about  twenty  feet  of  earth  to  tunnel 
through,  and  the  hole  could  not  be  made  in 
a  direct  line,  but  had  to  be  constructed  with 
various  turns,  so  as  to  enable  the  burglars 
with  miners'  tools  to  get  through  the  softest 


places.  The  large  drain  opened  out  into  the 
street.  It  was  believed  that  a  large  retriever 
dog  helped  in  the  robbery,  as  it  was  seen  to 
run  out  of  the  culvert  with  something  hang- 
ing round  its  neck.  Two  men  chased  the 
animal  for  some  distance,  but  the  dog 
escaped. 

Coming  to  more  recent  times  we  have  the 
instance  of  burglars  succeeding  in  effecting 
an  entrance  into  the  strong-room  of  a  bank 
in  St.  James's  Street,  in  the  West- end  of 
London.  To  accomplish  this  feat  they  cut 
their  way  through  a  two-foot  wall.  This 
happened,  too,  so  recently  as  May,  1906. 
Five  years  ago  a  man  broke  into  the  strong- 
room of  the  Selby  Smelting  Works,  at  San 
Francisco,  by  tunnelling.  He  carried  off 
thirty-seven  bars  of  gold,  all  of  which  were 
subsequently  recovered  and  the  man  appre- 
hended and  sentenced  to  fifteen  years*  im- 
prisonment. In  a  like  manner — namely,  by 
tunnelling — a  large  insurance  company  in 
Massachusetts  had  its  strong-room  burgled 
and  five  thousand  pounds  in  cash  and  dollar 
bills  stolen. 

During  the  Civil  War  in  America  bank 
robberies  were  so  frequent  that  the  banks 
refused  to  take  care  of  their  customers' 
valuables.  One  of  these  institutions  referred 
its  clients  to  its  porter  as  willing  to  accept 
the  risk.  For  a  small  sum  he  took  charge 
of  the  boxes  and  safes,  and  made  a  fortuna 
by  doing  it,  and  this  suggested  the  safe 
deposit  companies,  which  at  first  erected  very 
ordinary  buildings,  with  glass  windows,  from 
which  the  armed  guard  could  be  seen 
patrolling  night  and  day.  To-day  the  safe 
deposit  is  acknowledged  as  a  requisite 
institution  which  a  civilized  community  could 
not  do  withoQt.  Quite  a  number  have 
sprung  into  existence  in  London  during 
the  last  decade,  as  well  as  in  all  the 
provincial  towns. 

The  pioneer  of  these  institutions  in  this 
country  was  the  National  Safe  Deposit 
Company,  situated  in  Queen  Victoria  Street, 
and  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  Bank  of 
England.  It  is  a  veritable  fortress  of  steel, 
built  at  a  cost  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  pounds,  and  undoubtedly  one  of 
the  strongest  repositories  in  the  world.  In 
all,  there  are  thirty-two  great  vaults  arranged 
in  four  tiers  and  closed  by  massive  iron  doors 
twelve  inches  thick,  and  each  weighing 
between  four  and  five  tons. 

These  doors  possess  no  locks  and  are 
simply  a  solid,  undrillable  mass  of  thick 
steel.  They  are  operated  in  an  ingenious 
way — namely,  by  hydraulic  power.     To  close 
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them  it  is  necessary  for  four  officers  of  the 
company  holding  different  positions  to  be  at 
their  post,  and  once  the  doors  are  closed 
there  is  no  power  on  earth  that  can  move 
them  until  the  proper  machinery  is  brought 
into  action.  As  a  further  precaution  there  is 
above  the  top  of  the  external  building  a  tank 
containing  fifty  thousand  gallon*  of  water. 
When  the  hydraulic  machinery  has  finished 
its  work  for  the  night  and  closed  the  doors 
the  mechanism 
is,  by  an  ingeni- 
ous device,  dis- 
connected. Any- 
one attempting 
to  connect  it 
would  release 
the  water  in  the 
tank  at  the  top 
of  the  building, 
with  the  result 
that  the  whole 
place,  from  ceil- 
ing to  floor, 
would  be  in- 
stantly flooded 
with  water,  yet 
the  vaults  and 
strong-  rooms 
would  remain 
perfectly  dry. 
One  should  not 
forget  to  add, 
perhaps,  that  the 
building  is  also 
patrolled  at 
night  by  armed 
watchmen. 

In  the  safes 
and  strong- 
rooms of  this 
famous  reposi- 
tory, which  even 
an  earthquake 
could  not  shake 
unless  it  swal- 
lowed it  bodily,  millions  of  pounds  sterling  of 
securities  and  valuables  are  stored  by  the 
renters  of  the  numerous  receptacles.  During 
the  late  Russo-Japanese  War,  noblemen  from 
Russia  came  to  Ix>ndon  and  stored  their 
valuables  in  this  stronghold,  knowing  that 
here  they  would  be  safe.  On  the  company's 
books  there  are  hundreds  of  titled  names,  and 
in  the  safes  there  are  deeds  and  documents 
that  are  practically  invaluable. 

One  of  the  best-known,  perhaps,  of  latter- 
day  safe  deposits  is  the  one  situated  in 
Chancery  Lane.     Here,  in  a  casing  of  con- 


THB  SAFE  RBl^>SlTOKy   IN    HAKROD  S  STORES,    LONDON,  IN   WHICH   RENTERS 
FTVma\  MAY  DEPOSIT  VALUABLES.  [PAoto^TOpA. 


Crete,  iron,  and  steel,  are  some  forty  thousand 
safes,  strong-rooms,  and  strongholds.  It  was 
in  this  deposit  that  time-locks  were  first  used 
in  this  country.  On  some  doors  there  are 
two  clocks,  and  on  others  as  many  as  three 
and  even  four.  When  the  door  is  closed  the 
apparatus  is  set  to  a  predetermined  time,  and 
until  that  hour  elapses  it  is  impossible  to 
open  the  door.  The  reason  why  a  number 
of  timepieces  are  used  is  because,  should  one 

fail,  the  other  or 
others  would 
act,  and  one 
clock  is  sufficient 
to  release  the 
mechanism  to 
unbolt  the  door 
at  the  expired 
time.  At  six 
o'clock  at  night 
the  two- ton 
doors  to  the 
vaults  are  closed, 
and  the  mechan- 
ism set  for  nine 
o'clock  next 
morning.  It  is 
impossible  dur- 
ing the  inter- 
vening hours  to 
open  the  vault, 
even  with  ths 
right  key.  In 
the  same  way  the 
clocks  are  set 
from  one  o'clock 
on  Saturday 
afternoon  to  ex- 
pire at  nine 
o'clock  Monday 
morning. 

One  could 
write  at  great 
length  on  the 
romance  of  the 
safe  deposit. 
When  I  visited  the  Chancery  Lane  Deposit 
I  was  pointed  out  one  room  that  contained 
thirty  million  pounds'  worth  of  securities.  The 
next  strong  room  contained  a  valuable  collec- 
tion of  books.  There  were  scores  of  them,  and 
the  owner  declares  that  they  are  so  rare  and 
valuable  that  if  put  up  for  auction  to  morrow 
they  would  fetch  two  thousand  pounds  apiece. 
Some  of  the  strong-rooms  are  put  to  curious 
uses.  For  instance,  a  lady  renter  pays  a 
hundred  guineas  a  year  for  a  giant  house  of 
steel  for  storing  old  china.  She  has  collected 
her  treasures  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  and 
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the  attendant  informed  me  that  there  were 
some  lovely  things  behind  the  closed  steel 
door.  Several  titled  and  wealthy  renters 
store  their  plate  in  the  vaults  at  Chancery 
Lane.  When  they  give  a  grand  dinner 
they  remove  the  plate  from  the  strong-room, 
and  as  soon  as  the  dinner  is  over  it  is  sent 
back  again  to  the  vault.  Another  room 
contains  paintings  valued  at  one  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  and  in  yet  another  there  are 
some  magnificent  examples  of  tapestry-work 
which  could  not  be  duplicated  for  fifty 
thousand  pounds.  During  the  trial  of  the 
missing-word  competition  thirteen  sackfuls  of 
postal  orders  were  stored  in  one  of  the  safes. 
Some  of  the  strong-rooms  weigh  live  hundred 
tons,  and  are  fitted  with  doors  that  turn  the 
scale  at  two  tons  apiece.  Some  renters  have 
had  special  doors  made  to  their  rooms,  and 
have  had  combination  locks  fitted  to  them. 

This  lock  is  very  much  favoured  by  our 
American  cousins,  and  in  some  of  them  as 
many  as  one  hundred  million  combinations 
may  be  used.  The  latest  combination  lock 
consists  of  four  sets  of  twenty-four  letters  of 
the  alphabet,  which  can  be  set  to  a  sentence 
in  most  modern  languages.  When  one  letter 
is  used  in  one  alphal)et,  and  another  in  the 
second  set,  and  so  on,  it  becomes  a  very 
complicated  matter  to  detect  the  combination. 
Then  there  is  the  initial  problem  of  what 
language  it  has  been  keyed  in,  to  be  solved 
by  the  man  who  attempts  to  open  the  safe. 
Indeed,  it  would  take  thousands  of  years  to 
work  out  the  whole  of  the  combinations  that 
can  be  used  with  these  locks.  A  little  while 
ago  at  Chancery  Lane  a  renter  forgot  his 
combination,  and  it  took  the  nnakers  a  whole 
week  to  get  the  door  down. 

Another  popular  London  safe  deposit  is 
that  to  be  found  at  Harrod's  Stores.  One  is 
not  surprised  to  learn  that  it  is  well  patronized 
by  ladies.  The  fact  that  it  is  in  the  very  centre 
of  the  establishment  lends  additional  safety 
to  its  users,  for  the  would-be  thief  has  no 
means  of  knowing  whether  a  renter  leaving 
the  building  has  come  away  with  an  ordinary 
purchase  of  no  particular  value  or  a  diamond 
necklace  from  the  safe  deposit.  Then  the 
deposit  itself  is  built  of  concrete  and  steel, 
and  is  absolutely  fire-proof,  and,  for  that 
matter,  burglar-proof.  If  the  whole  building 
was  burned  down  the  safe  deposit  would 
remain  absolutely  intact.  The  entrance  is 
gained  through  a  three-ton  door  fitted  with 
time-locks,  capable  of  operating  from  one 
hour  to  three  days. 

Passing  the  grille  one  emerges  into  the 
manager's  office,  and  is  virtually  surrounded 


by  large  and  small  safes  containing  priceless 
treasures.  Undoubtedly,  there  are  many 
valuable  jewels  in  this  deposit.  In  one  safe, 
rented  by  the  sister  of  a  foreign  monarch, 
there  is  a  magnificent  collection  of  pearls. 
Another  lady  renter  rigidly  locks  up  in  her 
safe  a  costly  diamond  tiara  presented  to  her 
by  the  City  Corporation.  She  only  removes 
it  to  wear  on  special  occasions.  She  brings 
it  back  next  morning  done  up  like  an  ordinary 
parcel,  to  deposit  it 'again  until  the  next  festive 
occasion. 

Anyone,  of  course,  can  hire  the  safes  in 
the  various  safe  deposits  by  paying  the 
necessary  rent,  and  it  is  not  surprising  to 
learn  that  occasionally  persons  of  a  more  or 
less  suspicious  character  do  so.  "A  well- 
dressed  gentleman  came  here,"  said  the 
manager  of  one  safe  deposit  to  the  writer, 
"a  little  while  ago,  and  rented  one  of  our 
biggest  strong-rooms.  He  was  an  American, 
and  as  pleasant- mannered  a  fellow  as  you 
could  meet.  He  did  not  come  often,  per- 
haps once  a  month,  but  on  one  occasion  he 
came  in  very  flurried  and  anxious,  but  with- 
out his  key.  When  he  had  gone  a  Scotland 
Yard  ir.:  a  came  and  made  a  few  inquiries 
about  him,  and  wailed  to  see  if  he  would 
return,  but  he  did  not.  He  came  next  day, 
however,  with  the  detective  at  his  heels,  and 
was  politely  but  firmly  asked  to  give  up  his 
key  and  remain  in  the  private  room  while 
the  detective  and  an  attendant  examined  the 
contents  of  his  safe.  It  was  full  of  valuable 
jewels  which  had  been  stolen  from  New  York." 

Before  now  people  have  been  shut  in 
strong-rooms  and  have  had  narrow  escapes. 
On  one  occasion  a  locksmith  was  repairing 
an  interior  safe  in  a  strong-room  of  a  New 
York  bank  when  the  cashier  closed  the  vault 
door.  As  it  was  worked  by  a  time-lock  it 
meant  that  the  door  would  remain  closed 
until  the  following  -morning.  Fortunately  the 
man  knew  the  secrets  of  his  stronghold,  and 
by  opening  a  manhole  was  able  to  obtain  a 
sufficient  supply  of  air.  He  then  made  a 
pillow  of  a  bag  of  dollar  bills  and  composed 
himself  to  sleep  until  the  door  was  opened 
next  morning.  A  clerk  in  a  London  bank, 
who  was  locked  in  a  strong-room  some  few 
years  ago,  was  by  no  means  so  fortunate. 
He  was  brought  out  at  midnight  in  an  uncon- 
scious condition.  He  owed  his  life  to  his  wife, 
who,  finding  his  hat  and  coat  at  the  office, 
divined  that  he  must  be  in  the  building,  and 
the  only  place  they  could  not  search  was  the 
strong-room.  The  manager  was  sent  for  and 
the  door  opened,  and  the  poor  man  discovered 
almost  lifeless  on  the  floor  of  the  vault. 
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OGER  WROXHAM  looked 
round  his  studio  before  he 
blew  out  the  candle,  and 
wondered  whether,  perhaps, 
he  looked  for  the  last  time. 
It  was  large  and  empty,  yet 
his  trouble  had  filled  it  and,  pressing  against 
him  in  th^  prison  of  those  four  walls,  forced 
him  out  into  the*  world,  where  lights  and 
voices  and  the  presence  of  other  men  should 
give  him  room  to  draw  back,  to  set  a  space 
between  it  and  him,  to  decide  whether  he 
would  ever  face  it  again— he  and  it  alone 
together.  The  nature  of  his  trouble  is  not 
germane  to  this  story.  There  was  a  woman 
in  it,  of  course,  and  money,  and  a  friend, 
and  regrets  and  embarrassments — and  all  of 
these  reached  out  tendrils  that  wove  and 
interwove  till  they  made  a  puzzle  problem  of 
which  heart  and  brain  were  now  weary. 

He  blew  out  the  candle  and  went  quietly 
downstairs.  It  was  nine  at  night,  a  soft  night 
of  May  in  Paris.  Where  should  he  go  ?  He 
thought  of  the  Seine,  and  took — an  omnibus. 
When  at  last  it  stopped  he  got  off,  and  so 
strange  was  the  place  to  him  that  it  almost 
seemed  as  though  the  trouble  itself  had  been 
left  behind.  He  did  not  feel  it  in  the  length 
of  three  or  four  streets  that  he  traversed 
slowly.  But  in  the  open  space,  very  light  and 
lively,  where  he  recognised  the  Taveme  de 
Paris  and  knew  himself  in  Montmartre,  the 
trouble  set  its  teeth  in  his  heart  again,  and 
he  broke  away  from  the  lamps  and  the  talk 
to  struggle  with  it  in  the  dark,  quiet  streets 
beyond. 

A  man  braced  for  such  a  fight  has  little 
thought  to  spare  for  the  details  of  his  sur- 
roundings. The  next  thing  that  Wroxham 
knew  of  the  outside  world  was  the  fact  which 
he  had  known  for  some  time  that  he  was  not 
alone  in  the  street.  There  was  someone  on 
the  other  side  of  the  road  keeping  pace  with 
him  —  yes,  certainly  keeping  pace,  for,  as  he 
slackened  his  own,  the  feet  on  the  other 
pavement  also  went  more  slowly.  And  now 
they  were  four  feet,  not  two.  Where  had 
the  other  man  sprung  from?  He  had  not 
been  there  a  moment  ago.  And  now,  from 
an  archway  a  little  ahead  of  him,  a  third  man 
icame. 
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Wroxham  stopped.  Then  three  men 
converged  upon  him,  and,  like  a  sudden 
magic-lantern  picture  on  a  sheet  prepared, 
there  came  to  him  all  that  he  had  heard  and 
read  of  Montmartre — dark  archways,  knives, 
Apaches,  and  men  who  went  away  from 
homes  where  they  were  beloved  and  never 
again  returned.  He,  too — well,  if  he  never 
returned  again,  it  would  be  quicker  than  the 
Seine,  and,  in  the  event  of  ultramundane 
possibilities,  safer. 

He  stood  still  and  laughed  in  the  face  of 
the  man  who  first  reached  him. 

"  Well,  my  friend  ?  "  said  he  ;  and  at  that 
the  other  two  drew  close. 

"Monsieur  walks  late,"  said  the  first,  a 
little  confused,  as  it  seemed,  by  that  laugh. 

"And  will  walk  still  later  if  it  pleases 
him,"  said  Roger.    "  Good  night,  my  friends." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  second,  "  friends  do  not 
say  adieu  so  quickly.  Monsieur  will  tell  us 
the  hour." 

"  I  have  not  a  watch,"  said  Roger,  quite 
truthfully. 

"  I  will  assist  you  to  search  for  it,"  said  the 
third  man,  and  laid  a  hand  on  his  arm. 

Roger  threw  it  off.  The  man  with  the 
hand  staggered  back. 

"  The  knife  searches  more  surely,"  said  the 
second. 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  third,  quickly ;  "  he  is 
too  heavy.  I  for  one  will  not  carry  him 
afterwards." 

They  closed  round  him,  hustling  him 
between  them.  Their  pale,  degenerate  faces 
spun  and  swung  round  him  in  the  struggle. 
For  there  was  a  struggle.  He  had  not  meant 
that  there  should  be  a  struggle.  Someone 
would  hear— someone  would  come. 

But  if  any  heard  none  came.  The  street 
retained  its  empty  silence ;  the  houses,  masked 
in  close  shutters,  kept  their  reserve.  The 
four  were  wrestling,  all  pressed  close  together 
in  a  writhing  bunch,  drawing  breath  hardly 
through  set  teeth,  their  feet  slipping  and  not 
slipping  on  the  rounded  cobble-stones. 

It  was  then  that  Roger  felt  the  knife.  Its 
point  glanced  off  the  cigarette-case  in  his 
breast  pocket  and  bit  sharply  at  his  inner 
arm.  And  at  the  sting  of  it  Roger  knew, 
suddenly  and  quite  surely,  that  he  did  not 
desire  to  die.     He  feigned  a  reeling  weakness, 
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relaxed  his  grip,  swayed  sideways,  and  then 
suddenly  caught  the  other  two  in  a  new 
grip,  crushed  their  faces  together,  flung 
.them  off,  and  ran.  It  was  but  for  an 
instant  that  his  feet  were  the 
only  ones  that  echoed  in  the 
street  Then  he  knew  that 
the  othert;  too  were  running. 
He  ran  more  swiftly^he  was 


after  him,  felt  madly  for  a  lock  or  bolt,  found 
a  key,  and,  hanging  his  whole  weight  on  it, 
managed  to  get  the  door  home  and  turned 
the  key.     Then  someone  cursed  breathlessly 


'the  four  were  wkestling,  all  pressed  close  together  in  a  writhing  bunch." 


running  now  for  his  life — the  life  that  he  had 
held  so  cheap  three  minutes  before.  And  all 
the  streets  were  empty — empty  like  dream- 
streets,  with  all  their  windows  dark  and  un- 
helpful, their  doors  fast  closed  against  his 
need.  Only  now  and  again  he  glanced  to 
right  or  left,  if  perchance  some  window  might 
show  light  to  justify  a  cry  for  help,  some  door 
advance  the  welcome  of  an  open  inch. 

There  was  at  last  such  a  door.  He  did 
not  see  it  till  it  was  almost  behind  him. 
Then  there  was  the  drag  of  the  sudden  stop— 
the  eternal  instant  of  indecision.  Was  there 
time  ?  There  must  be.  He  dashed  his 
fingers  through  the  inch-crack,  grazing  the 
backs  of  them,  leapt  within,  drew  the  door 


outside;  there  was  the  sound  of  feet  that 
went  away. 

He  found  himself  listening,  listening,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  hear  but  the  silence,  and 
once,  before  he  thought  to  twist  his  handker- 
chief round  it,  the  drip  of  blood  from  his  hand. 

By  and  by  he  knew  that  he  was  not 
alone  in  this  house,  for  from  far  away 
there  came  the  faint  sound  of  a  footstep, 
and,  quite  near,  the  faint  answering  echo  of 
it.  And  at  a  window  high  up  on  the  other 
side  of  the  courtyard  a  light  showed.  Light 
and  sound  and  echo  intensified,  the  light 
passing  window  after  window,  till  at  last  it 
moved  across  the  courtyard  and  the  little 
trees    threw   black    shifting    shadows    as   it 
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came  towards  him — a  lamp  in  the  hand  of 
a  man. 

It  was  a  short,  bald  man,  with  pointed 
beard  and  bright,  friendly  eyes.  He  held  the 
lamp  high  as  he  came,  and  when  he  saw 
Roger  he  drew  his  breath  in  an  inspiration 
that  spoke  of  surprise,  sympathy,  pity. 

"  Hold  !  hold  !  "  he  said,  in  a  singularly 
pleasant  voice ;  "  there  has  been  a  mis- 
fortune ?     You  are  wounded,  monsieur  ?  " 

"Apaches,"  said  Roger,  and  was  surprised 
at  the  weakness  of  his  own  voice. 

"  Fortunately,"  said  the  other,  "  I  am  a 
surgeon.     Allow  me." 

He  set  the  lamp  on  the  step  of  a  closed 
door,  took  off  Roger's  coat,  and  quickly  tied 
his  own  handkerchief  round  the  wounded 
arm. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  courage  !  I  am  alone 
in  the  house.  No  one  comes  here  but  me. 
If  you  can  walk  up  to  my  rooms  you  will 
save  us  both  much  trouble.  If  you  cannot, 
sit  here  and  I  will  fetch  you  a  cordial.  But 
I  advise  you  to  try  to  walk.  That  porte 
cochere  is,  unfortunately,  not  very  strong,  and 
the  lock  is  a  common  spring  lock,  and  your 


friends  may  return  with  ///«>  friends ;  whereas 
the  door  across  the  courtyard  is  heavy,  and 
the  bolts  are  new." 

Roger  moved  towards  the  heavy  door 
whose  bolts  were  new.  The  stairs  seemed 
to  go  on  for  ever.  The  doctor  lent  his  arm, 
but  the  carved  banisters  and  their  lively 
shadows  whirled  before  Roger's  eyes.  Also 
he  seemed  to  be  shod  with  lead,  and  to  have 
in  his  legs  bones  that  were  red-hot.  Then 
the  stairs  ceased,  and  there  was  light,  and  a 
cessation  of  the  dragging  of  those  leaden 
feet.  He  was  on  a  couch,  and  his  eyes 
might  close. 

When  next  he  saw  and  heard  he  was  lying 
at  ease,  the  close  intimacy  of  a  bandage 
clasping  his  arm,  and  in  his  mouth  the  vivid 
taste  of  some  cordial. 

The  doctor  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair 
near  a  table,  looking  benevolent  through 
gold-rimmed  pince-nez. 

"  Better?  "  he  said.  **  No  ;  lie  still,  you'll 
be  a  new  man  soon." 

"I  am  desolated,"  said  Roger,  "to  have 
occasioned  you  all  this  trouble." 

"  In  a  big  house  like  this,"  said  the  doctor. 
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as  it  seemed  a  little  sadly,  "  there  are  many 
empty  rooms,  and  some  rooms  which  are  not 
empty.  There  is  a  bed  altogether  at  your 
service,  monsieur,  and  I  counsel  you  not  to 
delay  in  seeking  it.     You  can  walk  ?  " 

Wroxham  stood  up.  "  Why,  yes,"  he  said, 
stretching  himself.  "  I  feel,  as  you  say,  a 
new  man." 

A  narrow  bed  and  rush-bottomed  chair 
showed  like  doll's  -  house  furniture  in  the 
large,  high,  gaunt  room  to  which  the  doctor 
led  him. 

"  You  are  too  tired  to  undress  yourself," 
said  the  doctor  ;  "  rest  —  only  rest,"  and 
covered  him  with  a  rug,  snugly  tucked  him 
up,  and  left  him. 

"  I  leave  the  door  open,"  he  said,  *'  in 
case  you  should  have  any  fever.  Good 
night.  Do  not  torment  yourself.  All  goes 
well." 

Then  he  took  away  the  lamp,  and  Wroxham 
lay  on  his  back  and  saw  the  shadows  of  the 
window-frames  cast  by  the  street  lamps  on 
the  high  ceiling.  His  eyes,  growing  accus 
tomed  to  the  darkness,  perceived  the  carving 
of  the  white  panelled  walls  and  mantelpiece. 
There  was  a  door  in  the  room,  another  door 
than  the  one  which  the  doctor  had  left  open. 
Roger  did  not  like  open  doors.  The  other 
door,  however,  was  closed.  He  wondered 
where  it  led,  and  whether  it  were  locked. 
Presently  he  got  up  to  see.  It  was  locked. 
He  lay  down  again. 

His  arm  gave  him  no  pain,  and  the 
night's  adventure  did  not  seem  to  have  over- 
set his  nerves.  He  felt,  on  the  contrary, 
calm,  confident,  extraordinarily  at  ease,  and 
master  of  himself.  The  trouble — how  could 
that  ever  have  seemed  important  ?  This 
calmness — it  felt  like  the  calmness  that 
precedes  sleep.  Yet  ^leep  was  far  from  him. 
What  was  it  that  kept  sleep  away  ?  The  bed 
was  comfortable — the  pillows  soft.  What 
was  it  ?  It  came  to  him  presently  that  it  was 
the  scent  which  distracted  him,  worrying  him 
with  a  memory  that  he  could  not  define.  A 
faint  scent  of — what  was  it  ?  Perfumery  ? 
Yes — and  camphor — ^and  something  else — 
something  vaguely  disquieting.  He  had 
not  noticed  it  before  he  had  risen  and 
tried  the  handle   of  that   other  door.     But 

now He    covered   his   face   with    the 

sheet,  but  through  the  sheet  he  smelt  it  still. 
He  rose  and  threw  back  one  of  the  long 
French  windows.  It  opened  with  a  click 
and  a  jar,  and  he  looked  across  the  dark  well 
of  the  courtyard.  He  leaned  out,  breathing 
the  chill  pure  air  of  the  May  night,  but  when 
he  withdrew  his  head  the  scent  was  there 


again.  Camphor— perfume — and  something 
else.     What  was  it  that  it  reminded  him  of? 

He  stood  up  and  went,  with  carefully- 
controlled  swiftness,  towards  the  open  door. 
He  wanted  light  and  a  human  voice.  The 
doctor  was  in  the  room  upstairs ;  he 

The  doctor  was  face  to  face  with  him  on 
the  landing,  not  a  yard  away,  moving  towards 
him  quietly  in  shoeless  feet. 

"  I  can't  sleep,"  said  Wroxham,  a  little 
wildly  ;  "  it's  too  dark  and " 

"Come  upstairs,"  said  the  doctor,  and 
Wroxham  went. 

There  was  comfort  in  the  large,  lighted 
room.  A  green-shaded  lamp  stood  on  the 
table. 

"What's  behind  that  door,"  said  Wroxham, 
abruptly — "  that  door  downstairs  ?  " 

"  Specimens,"  the  doctor  answered  \  "  pre- 
served specimens.  My  line  is  physiological 
research.     You  understand  ?  " 

So  that  was  it. 

"  I  feel  quite  well,  you  know,"  said 
Wroxham,  laboriously  explaining  —  "  fit  as 
any  man— only  I  can't  sleep." 

"  I  see,"  said  the  doctor. 

"It's  the  scent  from  your  specimens,  I 
think,"  Wroxham  went  on;  "there's  something 
about  that  scent " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  It's  very  odd."  Wroxham  was  leaning  his 
elbow  on  his  knee  and  his  chin  on  his  hand. 

"I    feel    so    frightfully    well— and    yet 

There's  a  strange  feeling " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Yes,  tell  me 
exactly  how  you  feel." 

"  I  feel,"  said  Wroxham,  slowly,  "  like  a 
man  on  the  crest  of  a  wave." 

The  doctor  stood  up. 

"  You  feel  well,  happy,  full  of  life  and 
energy — as  though  you  could  walk  to  the 
world's  end,  and  ye^ " 

"And  yet,"  said  Roger,  "as  though  my 
next  step  might  be  my  last — as  though  I 
might  step  into  a  grave." 

He  shuddered. 

"  Do  you,"  asked  the  doctor,  anxiously — 
"  do  you  feel  thrills  of  pleasure — something 
like  the  first  waves  of  chloroform — thrills 
running  from  your  hair  to  your  feet  ? " 

"I  felt  all  that,"  said  Roger,  slowly, 
"downstairs  before  I  opened  the  window." 

The  doctor  looked  at  his  watch,  frowned, 
and  got  up  quickly.  "There  is  very  little 
time,"  he  said. 

Suddenly  Roger  felt  an  unexplained  thrill 
of  pain. 

The  doctor  went  to  a  long  laboratory  bench 
with  bottle-filled  shelves  above  it,  and  on  it 
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crucibles  and  retorts,  test  tubes,  beakers — all 
a  chemist's  apparatus — readied  a  bottle  from 
a  shelf,  and  measured  out  certain  drops  into 
a  graduated  glass,  added  water,  and  stirred 
it  with  a  glass  rod. 

"  Drink  that,"  he  said. 

"  You  may  be  giving  me  poison,"  Roger 
gasped,  his  hands 
at  his  heart. 

"  I  may,"  said 
ihe doctor.  "What 
do  you  suppose 
poison  makes  you 
feel  like  ?  What 
do  you  feel  like 
now?" 

"I  feel,"  said 
Roger,  "like 
death." 

Every  nerve, 
every  muscle 
thrilled  to  a  pain 
not  too  intense  to 
be  underlined  by 
a  shuddering 
nausea. 

"  Like  death," 
he  said  again. 

"Then  drink," 
cried  the  doctor,  in 
tones  of  such  cor- 
dial entreaty,  such 
evident  anxiety, 
that  Wroxham  half 
held  his  hand  out 
for  the  glass. 
"  Drink  !  Believe 
me,  it  is  your  only 
chance." 

Again  the  pain 
swept  through  him 
like  an  electric  cur- 
rent. The  beads 
of  sweat  sprang  out 
on  his  forehead. 

"That  wound," 
the  doctor  pleaded, 

standing  over  him  with  the  glass  held  out. 
"  Vox  Heaven's  sake,  drink  !  Don't  you 
understand,  man  ?  You  are  poisoned.  Your 
wound " 

"The  knife?"  Wroxham  murmured,  and 
as  he  spoke  his  eyes  seemed  to  swell  in  his 
head,  and  his  head  itself  to  grow  enormous. 
"Do  you  know  the  poison — and  its  antidote?" 

"  I  know  all."  The  doctor  soothed  him. 
"  Drink,  then,  my  friend." 

As  the  pain  caught  him  again  in  a  clasp 
more  close  than  any  lover's  he  clutched  at  the 


glass  and  drank.  The  drug  met  the  pain  and 
mastered  it.  Roger,  in  the  ecstasy  of  pain's 
cessation,  saw  the  world  fade  and  go  out  in  a 
haze  of  vivid  violet. 

II. 

Faint  films  of  lassitude  shot  with  content- 
ment wrapped  him 
round.  He  lay 
passive  as  a  man 
lies  in  the  con- 
valescence that  fol- 
lows a  long  fight 
with  Death. 

"I'm  better 
now,"  he  said,  in 
a  voice  that  was  a 
whisper — tried  to 
raise  his  hand  from 
where  it  lay  help- 
less in  his  sight, 
failed,  and  lay  look- 
ing at  it  in  confi- 
dent repose — 
"  much  better." 

"  Yes,"  said  the 
doctor,  and  his 
pleasant,  soft  voice 
had  grown  softer, 
pleasanter.  "  You 
are  now  in  the 
second  stage.  An 
interval  is  neces- 
sary before  you  can 
p>ass  to  the  third. 
I  will  enliven  the 
interval  by  conver- 
sation. Is  there 
anything  you  would 
like  to  know  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said 
Roger;  "1  am 
quite  happy — quite 
contented." 

"  This    is    very 
interesting,"     said 
the  doctor.    "Tell 
me   exactly   how   you   feel." 

Roger  faintly  and  slowly  told  him. 
"Ah!"  the  doctor  said,  "I  have  not  before 
heard  this.     You  are  the  only  one  of  them 
all   who   ever   passed   the   first   stage.     The 

others " 

"  The  others  ?  "  said  Roger,  but  he  did  not 
care  much  about  the  others. 

"Ihe  others,"  said  the  doctor,  frowning, 
"were  unsound.  Decadent  students,  de- 
generate Apaches.  You  are  highly  trained — 
in  fine  physical  condition.     And  your  brain  ! 


HE   MKASURED  OUT  CERTAIN    DROPS   INTO   A   GRADUATED  GLASS. 
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The  Lord  be  good  to  the  Apaches  who 
so  delicately  excited  it  to  just  the  degree  of 
activity  needed  for  my  purpose." 

"  The  others  ?  "  Wroxham  insisted. 

"The  others?  They  are  in  the  room 
whose  door  was  locked.  Look — you  should 
be  able  to  see  them.  The  second  drug 
should  lay  your  consciousness  before  me  like 
a  sheet  of  white  paper  on  which  I  can  write 
what  I  choose.     If  I  choose  that  you  should 

see  my  specimens Allans  done,    I  have 

no  secrets  from  you  now.  Look — look — 
strain  your  eyes.  In  theory  I  know  all  that 
you  can  do  and  feel  and  see  in  this  second 

stage.     But   practically Enlighten    me 

— look — shut  your  eyes  and  look  !  " 

Roger  closed  his  eyes  and  looked.  He 
saw  the  gaunt,  uncarpeted  staircase,  the  open 
doors  of  the  big  rooms,  passed  to  the  locked 
door,  and  it  opened  at  his  touch.  The  room 
inside  was,  like  the  other,  spacious  and 
panelled.  A  lighted  lamp  with  a  blue  shade 
hung  from  the  ceiling,  and  below  it  an  effect 
of  spread  whiteness,  Roger  looked.  There 
wert  things  to  be  seen. 

With  a  shudder  he  opened  his  eyes  on  the 
doctor's  delightful  room,  the  doctor's  intent 
face. 

"What  did  you  see?"  the  doctor  asked. 
"  Tell  me  !  " 

"Did  you  kill  them  all?"  Roger  asked 
back. 

"  They  died — of  their  own  inherent  ^^eak- 
ness,"  the  doctor  said.   "And  you  saw  them?" 

"I  saw,"  said  Roger,  "the  quiet  people 
lying  all  along  the  floor  in  their  death  clothes 
— the  people  who  have  come  in  at  that  door 
of  yours  that  is  a  trap — for  robbery,  or 
curiosity,  or  shelter — and  never  gone  out  any 
more." 

"  Right,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Right.  My 
theory  is  proved  at  every  point.  You 
can  see  what  I  choose  you  to  see.  Yes ; 
decadents  all.  It  was  in  embalming  that  I 
was  a  specialist  before  I  began  these  other 
investigations." 

"  What,"  Roger  whispered—"  what  is  it 
all  for?" 

"  To  make  the  superman,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  I  will  tell  you." 

He  told.  It  was  a  long  story — the  story  of 
a  man's  life,  a  man's  work,  a  man's  dreams, 
hopes,  ambitions. 

"The  secret  of  life,"  the  doctor  ended. 
"  That  is  what  all  the  alchemists  sought 
They  sought  it  where  Fate  pleased.  I 
sought  it  where  I  have  found  it — in  death." 

"  And  the  secret  is  ?  "  asked  Roger. 

"I  have  told  you,"  said  the  doctor,  im- 


patiently ;  "  it  is  in  the  third  drug  that  life — 
splendid,  superhuman  life — is  found.  I  have 
tried  it  on  animals.  ^Always  they  became 
perfect,  all  that  an  animal  should  be.  And 
more,  too — much  more.  They  were'  too  per- 
fect, too  near  humanity.  They  looked  at  me 
with  human  eyes.  I  could  not  let  them  live. 
Such  animals  it  is  not  necessary  to  embalm. 
I  had  a  laboratory  in  those  days— and  ' 
assistants.  They  called  me  the  Prince  of 
Vivisectors." 

The  man  on  the  sofa  shuddered. 

"  What  is  the  third  drug  ?  "  Roger  asked, 
lying  limp  and  flat  on  his  couch. 

"  It  is  the  Elixir  of  Life,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  I  am  not  its  discoverer ;  the  old  alchemists 
knew  it  well,  but  they  failed  because  they 
sought  to  apply  the  elixir  to  a  normal — that 
is,  a  diseased  and  faulty — body.  I  knew 
better.  One  must  have  first  a  body  abnor- 
mally healthy,  abnormally  strong.  Then, 
not  the  elixir,  but  the  two  drugs  that  pre- 
pare. The  first  excites  prematurely  the 
natural  conflict  between  the  principles  of  life 
and  death,  and  then,  just  at  the  point  where 
Death  is  about  to  win  his  victory,  the  second 
drug  intensifies  life  so  that  it  conquers — 
intensifies,  and  yet  chastens.  Then  the 
whole  life  of  the  subject,  risen  to  an  ecstasy, 
falls  prone  in  an  almost  voluntary  submission 
to  the  coming  super-life.  Submission — sub- 
mission I  The  garrison  must  surrender  before 
the  splendid  conqueror  can  enter  and  make 
the  citadel  his  own.  Do  you  understand? 
Do  you  submit  ?  " 

"I  submit,"  said  Roger,  for,  indeed,  he 
did.  "But — soon— quite  soon— I  will  not 
submit." 

He  was  too  weak  to  be  wise,  or  those 
words  had  remained  unspoken. 

The  doctor  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"  It  works  too  quickly ! "  he  cried. 
"  Everything  works  too  quickly  with  you. 
Your  condition  is  too  perfect.  So  now  I 
bind  you." 

From  a  drawer  beneath  the  bench  where 
the  bottles  gleamed  the  doctor  drew  rolls  of 
bandages  —  violet,  like  the  haze  that  had 
drowned,  at  the  urgence  of  the  second  drug, 
tiie  consciousness  of  Roger.  He  moved, 
faintly  resistant,  on  his  couch.  The  doctor's 
hands,  most  gently,  most  irresistibly,  con- 
trolled his  movement. 

"  Lie  still,"  said  the  gentle,  charming  voice. 
"  Lie  still ;  all  is  well."  The  clever,  soft 
hands  were  unrolling  the  bandages— passing 
them  round  arms  and  throat — under  and  over 
the  soft  narrow  couch.  "  I  cannot  risk  your 
life,  my  poor  boy.     The  least  movement  of 
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yours  might  ruin  everything.  The  third  drug, 
like  the  first,  must  be  offered  directly  to  the 
blood  which  absorbs  it.  I  bound  the  first 
drug  as  an  unguent  upon  your  knife-wound.'' 

The  swift  hands  passed  the  soft  bandages 
back  and  forth,  over  and  under— flashes  of 
violet  passed  to  and  fro  in  the  air  like  the 
shuttle  of  a  weaver  through  his  warp.  As 
the  bandage  clasped  his  knees  Roger  moved 

**  For  Heaven's  sake,  no ! "  the  doctor 
cried  ;  "the  time  is  so  near.  If  you  cease 
to  submit  It  is  death." 

With  an  incredible  accelerated  swiftness 
he  swept  the  bandages  round  and  round 
knees  and  ankles,  drew  a  deep  breath — stood 
upright 

**  I  must  make  an  incision,"  he  said — "  in 
the  head  this  time  It  will  not  hurt.  See  ! 
I  spray  it  with  the  Constantia  Nepenthe  ; 
that  also  I  discovered.  My  boy,  in  a  moment 
you  know  all  things— you  are  as  a  gud.  Be 
patient.     Preserve  your  submission." 

Roger  did  not  feel  the  knife  that  made  the 
cross-cut  on  his  temple,  but  he  felt  the  hot 
spurt  of   blood    that  followed    the   cut;    he 
felt  the  cool  flap  of  a  plaster  spread  with  some 
sweet,  clean-smelling   unguent  ihai  met  the 
blood  and  stanched  it.      I  here  was  a  moment 
— or  was  It  hours?— of  nothingnL^^s.     Then 
from  that  cut  on  his  fort^h^ad  there  seemed 
to  radiate  threads  of 
infinite  length,  and  of 
a    strength    that   one 
could   trust    to — 
threads    that     hnked 
one  to  all  knowledge 
past  and  present.    He 
felt  that  he  controlled 
all  wisdom,  as  a  driver 
controls   his    four-in- 
hand.    Knowledge,  he 
perceived,  belonged  to 
him,  as  the  air  belongs 
to  the  eagle.  He  swam 
in  it,  as  a  great  fish  in 
a  limitless  ocean. 

He  opened  his  eyes 
and  met  those  of  the 
doctor,  who  sighed  as 
one  to  whom  breath 
has  grown  difficult. 

"  Ah,  all  goes  well. 
Oh,  my  boy,  was  it  not 
worth  it?  What  do 
you  feel  ?  " 

"I.  Know.  Every- 
thing," said  Roger, 
with  full  stops  between 
the  words. 


"  Everything  ?     The  future  ?  " 

"  No.  I  know  all  that  man  has  ever 
known." 

*'  Look  back — into  the  past.  See  someone. 
See  Pharaoh.   You  see  him— on  his  throne?" 

"  Not  on  his  throne.  He  is  whispering  in 
a  corner  of  his  great  gardens  to  a  girl  who  is 
the  daughter  of  a  water-carrier." 

"  Bah  !  Any  poet  of  my  dozen  decadents 
who  lie  so  still  could  have  told  me  that. 
Tell  me  secrets — the  Masque  dt  Fer.'' 

The  other  told  a  tale,  wild  and  incredible, 
but  it  satisfied  the  listener. 

"  That  too— it  might  be  imagination. 
Tell  me  the  name  of  the  woman  1  loved 
and " 

The  echo  of  the  name  of  the  anaesthetic 
came  to  Roger,  and  "  Constantia,"  said  he, 
in  an  even  voice. 


'*'l    MUST   MAKE  AN   INCISION,'    HK  SAID — '  IN  THB  HEAD. 
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"Ah!'*  the  doctor  cried,  "now  I  see  you 
know  all  things.  It  was  not  murder.  I 
hoped  to  dower  her  with  all  the  splendours 
of  the  super-life." 

"  Her  bones  lie  under  the  lilacs,  where 
you  used  to  kiss  her  in  the  spring,"  said 
Roger,  quite  without  knowing  what  it  was 
that  he  was  going  to  say. 

"It  is  enough,"  the  doctor  cried.  He 
sprang  up,  ranged  certain  bottles  and  glasses 
on  a  table  convenient  to  his  chair.  "You 
know  all  things.  It  was  not  a  dream,  this, 
the  dream  of  my  life.  It  is  true.  It  is  a  fact 
accomplished.  Now  I,  too,  will  know  all 
things.     I  will  be  as  the  gods." 

He  sought  among  leather  cases  on  a  far 
table  and  came  back  swiftly  into  the  circle  of 
light  that  lay  below  the  green-shaded  lamp. 

Roger,  floating  contentedly  on  the  new 
sea  of  knowledge  that  seemed  to  support  him, 
turned  eyes  on  the  trouble  that  had  driven  him 
out  of  that  large,  empty  studio  so  long  ago,  so 
far  away.  His  new-found  wisdom  laughed 
at  that  problem,  laughed  and  solved  it.  "  To 
end  that  trouble  I  must  do  so  and-so,  say 
such-and-such,"  Roger  told  himself  again 
and  again. 

And  now  the  doctor,  standing  by  the  table, 
laid  on  it  his  pale,  plump  hand  outspread. 
He  drew  a  knife  from  a  case — a  long,  shiny 
knife — and  scored  his  hand  across  and  across 
its  back,  as  a  cook  scores  pork  for  cooking. 
The  slow  blood  followed  the  cuts  in  beads 
and  lines. 

Into  the  cuts  he  dropped  a  green  liquid 
from  a  little  bottle,  replaced  its  stopper, 
bound  up  his  hand,  and  sat  down. 

"  The  beginning  of  the  first  stage,"  he 
said;  "almost  at  once  I  shall  begin  to  be  a 
new  man.  It  will  work  quickly.  My  body, 
like  yours,  is  sane  and  healthy." 

There  was  a  long  silence. 

"  Oh,  but  this  is  good,"  the  doctor  broke 
it  to  say.  "  I  feel  the  hand  of  Life  sweeping 
my  nerves  like  harp-strings." 

Roger  had  been  thinking,  the  old  common 
sense  that  guides  an  ordinary  man  breaking 
through  this  consciousness  of  illimitable 
wisdom.  "You  had  better,"  he  said,  "un- 
bind me ;  when  the  hand  of  Death  sweeps 
your  nerves  you  may  need  help." 

"  No,"  the  doctor  said,  and  no,  and  no,  and 
no  many  times.  "  I  am  afraid  of  you.  You 
know  all  things,  and  even  in  your  body  you 
are  stronger  than  I." 

And  then  suddenly  and  irresistibly  the  pain 
caught  him.  Roger  saw  his  face  contorted 
with  agony,  his  hands  clench  on  the  arm  of 
his  chair  \  and  it  seemed  that  either  this  man 


was  less  able  to  bear  pain  than  he,  or  that 
the  pain  was  much  more  violent  than  had 
been  his  own.  And  the  plump,  pale  hand, 
writhing  and  distorted  by  anguish,  again  and 
again  drew  near  to  take  the  glass  that  stood 
ready  on  the  table,  and  with  convulsive  self- 
restraint  again  and  again  drew  back  with- 
out u. 

The  short  May  night  was  waning — the 
shiver  of  dawn  rustled  the  leaves  of  the 
plant  whose  leaves  were  like  red  misshaped 
hearts. 

"  Now  ! "  The  doctor  screamed  the  word, 
grasped  the  glass,  drained  it,  and  sank  back 
in  his  chair.  His  hand  struck  the  table 
beside  him.  Looking  at  his  hmp  body  and 
head  thrown  back  one  could  almost  see 
the  cessation  of  pain,  the  coming  of  kind 
oblivion. 

in. 

The  dawn  had  grown  to  daylight,  a  poor, 
grey,  rain-stained  daylight,  not  strong  enough 
to  pierce  the  curtains  and  persiennes,  and  yet 
not  so  weak  but  that  it  could  mock  the  lamp, 
now  burnt  low  and  smelling  vilely. 

Roger  lay  very  still  on  his  couch,  a  man 
wounded,  anxious,  and  extravagantly  tired. 
In  those  hours  of  long,  slow  dawning,  face 
to  face  with  the  unconscious  figure  in  the 
chair,  he  had  felt,  slowly  and  little  by  little, 
the  recession  of  that  sea  of  knowledge 
on  which  he  had  felt  himself  float  in  such 
large  content.  The  sea  had  withdrawn 
itself,  leaving  him  high  and  dry  on  the  shore 
of  the  normal.  The  only  relic  that  he  had 
clung  to  and  that  he  still  grasped  was 
the  answer  to  the  problem  of  the  trouble — 
the  only  wisdom  that  he  had  put  into  words. 
These  words  remained  to  him,  and  he  knew 
that  they  held  wisdom — very  simple  wisdom, 
too. 

"  To  end  the  trouble  I  must  do  so-and-so 
and  say  such-and-such." 

Slowly  a  dampness  spread  itself  over 
Wroxham's  forehead  and  tingled  among  the. 
roots  of  his  hair.  He  writhed  in  his  bonds. 
They  held  fast.  He  could  not  move  hand  or 
foot.  Only  his  head  could  turn  a  little,  so 
that  he  could  at  will  see  the  doctor  or  not 
see  him.  A  shaft  of  desolate  light  pierced 
the  persienne  at  its  hinge  and  rested  on  the 
table,  where  an  overturned  glass  lay. 

Wroxham  thrilled  from  head  to  foot.  The 
body  in  the  chair  stirred — hardly  stirred — 
shivered,  rather — and  a  very  faint,  far-away 
voice  said  : — 

"  Now  the  third— give  me  the  third." 

"What?"   said  Roger,  stupidly;  and  he 
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had  to  clear  his  throat  twice  before  he  could 
say  even  that. 

"The  moment  is  now,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  I  remember  all.  I  made  you  a  god.  Give 
me  the  third  drug." 

"  Where  is  it  ?  "  Roger  asked. 

"It  is  at  my  elbow,"  the  doctor  murmured. 
"  I  submit — I  submit.  Give  me  the  third 
drug,  and  let  me  be  as  you  are." 

"  As  /  am  ?  "  said  Roger.  "  You  forget, 
/am  bound." 

"  Break  your  bonds,"  the  doctor  urged,  in 
a  quick,  small  voice.  "  I  trust  you  now. 
You  are  stronger  than  all  men,  as  you  are 
wiser.  Stretch  your  muscles,  and  the  ban- 
dages will  fall  asunder  like  snow-wreaths." 

"  It  is  too  late,"  Wroxham  said,  and 
laughed  ;  "  all  that  is  over.  I  am  not  wise 
any  more,  and  I  have  only  the  strength  of  a 
man.  I  am  tired  and  wounded.  I  cannot 
break  my  bonds — I  cannot  help  you  !  " 

"  But  if  you  cannot  help  me— it  is  death," 
said  the  doctor. 

"  It  is  death,"  said  Roger.  "  Do  you  feel 
it  coming  on  you  ?  " 

"  I  feel  life  returning,"  said  the  doctor  j 
"it  is  now  the  moment — the  one  p>ossible 
moment  And  I  cannot  reach  it.  Oh,  give 
it  me — ^give  it  me  !  " 

Then  Roger  cried  out  suddenly,  in  a  loud 
voice :  "  Now,  by  all  that's  sacred,  you 
infernal  decadent,  I  am  g/ad  that  I  cannot 
give  it.  Yes,  if  it  costs  me  my  life,  it's  worth 
it,  you  madman,  so  that  your  life  ends  too. 
Now  be  silent,  and  die  like  a  man  if  you 
have  it  in  you." 

Roger  lay  and  watched  him,  and  presently 
he  writhed  from  the  chair  to  the  floor,  tear- 
ing feebly  at  it  with  his  fingers,  moaned, 
shuddered,  and  lay  very  still. 

Of  all  that  befell  Roger  in  that  house  the 
worst  was  now.  For  now  he  knew  that  he 
was  alone  with  the  dead,  and  between  him 
and  death  stretched  certain  hours  and  days. 
For  the  fior/e  cockere  was  locked  ;  the  doors 
of  the  house  itself  were  locked — heavy  doors 
and  the  locks  new. 

"  I  am  alone  in  the  house,"  the  doctor 
had  said.     "  No  one  comes  here  but  me." 

No  one  would  come.  He  would  die  there 
— he,  Roger  Wroxham — "poor  old  Roger 
Wroxham,  who  was  no  one's  enemy  but  his 
own."  Tears  pricked  his  eyes.  He  shook 
his  head  impatiently  and  they  fell  from  his 
lashes. 

"  You  fool,"  he  said,  "  can't  you  die  like  a 
man  either?" 

Then  he  set  his  teeth  and  made  himself  lie 
stilL     It  seemed  to  him  that  now  Despair 


laid  her  hand  on  his  heart.  But,  to  speak 
truth,  it  was  Hope  whose  hand  lay  there. 
This  was  so  much  more  than  a  man  should 
be  called  on  to  bear — it  could  not  be  true. 
It  was  an  evil  dream.  He  would  awake  pre- 
sently. Or  if  it  were,  indeed,  real  —  then 
someone  would  come,  someone  must  come. 
God  could  not  let  nobody  come  to  save  him. 

And  late  at  night,  when  heart  and  brain 
had  been  stretched  almost  to  the  point  where 
both  break  and  let  in  the  sea  of  madness, 
someone  came. 

The  interminable  day  had  worn  itself  out. 
Roger  had  screamed,  yelled,  shouted  till  his 
throat  was  dried  up,  his  lips  baked  and 
cracked.  No  one  heard.  How  should  they  ? 
The  twilight  had  thickened  and  thickened 
till  at  last  it  made  a  shroud  for  the  dead  man 
on  the  floor  by  the  chair.  And  there  were 
other  dead  men  in  that  house ;  and  as  Roger 
ceased  to  see  the  one  he  saw  the  others — the 
quiet,  awful  faces,  the  lean  hands,  the  straight, 
stiff  limbs  laid  out  one  beyond  another  in  the 
room  of  death.  They  at  least  were  not 
bound.  If  they  should  rise  in  their  white 
wrappings  and,  crossing  that  empty  sleeping- 
chamber  very  softly,  come  slowly  up  the 
stairs 

A  stair  creaked. 

His  ears,  strained  with  hours  of  listening, 
thought  themselves  befooled.  But  his  cower- 
ing heart  knew  better. 

Again  a  stair  creaked.  There  was  a  hand 
on  the  door. 

"Then  it  is  all  over,"  said  Roger  in  the 
darkness,  "  and  I  am  mad." 

The  door  opened  very  slowly,  very 
cautiously.  There  was  no  light.  Only  the 
sound  of  soft  feet  and  draperies  that  rustled. 

Then  suddenly  a  match  spurted— light 
struck  at  his  eyes ;  a  flicker  of  lit  candle- 
wick  steadying  to  flame.  And  the  things 
that  had  come  were  not  those  quiet  people 
creeping  up  to  match  their  death  with  his 
death  in  life,  but  human  creatures,  alive, 
breathing,  with  eyes  that  moved  and  glittered, 
lips  that  breathed  and  spoke. 

"  He  must  be  here,"  one  said.  "  Lisette 
watched  all  day  ;  he  never  came  out.  He 
must  be  here — there  is  nowhere  else." 

Then  they  set  up  the  candle-end  on  the 
table,  and  he  saw  their  faces.  They  were 
the  Apaches  who  had  set  on  him  in  that 
lonely  street,  and  who  had  sought  him  here 
— to  set  on  him  again. 

He  sucked  his  dry  tongue,  licked  his  dry 
lips,  and  cried  aloud  : — 

"  Here  I  am  !  Oh,  kill  me !  For  the 
love  of  Heaven,  brothers,  kill  me  now  I " 
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And  even  be- 
fore he  spoke 
they  had  seen 
him,  and  seen 
what  lay  on  the 
floor. 

"He  died  this 
morning.  I  am 
bound.  Kill  me, 
brothers  ;  I  can- 
not die  slowly 
here  alone.  Oh, 
kill  me,  for  pity's 
sake  ! " 

But  already  the 
three  were  press- 
ing on  each  other 
at  a  doorway 
suddenly  grown 
too  narrow.  They 
could  kill  a  living 
man,  but  they 
could  not  face 
death,  quiet,  en- 
throned. 

"  For  the  love 
of  Heaven," 
Roger  screamed, 
*'  have  pity  !  Kill 
me  outright  ! 
Come  back — 
come  back  !  " 

And  then,  since 
even  Apaches  are 
human,  they  did 
come  back.  One 
of  them  caught 
up  the  candle  and 
bent  over  Roger, 
knife  in  hand. 

"  Make  sure,'' 
said  Roger, 
through  set  teeth. 

''Norn  d'tiN 
fiam,''  said  the 
Apache,     with 

worse  words,  and  cut  the  bandages  here,  and 
here,  and  here  again,  and  there,  and  lower, 
to  the  very  feet. 

Then  between  them  the  three  men  carried 
the  other  out  and  slammed  the  outer  door, 
and  presently  set  him  against  a  gate-post  in 
another  street,  and  went  their  wicked  ways. 

And  after  a  time  a  girl  with  furtive  eyes 
brought  brandy  and  hoarse  muttered  kind 
nesses,  and  slid  away  in  the  shadows. 

Against  that  gate-post  the  police  came  upon 
him.  They  took  him  to  the  address  they 
found  on  him.     When  they  came  to  question 


'  THEY   WbKC   THE  APACHKS   WHO    HAD  SET  ON    HIM    IN   THE   STREET." 


him  he  said,  "  Apaches,"  and  his  variations 
on  that  theme  were  deemed  sufficient,  though 
not  one  of  them  touched  truth  or  spoke  of 
the  third  drug. 

There  has  never  been  anything  in  the 
papers  about  that  house.  I  think  it  is  still 
closed,  and  inside  it  still  lie  in  the  locked 
room  the  very  quiet  people  ;  and  above,  there 
is  the  room  with  the  narrow  couch  and  the 
scattered,  cut,  violet  bandages,  and  the 
Thing  on  the  floor  by  the  chair,  under 
the  lamp  that  burned  itself  out  in  that 
May  dawning. 
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The  Best  Trick  on  the  Billiard -Table. 

A    SYMPOSIUM    OF    EMINENT    BILLIARD^  PLAYERS. 


N  order  to  afford  amusement  to 
those    who    have     access    to    a 
billiard-table,  either  at  home,  at 
their  club,  or  in  a  public  room,  . 
we  have  collected  from  the  most 

eminent    players  of  the   day   a    number   of 

tricks  on  the  billiard-table, 

Mr.  H.  W.  STEVENSON 

One  of  the  most  attractive  tricks  that  may 
be  accomplished  by  amateurs  with  a  little 
practice  is  performed  with  the  aid  of  the  pool 
basket.  The  red  ball  is  placed  inside  the 
pool  basket,  which  is  then 
laid  upon  its  side  on  the 
billiard-table-  The  white 
ball  is  then  placed  about 
twelve  inches  in  front  of 
it,  not  directly  in  a  straight 
line  with  the  mouth  of 
the  pool  basket,  but  rather 
to  the  right.  This  ball 
is  then  made  to  jump  into 
the  mouth  of  the  pool 
basket,  and  as  it  does  not 
go  straight  in  it  strikes  the 
side  of  the  neck  and  causes 
the  basket  to  spin  round. 
This  .spinning 
movement  has  the 
effect  of  throwing 
the  red  ball  out  of 
the  basket  without 
touching  the  white 
ball,  which  itself 
remains  inside.  The 
effect  is  most  start- 
ling, since  a  white 
ball  jumps  into  the 
basket  and  appears 
to  jump  out  again  ^^^  '• 

the    next    instant, 
having  turned  red  in  the  meantime. 

The  principal  difficulty  which  the  amateur 
has  to  overcome  is  to  make  the  white  ball 
jump  into  the  pool  basket.  To  accomplish 
this  he  will  find  it  advisable  to  place  the 
white  ball  about  two  inches  from  a  cushion, 
so  that  he  can  make  his  rest  on  the  cushion 
and  thus  get  the  point  of  the  cue  well  above 
the  ball..    Fig.  i.     The  end  of  the  cue  must 
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be  held  well  up  and  the  ball  should  be  struck 
on  top  with  a  very  hard  downward  blow. 
The  cue  should  not  be  held  too  near  the  end, 
but  should  be  firmly  gripped  between  the 
thumb  and  first  finger  towards  the  top  of  the 
splicing,  so  as  to  allow  the  arm  a  good  back- 
ward swing,  for  a  great  deal  of  power  is 
required  to  accomplish  this  shot. 

For  the  benefit  of  those  who  require  a 
simpler  way  of  making  the  balls  jump  into 
the  pool  basket  I  would  suggest  that  they  try 
the  expedient  of  placing  a  penny  on  the  table 
several  inches  away  from  the  mouth  of  the 
basket,  which  in  this  case 
should  be  in  the  middle 
of  the  table.  If  a  ball  is 
then  played  at  the  coin, 
as  soon  as  it  hits  the 
edge  of  the  penny  it  will 
leap  into  the  mouth  of  the 
basket,  but  a  good  hard 
stroke  will  be  required. 
Apart  from  this  trick,  how- 
ever, a  very  good  catch  is 
to  place  the  pool  basket 
on  its  side  on  the  pyramid 
spot  facing  baulk,  and  offer 
to  strike  a  ball  from  baulk 
and  make  it  jump  into  the 
basket.  Although  this  looks 
seemingly  impossible  to 
those  who  do  not  know  the 
penny  trick,  it  may  easily 
be  accomplished  by  placing 
a  coin  in  front  of  the 
basket  as  described.    Fig.  2. 

MR.  F.  H,  WEISS. 

Several  neat  and  effective 

tricks  on   the  billiard-table 
FIG.  2.  can  be  performed  with  the 

assistance  of  a  dozen  wine- 
glasses. Place  the  red  ball  an  inch  or  two 
behind  the  pyramid  spot,  in  a  line  with  that 
spot  and  the  top  right-hand  pocket.  Then  put 
the  white  ball  just  behind  the  red  ball,  and 
touching  it,  so  that  a  line  drawn  through  the 
white  and  red  balls  will  strike  a  point  on  the 
left-hand  shoulder  of  the  pocket.  Then  place 
the  spot  ball  near  the  top  left-hand  cushion 
in  a  straight  line  with  the  white  ball  and  the 
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FIG.    3. 


left-hand  shoul- 
der of  the  middle 
pocket  at  the 
opposite  side  of 
the  table.  A  half- 
ball  shot  can  now 
be  played  with  the  spot  ball 
off  the  white  ball  into  the 
bottom  pocket,  and  it  will  be 
found  at  the  same  time  the 
red  ball  will  find  its  way  into 
the  top  pocket  and  the  white 
ball  into  the  middle  pocket. 
So  much  for  the  shot  itself, 
but  the  most  telling  part  of 
the  trick  comes  in  when  the 
performer,  before  placing  the 
balls  in  position,  sets  out  the 
wine-glasses  upon  the  table, 
so  as  to  form  avenues  of  glass 
for  the  balls  to  run  through. 
Practice  having  made  "him 
very  familiar  with  the  shot, 
he  can  draw  imaginary  lines 
over  which  the  balls  will  run, 
and  he  places  a  wine-glass  on  each  side  of  the  line  to  be 
followed  by  each  ball.  If  there  are  enough  wine-glasses 
at  hand  he  can  put  two  on  each  side  in  each  case, 
allowing  the  height  of  a  wine-glass  between  the  glasses. 
Fig.  3.  Needless  to  say,  considerable  practice  is  necessary 
before  this  shot  can  be  attempted  with  the  glasses  on 
the  table,  or  the  result  is 
liable  to  be  destructive. 

There  are,  of  course,  many 
much  simpler  tricks  on  a 
billiard-table  which  are  more 
in  the  shape  of  catches,  and 
can  therefore  be  performed 
at  once  without  practice  by 
everyone.  One  very  good 
catch  indeed  is  to  take  the 
two  white  balls  and  place 
them  side  by  side  tight 
against  the  top  cushion  ex- 
actly behind  the  billiard  spot. 
If  they  are  so  placed  with  a 
little  thump  each  ball  makes 
a  very  slight  indentation  in 
the  cloth,  which  is  just  suffi- 
cient to  prevent  them  rolling 
apart  when  the  red  ball  is 
balanced  on  top  of  them  and 
resting  partly  on  the  cushion. 
A  fourth  ball  is  now  placed 
on  the  centre  spot  of  the  D, 
and  all  are  challenged  to 
make  this  ball  strike  the  red 
ball  before  touching  either  of 
the  white  balls.     Fig.  4.  pig.  4. 


All  that  it  is  necessary  to 
do  is  for  the  striker  to  bang 
the  table  smartly  with  the 
flat  of  his  hand.  The  jar  so 
caused  is  sufficient  to  make 
the  two  white  balls  roll  apart, 
so  that  the  red  falls  on  to  the 
table  and  can  easily  be  struck. 

Mr.  W.  LOVEJOY. 

Since  I  consider  that  the 
whole  object  of  billiard 
tricks  is  to  provide  amuse- 
ment, I  will  describe  one 
that  I  feel  sure  will  provide 
plenty  of  entertainment. 
Place  the  white  ball  in  the  jaws 
of  the  left-hand  top  pocket, 
the  spot  ball  in  the  jaws  of 
the   right-hand    top   pocket, 
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and  the  red  ball  on  the 
billiard  spot,  and  then  chal- 
lenge any  member  of  the 
company  to  pot  with  one 
stroke  each  ball  in  a  separate 
pocket.     Fig.  5. 

At    first    sight    this    shot 
looks   exceedingly    puzzling, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    BEST    TRICK  ON    THE    BILLIARD -TABLE. 


191 


but  the  solution  will  probably  occur  to  any 
reader  who  remembers  that  the  billiard-table 
is  not  the  only  thing  with  pockets !  To 
accomplish  the  trick,  it  is  only  necessary 
to  place  a  couple  of  billiard  cues  on  the 
table  along  the  top  cushion  with  their  tips 
overlapping  and  the  butts  touching  the 
balls  in  the  jaws  of  the  pockets.  The  player 
now  strikes  the  red  ball  straight  down  the 
table  at  a  good  pace,  and,  dropping  his  cue, 
holds  open  the  pocket  of  his  coat  over  the 
edge  of  the  table  just  where  the  red  ball 
will  strike  the  cues.  The  pace  at  which  it 
is  travelling  will  cause  the  red  ball  to  jump 
off  the  table  directly  it  strikes  the  cues,  and, 
at  the  same  time  the  cue  butts  are  given  a 
jerk  which  knocks  the  other  two  balls  into 
their  respective  pockets.  Thus  each  ball  is 
put  into  a  different  pocket  at  one  stroke. 

Mr.  W.  MITCHELL. 

Most   tricks  on    the    billiard-table,    while 
they   are  very  amusing,   no  doubt,  are  not 
a  very  great  deal  of  use  to  the  ambitious 
young  billiard-player  who 
is  anxious  to  improve  his 
game,  for  positions  such 
as  the  balls  are  made  to 
take  up  in  the  usual  type 
of  trick  shot   seldom,  if 
ever, .  occur    during    the 
course  of  the  game.     I 
could     describe     several 
kiss-cannons  which  serve 
useful     purposes      when 
they   occur    in    a  game, 
but  they  are  so  difficult 
and   the    opportunity   to 
employ   them   occurs   so 
infrequently  that  I  prefer 
to  describe  a  stroke  that 
is  easy  to  do,  is  very 
attractive  to  look  at, 
and    which     occurs 
occasionally    in    an 
ordinary  game. 

Pretty  well  every 
amateur  who  is 
capable  of  making 
a  forty  -  break  can 
play  the  ordinary  type  of  steeplechase  shot, 
when  the  cue  ball  is  made  to  jump  over 
the  object  ball.  This  type  of  jumping 
stroke  can,  however,  only  be  played  with 
any  certainty  when  the  object  ball  is  in 
a  direct  line  with  a  pocket  or  with  the 
second  object  ball,  which  ever  happens  to 
be  the  cue  ball's  goal.  Quite  a  different  type 
of  jumping  shot  can  be  played  by  striking 


the  cue  ball  on  the  top  with  the  cue  held  at 
an  angle  of  about  forty-five  degrees.  One 
position  in  which  such  a  shot  helps  a  player 
out  of  a  difficulty  is  when  the  object  ball  is 
close  to  the  shoulder  of  the  centre  pocket 
and  the  cue  ball  is  a  few  inches  behind  it. 
It  is  now  impossible  in  the  ordinary  way  to 
play  either  a  winning  or  a  losing  hazard  into 
the  middle  pocket,  but,  by  aiming  three-quarter- 
ball  on  to  the  object  ball  with  the  cue  held  at 
an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  a  powerful  stroke 
will  cause  the  cue  ball  to  jump  into  the  air, 
touch  the  top  of  the  red,  and  fly  over  the 
shoulder  into  the  pocket  If  the  balls  are 
even  several  inches  down  the  cushion  away 
from  the  pocket  the  same  stroke  may  be 
played,  and  the  cue  ball  will  land  on  the 
cushion  and  run  along  into  the  f)ocket.  Only 
a  little  practice  is  required  to  make  this  shot 
quite  a  simple  one.     Fig.  6. 

A  very  good  catch  shot  into  the  middle 
pocket  is  the  following.  Place  the  red  ball 
an  inch  from  the  edge  of  the  pocket,  the 
white  ball  a  quarter  of  an  inch  behind  it, 
and  the  cue  ball  on  the 
brink  of  the  opposite 
middle  pocket.  Then 
challenge  any  member  of 
the  assembled  company 
to  pot  the  red  ball  with 
the  cue  ball  without 
touching  the  white  ball, 
which  must,  however,  not 
be  moved  from  where  it 
is — a  condition  which,  of 
course,  applies  equally  to 
the  other  two  balls.  All 
that  it  is  necessary  to  do 
is  to  place  the  pool  basket 
upside  down  over  the 
white  .ball,  which  then 
stands  inside  its  mouth. 
By  then  playing  straight 
at  the  neck  of  the  pool 
basket  the  red  ball  is 
pushed  into  the  pocket 
without  the  white  ball 
being  actually  touched. 

Mr.  CECIL  HARVERSON. 
Screw-back  shots  are  among  my  favourites, 
and  I  will  describe  one  that,  in  addition 
to  being  somewhat  of  a  trick  shot  from 
the  amateur's  point  of  view,  is  exceedingly 
useful  in  a  game  for  gaining  position. 
Place  the  red  ball  two  feet  from  the  top 
cushion  almost  in  a  line  with  the  spot. 
Place  the  white  ball  six  inches  from  the  top 
right-hand  cushion   and   about  a  foot  away 
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from  the  top  cushion.     Place  the  cue 
ball  six  inches  behind  the  red  ball  in 
a  line  with  the  centre  of  the  left-hand 
bottom  cushion,  and  screw  back  off 
the  red  with  all  the  right-hand 
side  you  can  possibly  put  on. 
The  cue    ball   will    make  a 
cannon  off  two  cushions,  and 
the  red  ball  will  travel  round 
the  table  and  stop  near  the 
top  pocket.     Fig.  7. 

There  is  a  very  good  screw- 
back  catch  which  always 
causes  much  amusement. 
Place  the  red  ball  on  the 
centre  spot  of  the  D  and 
place  the  white  ball  exactly 
behind  it  and  only  one-eighth 
of  an  inch  away.  The  pro- 
blem is  to  play  an  ordinary 
screw-back  shot  off  the  red 
with  the  added  condition 
that  the  white  ball  must  not 
go  over  the  baulk-line,  and 
that,  in  spite  of  this,  the  shot 
must  be  played  hard  enough 
to  bring  the  red  ball  back 
into  baulk.    Fig.  8. 

The  shot  looks  absolutely 
impossible,  but  it  is  made 
quite  easy  if  the  striker  grasps 
his  cue  in  the  middle  so  that 
his  hand  strikes  the  edge  of 
the  table  at  the  same  instant 
that  the  point  of  the  cue 
touches  the  white  ball.  Don't 
give  too  hard  a  knock  at  first 
or  you  will  hurt  your  hand. 
It  is  easy  to  see  where  to 
grip  the  cue  by  measuring 
with  the  cue  the  distance 
between  the  white  ball  and 
the  end  of  the  table  before 
making  the  shot. 

Mr.  M.  INMAN. 

Many  attractive  trick  can- 
nons can  be  made  when  all 
the  balls  are  in  motion,  and, 
as  these  strokes  are  fairly 
easy  to  accomplish  and  are 
very  pretty  to  watch,  I  do 
not  think  amateurs  could  do 
better  than  attempt  them. 
To  instance  one,  place  the 
red  ball  and  the  spot  white 
side  by  side,  touching  each 
other  against  the  left-hand 
bottom  cushion,  the  red  ball 


cushion. 


being  a  few  inches  below  the  baulk- 
line  and  the  spot  white  behind  it. 
Both    must    be   tight   up  against   the 


FIG.  7. 


A  cannon  with  all  the  balls 
in  motion  can  now  be  made 
from  a  point  a  few  inches 
below  the  D,  straight  in  line 
with  the  white  ball.  The 
cue  ball  must  be  struck  low 
and  with  plenty  of  left-hand 
side,  and  the  object  white 
must  be  struck  on  the  left- 
hand  side  rather  less  than 
half-ball.  The  cue  ball  travels 
right  round  the  table,  while 
its  contact  with  the  object 
white  kisses  the  red  ball 
straight  up  the  table  to  meet 
the  object  ball  in  the  jaws  of 
the  left  -  hand  top  pocket. 
Fig.  9. 

I  should  like  to  mention 
one  little  billiard  trick  which 
proves  a  never-failing  source 
of  amusement  when  per- 
formed in  private  billiard- 
rooms  after  dinner.  As  the 
trick  is  one  the  point  of  which 
can  hardly  fail  to  be  observed 
by  all  but  the  man  who  tries 
it,  it  can,  as  a  rule,  only  be 
practised  once  in  an  evening, 
but  the  fun  is  often  fast  and 
furious  while  it  lasts.  The 
red  ball  is  placed  on  the 
billiard  spot  and  a  white  ball 
on  the  centre  spot  of  the  D, 
while  a  cue  is  rested  against 
the  right-hand  bottom  pocket 
ready  for  the  striker  to  pick 
it  up  and  use  it.  A  victim 
having  been  chosen,  the  per- 
petrator of  the  trick  then 
offers  to  bet  him  that  he  can- 
not walk  round  the  billiard- 
table  three  times,  keeping 
his  eye  on  the  red  ball  all 
the  while,  and  then,  still 
keeping  his  eye  on  the  red 
ball,  pick  up  the  cue  and 
strike  the  white  ball  so  as  to 
make  it  hit  the  red  ball. 
The  stroke  is  a  perfectly 
simple  one  which  it  looks 
impossible  to  miss,  yet  the 
unhappy  victim  fails  again 
and  again,  until  he  would 
begin  to  blame  his  host^s 
wine  were  it  not    that,  hap- 
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pening  to  take  his  eyes  for  a 
moment  off  the  red  ball  as 
he  marches  round  the  table 
to  make  his  fourth  attempt, 
he  notices  that  one  of  his 
tormentors  is  wetting  the 
palm  of  his  hand  and  rub- 
bing off  every  vestige  of  the 
chalk  with  which  he  himself 
had  just  previously  been 
covering  the  tip  of  his  cue. 

Mr.  B,  ELPHICK. 

A  very  good  trick  can  be 
performed  with  the  aid  of  a 
fourth  billiard-ball.  Three 
balls  are  placed  in  a  row  two 
feet  from  the  top  cushion. 
One  of  them  is  put  close  to 
the  side  cushion  on  the  left, 
and  the  other  two,  in  a  line 
with  the  first  ball,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  table, 
about  six  inches  apart.  '1  he 
player  places  his  own  ball  a  few  inches 
behind  the  ball  on  the  outside  right,  and 
plays  a  square  cannon  on  to  the  second 
ball  with  left-hand  side  in  such 
that  the  second 
ball  is  struck  fine, 
and  the  cue  ball 
glances  back  off 
it  on  to  the  top 
cushion,    whence 


a    way 
by  the 


the  side  carries  it  sharply  on 
to  the  remaining  ball.  Fig.  10. 
A  very  puzzling  problem 
with  a  simple  solution,  which 
is  in  the  nature  of  a  catch 
more  than  a  trick,  may  be 
presented  as  follows.  The 
red  ball  is  placed  on  the 
centre  spot  of  the  table,  and 
the  white  balls  are  placed  on 
the  centre  spot  of  the  D  and 
the  pyramid  spot  respec- 
tively. The  striker  stands 
behind  the  middle  pocket 
and  is  asked  to  knock  all 
three  balls  into  a  different 
pocket  without  moving  from 
where  he  is,  it  being  stipu- 
lated that  the  white  balls 
must  go  into  the  corner 
pockets  on  the  same  side  of 
the  table  as  himself.  The 
red  ball  is  potted  in  the 
opposite  middle  pocket  in 
the  usual  way,  after  which  the  striker  takes 
his  cue  by  the  wrong  end,  stretches  the  butt 
across  the  table,  and  with  a  sweep  to  right 
and  left,  using  his  hands  as  a  sort  of  pivot 
like  the  centre  of  a  circle,  which  is  described 
butt  of  the  cue,  knocks  the  white  balls  into 


KT 

FIG.   9. 


their  respective  pockets.     Fig.  11. 


Mr.  W.  COOK. 

The  shots  which  always  draw  most  applause  at  a 
billiard  match  are  those  successfully  accomplished  by 
a  player  whose  own  ball  is  in  hand  while  both  the 
object  balls  are  in  baulk.  One  such  cannon  may  be 
made  off  three  cushions,  as  shown  in  Fig.  12,  by 
hitting  the  cue  ball  with  plenty  of  right-hand  side  and 
sending  it  round  the  table  to  cannon  on  to  the  object 
balls,  which  are  close  together  behind   the   left-hand 
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spot  of  the  D.  Fig.  12.  A  more 
elaborate  cannon  may  be  made  off 
four  cushions  when  the  two  object  balls  are 
close  together  just  behind  the  baulk- line  by 
the  left-hand  side  cushion.  The  cue  ball  is 
now  placed  on  the  left-hand  spot  of  the  D  and 
played  so  as  to  strike  right  up  in  the  angle 
of  the  top  left-hand  f)ocket.  It  travels  back 
and  strikes  the  right  -  hand  -  side  cushion 
just  below  the  centre  pocket,  travels  thence 
to  the  bottom  cushion,  and  then  makes  the 
cannon.     Fig.  13. 

A  very  good  catch  shot  which  may  lead 
to  plenty  of  fun  may  be  performed  in  the 
following  manner.  Place  the  red  ball  two 
inches  from  the  mouth  of  either  of  the 
centre  pockets,  and  place  the  white  ball 
six  inches  behind  it  in  a  dead  line  with  the 
pocket.  The  cue  ball  is  then  held  in  hand, 
and  the  problem  is  to  place  all  three  balls 
in  the  centre  pocket  near  which  the  red  is  in 
two  strokes.  Anyone  who  does  not  know 
the  trick  will,  of  course,  attempt  to  pot  the 
red  with  a  fine  stroke,  hitting  the  cue  ball 
just  hard  enough  to  make  it  run  down  the 
table  and  take  u|)  a  position  exactly  behind 
the  white  ball,  so  that  a  four-shot  can  be 
made  into  the  middle  pocket.  Few  people, 
however,  would  care  to  bet  about  succeeding 
in  this  way,  yet  whoever  is  in  the  know  can 
confidently  lay  long  odds  on  himself,  for  all 
that  it  is  necessary  to  do  is  to  run  a  coup 
with  the  cue  ball  into  the  centre  pocket,  and 


pxa  13.  then   play   a   six-shot  with    the  two 

balls  that  have  already  been  placed 
in  a  line  with  the  pocket  !     Fig.  14. 

Mr.  J.  P.  MANNOCK. 

The  trick  that  I  choose  for  such  readers 
of  The  Strand  Magazine  as  are  billiard- 
players  to  attempt  is  by  no  means  an  easy 
one,  but  it  is  such  an  attractive  shot  that  it 
will  repay  the  practice  that  is  necessary  before 
it  can  be  accomplished,  while  it  is  sure  to 
cause  considerable  astonishment  and  win 
plenty  of  applause.  The  problem  is  to  make 
an  eight-shot  with  one  stroke,  causing  the  cue 
ball  to  travel  in  three  different  directions. 
The  solution  is  as  follows : — 

Place  the  red  ball  tight  against  the  shoulder 
of  the  top  left-hand  pocket,  so  that  the  edge 
of  the  red  ball  is  almost  exactly  level  with 
the  edge  of  the  pocket.  Place  the  object 
white  tight  against  the  left-hand  cushion, 
eight  inches  from  the  red,  and  place  the  cue 
ball  beside  the  object  white  as  in  the  follow- 
ing diagram.  Any  old  hand  at  pool  will 
now  see  that  it  is  possible  to  pot  the  red  with 
a  kiss  shot  by  hitting  it  full  in  the  face.  But 
by  hitting  the  cue  ball  very  hard  and  by 
giving  it  a  great  deal  of  top  and  left-hand 
side  -it  not  only  pots  the  red  with  a  kiss,  but 
flies  back  to  the  object  white  and  then  re- 
bounds towards  the  shoulder  of  the  top  pocket 
and  is  carried  into  it  with  the  aid  of  the 
side.     Thus  the  cue  ball  travels  three  ways — 
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forwards,  back- 
wards, and  for- 
wards again.  Fig.  15. 
Amateurs  will  pro- 
»''G.  15.  bably  find    it   best 

to  practise  this  shot 

at  first  with  the  object  white  somewhat  less 

than  eight  inches  away  from    the    red,    but 

after  a  little  while  they  will  find   it  possible 

to  do  the  shot  at  a  greater  distance. 

A  much  easier,  but  very  effective,  trick  may 

be  performed  by  placing  a  couple  of  balls 

side  by  side,  and  putting  the  pool  basket  just 

in  front  of  them  upside  down — that  is  to  say, 

standing     upon     its     neck. 

The  question  is  how  to  make 

a  cannon  with  the  cue  ball, 

at   the  same  time  knocking 

the  pool    basket  on   to  its 

proper  end.     To  accomplish 

this  it  is  only  necessary  to 

play    the    cannon    straight- 
forwardly, without  taking  the 

least    notice    of    the    pool 

basket.      When  the  cue  ball 

is  struck  sharply,  its  contact 

with  the  neck  of  the  basket 

does  not  alter  its  course,  so 

that   it   makes  the   cannon, 

while    the    pool    basket     is 

knocked   round   on    to    its 

other  end   by  the  force  of 

the  stroke.     Fig.   16.      The 

trick   can    be  accomplished 

when  the  pool  basket  is  quite 

a  long  way  from  the  balls. 


FIG.    16. 

Mr.  ALEC  TAYLOR. 

One  of  the  prettiest  billiard-table  tricks  I 
know  is  performed  with  the  aid  of  a  couple 
of  cues  which  are  laid  upon  the  cloth.  The 
butts  of  these  two  cues  are  wedged  in  one  of 
the  top  comer  pockets,  in  such  a  way  that 
the  tips  of  the  cues  are  about  a  foot  apart. 
The  red  ball  is  then  balanced  on  the  butts  of 
the  cues  and  against  the  rim  of  the  pocket, 
resting  there  quite  firmly  in  the  little  space 
which  is  left  between  the  butts  and  the 
rim.  The  white  ball  is  then  placed  on  the 
pyramid  spot,  which,  owing  to  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  cues,  is  exactly  equi  -  distant 
firom  each  cue. 

The  striker's  task  is  to 
play  from  baulk  and  make  a 
cannon  off  the  red  ball  on 
to  the  white.  All  that  it  is 
necessary  to  do  is  to  play 
a  fairly  sharp  stroke  up 
the  table,  so  that  the  cue 
ball  strikes  the  first  cue  at 
a  point  just  above  the  white 
ball.  The  force  of  the 
stroke  will  be  sufficient  to 
make  the  ball  jump  the 
first  cue,  but  on  reaching 
the  second  cue  it  runs 
along  up  to  the  red  ball, 
and  then,  after  pausing 
a  moment,  slides  down 
the  inclined  cues  and 
runs  on  to  the  white  ball, 
thus  making  a  cannon. 
Fig.  17. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 
O  the  great  relief  of  Mr.  True- 
fitt's  imagination,  his  sister 
suddenly  ceased  from  all  com- 
ment upon  the  irregularity  of 
his  hours.  Unprepared,  by 
the  suddenness  of  the  change, 
he  recited  mechanically,  for  the  first  day  or 
two,  the  reasons  he  had  invented  for  his  late- 
ness, but  their  reception  was  of  so  chilling  a 
nature  that  his  voice  was  scarcely  audible  at 
the  finish.  Indeed,  when  he  came  home  one 
evening  with  a  perifectly  true  story  of  a  sea- 
man stabbed  down  by  the  harbour,  Mrs. 
Chinnery  yawned  three  times  during  the 
narration,  and  Captain  Trimblett  shook  his 
head  at  him. 

"  True  or  not,"  said  the  latter,  after  Mrs. 
Chinnery  had  left  the  room,  "  it  doesn't 
matter.  It  isn't  worth  while  explaining 
when  explanations  are   not  asked   for." 

"  Do  you  think  she  knows  ?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Truefitt,  with  bated  voice. 

"  She  knows  something,"  replied  the  cap- 
tain. "  I  believe  she  knows  all  about  it,  else 
she  wouldn't  keep  so  quiet.  Why  not  tell 
her  straight  out  ?  Tell  her  when  she  comes 
in,  and  get  it  over.  She's  got  to  know  some 
day." 


'*Poor  Susan!"  said  Mr.  Truefitt,  with 
feeling.  "  I'm  afraid  she'll  feel  it.  It's  not 
nice  to  have  to  leave  home  to  make  room 
for  somebody  else.  And  she  won't  stay  in  it 
with  another  woman,  I'm  certain." 

"  Here  she  comes,"  said  the  captain, 
getting  up.  "  I'll  go  out  for  a  little  stroll, 
and  when  I  come  back  I  shall  expect  to  find 
you've  made  a  clean  breast  of  it." 

Mr.  Truefitt  put  out  a  hand  as  though  to 
detain  him,  and  then,  thinking  better  of  it, 
nodded  at  him  with  an  air  of  great  resolution, 
and  puffed  furiously  at  his  pipe.  Under 
cover  of  clouds  of  smoke  he  prepared  for  the 
encounter. 

Closing  the  door  gently  behind  him,  the 
captain,  after  a  moment's  indecision,  drifted 
down  the  road.  A  shower  of  rain  had 
brought  out  sweet  odours  from  the  hedgerow 
opposite,  and  a  touch  of  salt  freshened  the 
breeze  that  blew  up  the  river.  Most  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  Vale  were  in  bed,  and  the 
wet  road  was  lonely  under  the  stars.  He 
walked  as  far  as  a  little  bridge  spanning  a 
brook  that  ran  into  the  river,  and  seating 
himself  on  the  low  parapet  smoked  thought- 
fully. His  mind  went  back  to  his  own 
marriage  many  years  before,  and  to  his 
children,  whom  he  had  placed,  on  his  wife's 
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death,  with  a  second  cousin  in  Lx)ndon.  An 
unusual  feeling  of  loneliness  possessed  him. 
He  smoked  a  second  pipe  and  then,  knocking 
the  ashes  out  on  the  bridge,  walked  slowly 
homewards. 

Mr.  Truefitt,  who  was  sitting  alone,  looked 
up  as  he  entered  and  smiled  vaguely. 

"  All  right  ? "  queried  the  captain,  closing 
the  door  and  crossing  to  a  chair. 

**  Right  as  ninepence,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt. 
"  Fve  been  worrying  myself  all  this  time  for 
nothing.  Judging  by  her  manner,  she  seemed 
to  think  it  was  the  most  natural  and  proper 
thing  in  the  world." 

"  So  it  is,"  said  the  captain,  warmly. 

"  She  talked  about  it  as  calmly  as  though 
she  had  a  brother  married  every  week," 
continued  Mr.  Truefitt.  "  I  don't  suppose 
she  has  quite  realized  it  yet." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  have,"  said  the 
captain.  "This  has  been  the  only  home 
I've  had  for  the  last  ten  years;  and  if  / 
feel  leaving  it,  what  must  it  be  for  her  ?  '* 

Mr.  Truefitt  shook  his  head. 

"  I'm  beginning  to  feel  old,"  said  the 
captain,  "  old  and  lonely.  Changes  like  this 
bring  it  home  to  one." 

He  took  out  his  pouch,  and  shaking  his 
head  solemnly  began  to  fill  his  pipe  again. 

"  You  ought  to  follow  my  example,"  said 
Mr.  Truefitt,  eagerly. 

"  Too  old,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Nonsense  ! "  said  the  other.  "  And  the 
older  you  get,  the  lonelier  you'll  feel.  Mind 
that ! " 

"  I  shall  go  and  live  with  my  boys  and  girls 
when  I  leave  the  sea,"  said  the  captain. 

"They'll  probably  be  married  themselves 
by  that  time,"  said  his  comforter. 

He  rose,  and,  going  to  an  old  corner  cup- 
board, took  out  a  bottle  of  whisky  and  a 
couple  of  glasses  and  put  them  on  the  table. 
The  captain,  helping  himself  liberally,  emptied 
his  glass  to  Miss  Willett. 

"  She's  coming  to  tea  on  Friday,  with  her 
mother,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt. 

Captain  Trimblett  took  some  more  whisky 
and  solemnly  toasted  Mrs.  Willett.  He  put 
his  glass  down,  and  lighting  his  pipe,  which 
had  gone  out,  beamed  over  at  his  friend. 

"  Are  there  any  more  in  the  family  ?  "  he 
inquired. 

"There's  an  uncle,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt, 
slowly,  "and " 

"  One  at  a  time,"  said  the  captain,  stopping 
him  with  one  hand  raised,  while  he  helped 
himself  to  some  more  whisky  with  the  other. 
"The  uncle!" 

He  drank  the  third  glass  slowly,  and,  sink- 

VoL  XXXV. — 27. 


ing  back  in  his  chair,  turned  to  his  friend 
with  a  countenance  somewhat  flushed  and 
wreathed  in  smiles. 

"  Who  else  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"No  more  to-night,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt, 
firmly,  as  he  got  up  and  put  the  bottle  back 
in  the  cupboard.  He  came  back  slowly, 
and,  resuming  his  seat,  gazed  in  a  meditative 
fashion  at  his  friend. 

"Talking   about  your  loneliness "  he 

began. 

"  My  loneliness  ?  "  repeated  the  captain, 
staring  at  him. 

"  You  were  talking  about  feeling  lonely," 
Mr.  Truefitt  reminded  him. 

"  So  I  was,"  said  the  captain.  "  So  I  was. 
You're  quite  right ;  but  it's  all  gone  now. 
It's  wonderful  what  a  little  whisky  will  do." 

"  Wonderful  what  a  lot  will  do,"  said  Mr. 
Truefitt,  with  sudden  asperity.  "  You  were 
talking  about  your  loneliness,  and  I  was 
advising  you  to  get  married." 

"  So  you  were,"  said  the  captain,  nodding 
at  him.     "  Good  night." 

He  went  off  to  bed  with  a  suddenness  that 
was  almost  disconcerting.  Thus  deserted 
Mr.  Truefitt  finished  his  whisky  and  water 
and,  his  head  full  of  plans  for  the  betterment 
of  everybody  connected  with  him,  blew  out 
the  lamp  and  went  upstairs. 

Owing  possibly  to  his  efforts  in  this  direction 
Captain  Trimblett  and  Mrs.  Chinnery  scarcely 
saw  him  until  Friday  afternoon,  when  he  drove 
up  in  a  fly,  and,  after  handing  out  Miss 
Willett  with  great  tenderness,  proceeded  with 
almost  equal  care  to  assist  her  mother.  The 
latter,  a  fragile  little  old  lady,  was  at  once 
conducted  to  a  chair  and,  after  being  com- 
fortably seated,  introduced  to  Mrs.  Chinnery. 

"  It's  a  long  way,"  she  said,  as  her  daughter 
divested  her  of  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  "  but 
Cissie  would  insist  on  my  coming,  and  I 
suppose,  after  all,  it's  only  right  I  should." 

"Of  course,  mother,"  said  Miss  Willett, 
hurriedly. 

"  Right  is  right,"  continued  the  old  lady, 
"  after  all  is  said  and  done.  And  I'm  .sure 
Mr.  Truefitt  has  been  to  ours  often  enough." 

Mr.  Truefitt  coughed,  and  the  captain — a 
loyal  friend — assisted  him. 

"Night  after  night,"  said  the  old  lady, 
during  a  brief  interval. 

Mr.  Truefitt,  still  coughing  slightly,  began 
to  place  chairs  at  a  table  on  which,  as  the 
captain  presently  proved  to  his  own  dissatis- 
faction, there  was  not  even  room  for  a  pair 
of  elbows.  At  the  last  moment  the  seating 
arrangements  had  to  be  altered  owing  to  a 
leg  of  the  table  which  got  in  the  way  of 
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Mrs.  VVillett's.  The  captain,  in  his  anxiety 
to  be  of  service,  lowered  a  leaf  of  the  table 
too  far,  and  an  avalanche  of  food  descended 
to  the  floor. 

"  It  don't  matter,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  in 
a  voice  that  belied  her  words.  "  Captain 
Trimblett  is  always  doing  something  like 
that.     The  last  time  we  had  visitors  he 

"  Kt^pt  on  tiating  the 
cake  after  she  had 
shaken  her  head  at 
me,"     interrupted     the 


that  gentleman  seriously  uneasy.  With  an 
idea  of  turning  the  conversation  into  safer 
and  more  agreeable  channels,  he  called  the 
old  lady's  attention  to  a  pencil  drawing  of  a 
ruined   castle  which   adorned   the   opposite 


DROVE    UP   IN   A    FLV,    AND,   AFTER   HANDING   OUT   MISS   WILLETT  WITH   flKKAT  TRNDEKNESS,    I'ROCKF.DED   WITH 
EQUAL   CARE  TO    ASSIST   HER    MOTHER." 


captain,  who  was  busy  picking  up  the  pro- 
visions. 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  cried  Mrs.  Chinnery, 
who  was  in  no  mood  for  frivolity.  "  I 
shouldn't  think  of  doing  such  a  thing,"  she 
added,  turning  to  Mrs.  Willett,  as  that  lady 
allowed  herself  to  be  placed  in  a  more 
convenient  position.  *'  It's  all  Captain 
Trimblett's  nonsense." 

Mrs.  Willett  listened  politely.  "  It  is 
annoying,   though,"  she  remarked. 

"  He  might  eat  all  the  cake  in  the  house 
for  what  1  care,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  turning 
very  red,  and  raising  her  voice  a  little. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  don't  like  cake," 
said  the  captain,  who  was  becoming  un- 
comfortable. 

"  Perhaps  it  was  something  else,"  said  the 
excellent  Mrs.  Willett,  with  the  air  of  one 
assisting  to  unravel  a  mystery. 

Mrs.  Chinnery,  who  was  pouring  out  tea, 
glared  at  her  in  silence.  She  also  spared  a 
glance   for   Captain  Trimblett,   which  made 


wall.  Mrs.  Willett's  first  remark  was  that  it 
had  no  roof. 

"  It's  a  ruin,"  said  the  captain  ;  "  done  by 
Mrs.  Chinnery." 

The  faded  blue  eyes  behind  the  gold- 
rimmed  spectacles  inspected  it  carefully. 
"Done  when  she  was  a  child — of  course?" 
said  Mrs.  Willett. 

"  Eighteen,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  in  a  deep 
voice. 

"  I'm  no  judge  of  such  things,"  said  the 
old  lady,  shaking  her  head.  **  I  only  know 
what  I  like ;  but  I  dare  say  it's  very 
clever." 

She  turned  to  help  herself  from  a  plate 
that  the  captain  was  offering  her,  and,  find- 
ing that  it  contained  cake,  said  that  she 
would  prefer  bread  and  butter.  "  Not  that 
I  don't  like  cake,"  she  said.  "  As  a  rule  I 
am  rather  partial  to  it." 

"Well,  have  some  now,"  said  the  unfor- 
tunate captain,  trying  to  avoid  Mrs. 
Chinnery's  eye. 
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"  Bread  and  butter,  please,"  said  Mrs. 
Willett,  with  quiet  decision. 

The  captain  passed  it,  and  after  a  hopeless 
glance  at  Mr.  Truefitt  and  Miss  Willett,  who 
were  deep  in  the  enjoyment  of  each  other's 
society,  returned  to  the  subject  of  art. 

"  If  I  could  draw  like  that,  ma'am,"  he 
said,  with  a  jerk  of  his  head  towards  the 
ruined  castle,  "  I  should  give  up  the  sea." 

Mrs.  Willett  inspected  it  again,  even  going 
to  the  length  of  taking  off  her  glasses  and 
polishing  them,  with  a  view  to  doing  perfect 
justice  to  the  subject.  "  Would  you  really  ?  " 
she  said,  when  she  had  finished. 

The  captain  made  no  reply.  He  sat 
appalled  at  the  way  in  which  the  old  lady  was 
using  him  to  pay  off  some  of  the  debt  that 
she  fancied  was  due  to  Mrs.  Chinnery. 

"You  must  see  some  of  my  daughter's 
pictures,"  she  said,  turning  to  him.  **  Fruit 
and  birds  mostly,  in  oil  colours.  But  then, 
of  course,  she  had  good  masters.  There's 
one  picture — let  me  see  1 " 

She  sat  considering,  and  began  to  reel  off  the 
items  on  her  fingers  as  she  enumerated  them. 
"  There's  a  plate  of  oranges,  with  a  knife  and 
fork,  a  glass,  a  bottle,  two  and  a  half  walnuts 
and  bits  of  shell,  three-quarters  of  an  apple,  a 
pipe,  a  cigar,  a  bunch  of  grapes,  and  a  green 
parrot  looking  at  it  all  with  h  is  head  on  one  side. " 

"  And  very  natural  of  him,  too,"  murmured 
Mrs.  Chinnery. 

"  It's  coming  here,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt, 
suddenly.  "  It  belongs  to  Mrs.  Willett,  but 
she  has  given  it  to  us.  I  wonder  which  will 
be  the  best  place  for  it  ?  " 

The  old  lady  looked  round  the  room. 
"  It  will  have  to  hang  there,"  she  said,  point- 
ing to  the  "Eruption  of  Vesuvius,"  "where 
that  beehive  is." 

"  Bee ! "  exclaimed  the  staijled  cap- 

taiiL     He  bent  towards  her  and  explained. 

"Oh,  well,  it  don't  matter,"  said  the  old 
lady.  "  I  thought  it  was  a  beehive— it  looks 
like  one ;  and  I  can't  see  what's  written 
under  it  from  here.  But  that's  where 
Cecilia's  picture  must  go." 

She  made  one  or  two  other  suggestions 
with  regard  to  the  re-arrangement  of  the 
pictures,  and  then,  having  put  her  hand  to 
the  plough,  proceeded  to  refurnish  the  room. 
And  for  her  own  private  purposes  she  affected 
to  think  that  Mr.  Truefitt's  taste  was  respon- 
sible for  the  window^curtains. 

"  Mother  has  got  wonderful  taste,"  said 
Miss  Willett,  looking  round.  "  All  over 
Salthaven  her  taste  has  become  a — a " 

"  Byword,"  suggested  Mrs.  Chinnery. 

"  Proverb,"  said  Miss  Willett.     "  hx^  you 


feeling  too  warm,  mother  ?  "  she  asked,  eye- 
ing the  old  lady  with  sudden  concern. 

"A  little,"  said  Mrs.  Willett.  "  I  suppose 
it's  being  used  to  big  rooms.  I  always  was 
one  for  plenty  of  space.  It  doesn't  matter — 
don't  trouble." 

"  It's  no  trouble,"  said  Captain  Trimblett, 
who  was  struggling  with  the  window.  "  How 
is  that  ?  "  he  inquired,  opening  it  a  little  at 
the  top  and  returning  to  his  seat. 

"  There  is  a  draught  down  the  back  of  my 
neck,"  said  Mrs.  Willett ;  "  but  don't  trouble 
about  me  if  the  others  like  it.  If  I  get  a 
stiff  neck  Cecilia  can  rub  it  for  me  when  I 
get  home  with  a  little  oil  of  camphor." 

*  Yes,  mother,"  said  Miss  Willett. 

"  I  once  had  a  stiff  neck  for  three  weeks," 
said  Mrs.  Willett. 

The  captain  rose  again  and,  with  a  com- 
passionate glance  at  Mr.  Truefitt,  closed  the 
window. 

"  One  can't  have  everything  in  this  world," 
said  the  old  lady;  "it  ought  to  be  a  very 
cosy  room  in  winter.  \'ou  can't  get  too  fiar 
away  from  the  fire,  I  mean." 

*  It  has  done  for  us  for  a  good  many  years 
now,"  said  Mrs.  Chinn«ry.  "  I've  never  heard 
Peter  complain." 

"  He'd  never  complain,"  said  Mrs.  Willett, 
with  a  fond  smile  at  her  prospective  son-in- 
law.  "  Why,  he  wouldn't  know  he  was  un- 
comfortable unless  somebody  told  him." 

Mrs.  Chinnery  pushed  back  her  chair  with 
a  grating  noise,  strangely  in  harmony  with 
her  feelings,  and,  after  a  moment's  pause  to 
control  her  voice,  suggested  that  the  gentle- 
men should  take  the  visitors  round  the  garden 
while  she  cleared  away — a  proposal  accepted 
by  all  but  Mrs.  Willett. 

"  I'll  stay  here  and  watch  you,"  she  said. 

Captain  Trimblett  accompanied  Mr.  True- 
fitt and  Miss  Willett  into  the  garden,  and 
after  pointing  out  the  missing  beauties  of  a 
figure-head  in  the  next  garden  but  one,  and 
calling  attention  to  the  geraniums  next  door, 
left  the  couple  to  themselves.  Side  by  side 
in  the  little  arbour  they  sat  gazing  on  to  the 
river  and  conversing  in  low  tones  of  their 
future  happiness. 

For  some  time  the  captain  idled  about  the 
garden,  keeping  as  far  away  from  the  arbour 
as  possible,  and  doing  his  best  to  suppress  a 
decayed  but  lively  mariner  ramed  Captain 
Sellers,  who  lived  two  doors  off.  Among  other 
infirmities  the  latter  was  nearly  stone-deaf, 
and,  after  giving  up  as  hopeless  the  attempt 
to  make  him  understand  that  Mr.  Truefitt 
and  Miss  Willett  were  not,  the  captain  at  last 
sought  shelter  in  the  house. 
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•on  opposite  sides  of  the  room,  each  with  her  hands  folded  im  hkr  lap   and  both  sitting  bolt  upright, 
mrs.  willett  and  mrs,  chinnery  confronted  each  other." 


He  found  the  table  clear  and  a  bowl  of 
flowers  placed  in  the  exact  centre.  On 
opposite  sides  of  the  room,  each  with  her 
hands  folded  in  her  lap,  and  both  sitting 
bolt  upright,  Mrs.  Willett  and  Mrs.  Chinnery 
confronted  each  other.  With  a  muttered 
reference  to  his  ship,  the  captain  took  up  his 
stick  and  fled. 

He  spent  the  evening  in  the  billiard  room 
of  the  Golden  Fleece,  and  did  not  return 
until  late.  A  light  in  the  room  upstairs  and 
a  shadow  on  the  blind  informed  him  that 
Mrs.  Chinnery  had  retired.  He  stepped  in 
quietly,  and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 
Mr.  Truefitt,  a  picture  of  woe,  was  sitting  in 
his  usual  place  at  the  corner  of  the  stove, 
and  a  supper-table,  loaded  with  food,  was 
untouched. 

"  Gone  ? "  inquired  the  captain,  scenting 
disaster. 

"Some  time  ago,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt. 
"They  wouldn't  stay  to  supper.  I  wish  you 
had  been  here  to  persuade  them." 

"I  wish  I  had,"  said  the  captain,  un- 
truthfully. 

He  gave  utterance  to  a  faint  sigh  in  token 
of  sympathy  with  Mr.  Truefitt's  evident  dis- 
tress, and  drew  a  chair  to  the  table.     He 


shook  his  head,  and  with  marvellous  accuracy, 
considering  that  his  gaze  was  fastened  on  a 
piece  of  cold  beef,  helped  himself  to  a  wedge 
of  steak-pie.  He  ate  with  an  appetite,  and 
after  pouring  out  and  drinking  a  glass  of  ale 
gazed  again  at  the  forlorn  figure  of  Mr. 
Truefitt.      " 

"  Words  ? ''  he  breathed,  in  a  conspirator's 
whisper. 

The  Qther  shook  his  head.  "  No  :  they 
were  very  polite,"  he  replied,  slowly. 

The  captain  nearly  emitted  a  groan.  He 
checked  it  with  two  square  inches  of  pie-crust. 

"  A  misunderstanding,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt. 

The  captain^  said  "  Ah  !  "  It  was  all  he 
could  say  for  the  moment. 

"A  misunderstanding,"  said  the  other.  "I 
misled  Mrs.  Willett,"  he  added,  in  a  tense 
whisper. 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  said  the  captain. 

"She  had  always  understood — from  me," 
continued  Mr.  Truefitt,  "  that  when  I 
married  Susanna  would  go.  I  always 
thought  she  would.  Anybody  who  knew 
Susanna  would  have  thought  so.  You  would 
— wouldn't  you?" 

"  In  the  ordinary  way — yes,"  said  the 
captain  ;  "  but  circumstances  alter  cases." 
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"  It  came  out — in  conversation,"  said  the 
hapless  Mr.  Truefitt,  "that  Susanna  wouldn't 
dream  of  leaving  me.  It  also  came  out  that 
Mrs.  Willett  wouldn't  dream  of  letting  Cecilia 
marry  me  till  she  does.    What's  to  be  done  ?  " 

The  captain  took  a  slice  of  beef  to  assist 
thought.  "  You  must  have  patience,"  he 
said,  sagely. 

"  Patience  !  "  said  Mr.  Truefitt,  with  un- 
usual heat.  "  Patience  be  hanged  !  Tm 
fifty-two  !     And  Cecilia's  thirty-nine  !  " 

"  Time  flies  !  "  said  the  captain,  who  could 
think  of  nothing  else  to  say. 

Mr.  Truefitt  looked  at  him  almost  savagely. 
Then  he  sank  back  in  his  chair. 

'*  It's  a  pity  Susanna  doesn't  get  married 
again,"  he  said,  slowly.  "  So  far  as  I  can 
see,  that's  the  only  way  out  of  it.  Cecilia 
said  so  to  me  just  as  she  was  leaving." 

"  Did  she  ?  "  said  the  captain.  He  looked 
thoughtful,  and  Mr.  Truefitt  watched  him 
anxiously.  For  some  time  he  seemed  un- 
decided, and  then,  with  the  resolute  air  of  a 
man  throwing  appearances  to  the  winds,  he 
drew  an  uncut  tongue  towards  him  and  cut 
off  a  large  slice. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 
Nearly  a  week  had  elapsed  since  Robert 
Vyner's  failure  to  give  satisfaction  as  a  light 
porter,  and  in  all  that  time,  despite  his  utmost 
efforts,  he  had  failed  to  set  eyes  on  Joan 
Hartley.  In  the  hope  of  a  chance  encounter 
he  divided  his  spare  time  between  the  narrow, 
crooked  streets  of  Salthaven  and  the  deck 
of  the  Indian  Chiefs  but  in  vain.  In  a 
mysterious  and  highly  unsatisfactory  fashion 
Miss  Hartley  seemed  to  have  vanished  from 
the  face  of  the  earth. 

In  these  circumstances  he  manifested  a 
f)artiality  for  the  company  of  Mr.  Hartley 
that  was  a  source  of  great  embarrassment  to 
that  gentleman,  whose  work  rapidly  accumu- 
lated while  he  sat  in  his  old  office  discussing 
a  wide  range  of  subjects,  on  all  of  which  the 
junior  partner  seemed  equally  at  home  and 
inclined  to  air  views  of  the  most  unorthodox 
description.  He  passed  from  topic  to  topic 
with  bewildering  facility,  and  one  afternoon 
got,  by  a  transition  easy  to  himself,  from 
Death  Duties  to  insect  powder,  and  from  that 
to  maggots  in  rose-buds,  almost  before  his 
bewildered  listener  could  take  breath.  From 
rose-buds  he  discoursed  on  gardening  —  a 
hobby  to  which  he  professed  himself  desirous 
of  devoting  such  few  hours  as  could  be  spared 
from  his  arduous  work  as  a  member  of  the  firm. 

"  I  hear  that  your  garden  is  the  talk  ol 
Salthaven,"  he  remarked. 


Mr.  Hartley,  justly  surprised,  protested 
warmly. 

"That's  what  I  heard,"  said  Mr.  Vyner, 
doggedly. 

Mr.  Hartley  admitted  that  his  borders 
were  good.  He  also  gave  favourable  men- 
tion to  his  roses 

"  My  favourite  flower,"  said  Mr.  Vyner, 
with  enthusiasm. 

"  I'll  bring  you  a  bunch  to-morrow,  if  you 
will  let  me,"  said  Mr.  Hartley,  rising  and 
turning  towards  the  door. 

The  other  stopped  him  with  outstretched 
hand.  "No,  don't  do  that,"  he  said, 
earnestly.  "  I  hate  cutting  flowers.  It 
seems  such  a — a — desecration." 

Mr.  Hartley,  quite  unprepared  for  so 
much  feeling  on  the  subject,  gazed  at  him 
in  astonishment. 

"I  should  like  to  see  them,  too,"  said 
Robert,  musingly,  "  very  much." 

The  chief  clerk,  with  a  little  deprecatory 
cough,  got  close  to  the  door  as  a  dim  idea 
that  there  might  be  something  after  all  in 
Captain  Trimblett's  warnings  occurred  to  him. 

"  Yours  are  mostly  standard  roses,  aren't 
they  ?  "  said  the  persevering  Robert 

•*  Mostly,"  was  the  reply. 

Mr.  Vyner  regarded  him  thoughtfully.  "  I 
suppose  you  don't  care  to  let  people  see  them 
for  fear  they  should  learn  your  methods  ? " 
he  said,  at  last. 

Mr.  Hartley,  coming  away  from  the  door., 
almost  stuttered  in  his  haste  to  disclaim  such 
ungenerous  sentiments.  "  I  am  always  glad 
to  show  them,"  he  said,  emphatically,  "  and 
to  give  any  information  I  can." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  them  some  time," 
murmured  Robert. 

The  other  threw  caution  to  the  winds. 
"  Any  time,"  he  said,  heartily. 

Mr.  Vyner  thanked  him  warmly,  and, 
having  got  what  he  wanted,  placed  no  further 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  his  withdrawal.  He 
bought  a  book  entitled  "  Roses  and  How  to 
Grow  Them  "  the  same  afternoon,  and  the 
next  evening  called  to  compare  his  knowledge 
with  Mr.  Hartley's. 

Mr.  Hartley  was  out;  Miss  Hartley  was 
out ;  but  at  Rosa's  invitation  he  went  in  to 
await  their  return.  At  her  further  suggestion 
—due  to  a  habit  she  had  of  keeping  her  ears 
open  and  a  conversation  between  her  master 
and  Captain  Trimblett  on  the  previous  even- 
ing— he  went  into  the  garden  to  see  the 
flowers. 

"  The  other  one's  there,"  said  Rosa,  simply, 
as  she  showed  him  the  way. 

Mr.  Vyner  started,  but  a  glance  at  Rosa 
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satisfied  him  that  there  was  all  to  lose  and 
nothing  to  gain  by  demanding  an  explanation 
which  she  would  be  only  too  ready  to  furnish. 
With  an  air  of  cold  dignity  he  strolled  down 
the  garden. 

A  young  man  squatting  in  a  painful  atti- 
tude at  the  edge  of  a  flower-bed  paused  with 
his  trowel  in  the  air  and  eyed  him  with 
mingled  consternation  and  disapproval.  After 
allowing  nearly  a  week  to  elapse  since  his 
last  visit,  Mr.  Saunders,  having  mustered  up 
sufficient  courage  to  come  round  for  another 
lesson  in  horticulture,  had  discovered  to  his 
dismay  that  both  Mr.  Hartley  and  his 
daughter  had  engagements  elsewhere.  That 
his  evening  should  not  be  entirely  given* 
over  to  disappointment,  however,  the  former 
had  set  him  a  long  and  arduous  task  before 
taking  his  departure. 

"  Don't  let  me  interrupt  you,"  said  Mr. 
Vyner,  politely,  as  the  other  rose  and 
straightened  himself.  "  What  are  you  doing 
— besides  decapitating  worms  ?  " 

"  Putting  in  these  plants,"  said  Mr. 
Saunders,  resentfully. 

Mr.  Vyner  eyed  them  with  the  eye  of  a 
connoisseur,  and  turning  one  over  with  his 
stick  shook  his  head  disparagingly.  For 
some  time  he  amused  himself  by  walking  up 
and  down  the  garden  inspecting  the  roses, 
and  then,  lighting  a  cigarette,  threw  himself 
at  full  length  on  to  a  garden  bench  that  stood 
near  Mr.  Saunders  and  watched  him  at  work. 
.  "  Fascinating  pursuit,"  he  remarked, 
affably. 

Mr.  Saunders  grunted  ;  Mr.  Vyner  blew 
out  a  thin  thread  of  smoke  towards  the  sky 
and  pondered. 

"  Fine  exercise  ;  I  wish  I  could  get  fond 
of  it,"  he  remarked. 

*'  Perhaps  you  could  if  you  tried,"  said  the 
other,  without  looking  round. 

"  After  all,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  thoughtfully  ; 
"  after  all,  perhaps  it  does  one  just  as  much 
good  to  watch  other  people  at  it.  My  back 
aches  with  watching  you,  and  my  knees  are 
stiff  with  cramp.     I  suppose  yours  are,  too?" 

Mr.  Saunders  made  no  reply.  He  went 
on  stolidly  with  his  work  until,  reaching  over 
too  far  with  the  trowel,  he  lost  his  balance 
and  pitched  forward  on  to  his  hands.  Some- 
what red  in  the  face  he  righted  himself,  and, 
knocking  the  mould  off  his  hands,  started 
once  more. 

"  Try,  try,  try  again,"  quoted  the  admiring 
onlooker. 

"  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  take  a  turn,"  said 
Mr.  Saunders,  looking  round  and  speaking 
with  forced  politeness. 


Mr.  Vyner  shook  his  head,  and,  helping 
himself  to  another  cigarette,  proffered  the 
case  to  the  worker,  and,  on  that  gentleman 
calling  attention  to  the  grimy  condition  of 
his  hands,  stuck  one  in  his  mouth  and  lit  it 
for  him.  Considerably  mollified  by  these 
attentions,  the  amateur  gardener  resumed 
his  labours  with  a  lighter  heart. 

Joan  Hartley,  returning  half  an  hour  later, 
watched  them  for  some  time  from  an  upper 
window,  and  then,  with  a  vague  desire  to 
compel  the  sprawling  figure  on  the  bench 
to  get  up  and  do  a  little  work,  came  slowly 
down  the  garden. 

"You  are  working  too  hard,  Mr.  Saunders,' 
she  remarked,  after  Mr.  Vyner  had  shaken 
hands  and  the  former  had  pleaded  the  con- 
dition of  his. 

"  He  likes  it,"  said  Mr.  Vyner. 

"At  any  rate,  it  has  got  to  be  finished," 
said  Mr.  Saunders. 

Miss  Hartley  looked  at  them,  and  then  at 
the  work  done  and  the  heap  of  plants  still  to 
go  in.  She  stood  thoughtfully  tapping  the 
ground  with  her  foot. 

"  I  expect  that  we  are  only  interrupting 
him  by  standing  here  talking  to  him,"  said 
Robert  Vyner,  considerately.  "  No  doubt 
he  is  wishing  us  anywhere  but  here  ;  only  he 
is  too  polite  to  say  so." 

Ignoring  Mr.  Saunders's  fervent  protesta- 
tions, he  took  a  tentative  step  forward,  as 
though  inviting  Miss  Hartley  to  join  him  ; 
but  she  stood  firm. 

"  Will  you  give  me  the  trowel,  please  ? ' 
she  said,  with  sudden  decision. 

Before  Mr.  Saunders  could  offer  any  resist- 
ance she  took  it  from  him,  and  stooping 
gracefully  prepared  to  dig.  Mr.  Vyner  inter- 
posed with  some  haste. 

"  Allow  me,"  he  said. 

Miss  Hartley  placed  the  trowel  in  his 
hands  at  once,  and  with  her  lips  curved  in 
a  slight  smile  stood  watching  his  efforts.  By 
almost  imperceptible  degrees  she  drew  away 
from  him  and,  attended  by  the  devoted  Mr. 
Saunders,  sauntered  slowly  about  the  garden. 
The  worker,  glaring  sideways,  watched  them 
as  they  roamed  from  flower  to  flower.  The 
low  murmur  of  their  voices  floated  on  the  still 
air,  and  once  or  twice  he  heard  Miss  Hartley 
laugh  with  great  distinctness. 

Apparently  engrossed  with  his  task,  Mr. 
Vyner  worked  cheerfully  for  ten  minutes. 
The  hand  that  held  the  trowel  was  so  far 
fairly  clean,  and  he  was  about  to  use  it  to 
take  out  a  cigarette  when  he  paused,  and  a 
broad  smile  spread  slowly  over  his  features. 
He  put  down   the  trowel,  and,  burrowing  in 
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the  wet  earth  with  both  hands,  regarded  the 
result  with  smiling  satisfaction.  The  couple 
came  slowly  towards  him,  and  Mr.  Saunders 
smiled  in  his  turn  as  he  saw  the  state  of  the 
other's  hands. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Vyner, 
standing  up  as  Miss  Hartley  came  close  ; 
"  I  wish  you  would  do  something  for  me." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Joan. 

"  I  want  a  cigarette." 

The  girl  looked  puzzled.  **Yes?"  she 
said  again. 

Mr.  Vyner, 
grave  as  a  judge, 
held  up  his  dis- 
graceful hands. 
"They  are  in  a 
case  in  the  inside 
pocket  of  my 
coat,"  he  said, 
calmly. 

Miss  Hartley 
drew  back  a  pace. 
"Perhaps  Mr. 
Saunders  could 
help  you,"  she 
said,  hastily. 

Mr.  Vyner  shook 
his  head.  "  His 
hands  are  worse 
than  mine,"  he 
said,  mournfully. 

He  held  up  his 
arm  so  that  his 
coat  opened  a 
little  more,  and 
Miss  Hartley,  after 
a  moment's  hesita- 
tion, thrust  a  small 
hand  into  his 
pocket  and  drew 
out  the  case. 

"To  open  it  you  press  the  catch,"  said 
Mr.  Vyner. 

Miss  Hartley  pressed,  and  the  case  flew 
open.  She  stood  holding  it  before  him,  and 
Mr.  Vyner,  with  a  helpless  gesture,  again 
exhibited  his  hands. 

"  If  you  would  complete  your  kindness  by 
putting  one  in  my  mouth,"  he  murmured. 

For  a  few  moments  she  stood  in  a  state  of 
dazed  indecision ;  then,  slowly  extracting  a 
cigarette  from  the  case,  she  placed  it  between 
his  lips  with  a  little  jab  that  made  it  a  failure, 
as  a  smoke,  from  the  first.  Mr.  Saunders, 
who  had  been  watching  events  with  a  brood- 
ing eye,  hastily  struck  a  match  and  gave  him 
a  light,  and  Mr.  Vyner,  with  an  ill-concealed 


smile,  bent  down  to  his  work  again.  He  was 
pleased  to  notice  that  though  the  conversa- 
tion between  the  others  still  proceeded,  after 
a  fitful  fashion,  Miss  Hartley  laughed  no 
more. 

He  worked  on  steadily,  and  trampled 
ground  and  broken  plants  bore  witness  to 
his  industry.  He  was  just  beginning  to  feel 
that  he  had  done  enough  gardening  for  that 
day,  when  the  return  of  Mr.  Hartley  brought 
welcome    relief.     The    astonishment   of  the 
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latter  at  finding  this  new  and  unlooked-for 
assistance  was  at  first  almost  beyond  words. 
When  he  could  speak  he  thanked  him 
brokenly  for  his  trouble  and,  depriving  him 
of  his  tools,  took  him  indoors  to  wash. 

"  He  means  well,"  he  said,  slowly,  after 
Mr.  Vyner  had  at  last  taken  his  departure  ; 
"  he  means  well,  but  I  am  afraid  Mr.  John 
wouldn't  like  it." 

Miss  Hartley  flushed.  "  We  didn't  ask 
him  to  come,"  she  said,  with  spirit. 

"  No,"  said  her  father,  plucking  at  his 
beard,  and  regarding  her  with  a  troubled 
expression.  "  No  ;  I'm  afraid  that  he  is  one 
of  those  young  men  that  don't  want  much 
asking." 


(To  be  continued,) 
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VISIT  to  the  Zoo  should 
be  conducted,  if  the  utmost 
enjoyment  and  amusement 
be  desired,  in  what  one 
may  term  the  Discriminat- 
ing way.  The  visitor  of 
discernment,  humour,  sympathy,  and  dis- 
crimination— the  sentimental  traveller,  in 
short — has  endless  opportunities  for  the 
making  of  many  pleasant  acquaintances 
(presently  to  ripen,  maybe,  into  delightful 
intimacies)  with  furred  and  feathered  friends 
— not  to  mention  others  whose  bald  hides 
make  up  in  toughness  what  they  lack  in 
outer  adornment.  There  is  plenty  of  cha- 
racter amongst  the  inhabitants  of  the  Gar- 
dens, as  curious  as  it  is  diverse,  and  the 
physiognomist  who  prides  himself  upon  his 
skill  in  the  analysis  of  facial  characteristics 
has  ample  scope  for  testing  his  abilities  in 
the  reading  of  tell-tale  features  at  the  Zoo. 

Readers  who  are  familiar  with  the  satires 
of  "The  Book  of  Snobs'*  will  recollect 
that  inimitable  comparison  of  the  pompous 
after-dinner  speaker,  who  thrusts  his  thumbs 
into  the  armholes  of  his  waistcoat  and 
sticks  his  arms  akimbo,  with  the  ludicrous 
self-importance  of  a  black-coated,  white- 
fronted  penguin.  It  is  not  seriously  con- 
tended that  there  is  anything  literally  and 
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really  in  common  between  the  penguin  and 
the  snub,  yet  the  whimsical  truth  oi  the 
comiJariKon  must  be  instdntly  apparent  to 
anyone  with  a  half] )enny worth  of  humour 
who  has  observed  the  ridiculous  little  bird's 
portentous  assumption  of  dignity  ashore,  and 
its  pompous  manner  of  attitudinizing. 

Let  us  consider  the  crocodile,  whose  hypo- 
critical tears  have  long  been  proverbial.  No 
one  ever  yet  has  seen  a  crocodile  weep,  but 
neither  has  anyone  of  sensibility  regarded 
the  smug  smile  upon  the  face  of  the  brute  as 
it  lies  indolently  in  its  shallow  pool  without 
perceiving  in  that  smile,  with  instant  con- 
viction, a  covert  revelation  of  treachery  and 
cruelty.  Hideous  fangs,  one  feels  instinctively, 
must  lurk  within  those  tight-shut,  smirk- 
ing jaws.  The  serious  person  will  protest 
against  the  fallacy  of  imputing  hypocrisy  to 
an  animal  of  whose  mouth  the  lines  happen 
to  have  been  somewhat  cynically  and  fan- 
tastically drawn  by  Nature.  But  the  fact 
remains  that  a  creature  which  is  in  the  habit 
of  approaching  its  prey  by  floating  down  the 
stream  of  a  muddy  river  in  the  exact  guise 
of  a  drifting  log  can  hardly  be  acquitted  of 
treacherous  and  hypocritical  instincts,  and  the 
counter-argument  may  be  raised  whether  it  is 
not  conceivable  that  throughout  the  animal 
kingdom  (man  included)  there  are  certain 
broad  facial  distinctions  which  Nature 
employs  to  indicate  certain  broad  traits  of 
character. 

Angry  passions  show  their  traces  on  the 
brute  not  less  than  on  the  human  counte- 
nance, and  even  in  repose  the  snarling  visage 
of  the  lynx  suggests  that  latent  ill-temper 
which   is   ready   to   blaze   forth    with   fierce 
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violence  upon  the  slightest  irritation.  There 
is  malevolent  hate  in  those  sullen  yellow 
eyes,  and  not  only  in  the  expression  of  its 
face,  but  in  its  whole  attitude  the  lynx  has 
the  appearance  of  seeking  an  affront.  Those 
familiar  with  the  manners  of  the  beast  will  be 
aware  that  it  does  not  belie  its  looks,  as 
depicted  in  the  first  of  the  accompanying 
illustrations. 

It  is  to  be  expected  that  in  the  Ape  House 
and  the  Monkey  House  the  physiognomist 
should  find  his  greatest  opportunities,  and 
representatives  of  either  place  are  included 
in  the  portrait  studies  which  accompany  this 
article.  The  apes,  as  being  in  scientific 
theory  the  nearest  of  brute  creation  to  man, 
claim  first  attention.  To  the  writer's  mind 
there  is  something  almost  pathetic  in  the 
expression  of  philosophic  doubt  which  ever 
sits  upon  the  melancholy  visage  of  the 
chimpanzee.  Who  can  look  upon  the  second 
of  the  animal  portraits  here  presented 
without  seeing  the  tragi-comedy  of  a 
mind  which  can  go  so  far  and  yet  not 
far  enough  ?  It  is  as  though  the  poor  ape 
were  conscious  of  its  designation  "anthro- 
poid," and  were  suffering  under  the  strain  of 
a  perpetual  effort  to  be  "  man-like  " — and  as 
perpetual  a  consciousness  of  failure.  The 
superiority  of  the  ape's  intellect,  as  compared 
with  that  of  other  animals,  only  serves  to 
emphasize  its  deficiencies  when  compared 
with  the  human  mind.  The  mournful  gravity 
of  the  chimpanzee's  lineaments  is  the  out- 
ward expression  of  its  intellectual  limits. 

The  mobile  face  of  the  famous  Sally  (who 
challenges  Jumbo  for  supremacy  amongst 
the  historic  celebrities  of  the  Zoo)  when 
counting  out  a  given  number  of  straws  was 
a  striking  illustration  of  the  consciousness  of 
those  limits.  Up  to  five  she  would  count 
with  a  confidence  and  certainty  that  were 
reflected  in  her  eyes.  But  let  her  be 
requested  to  select  a  bunch  of  straws  of 
greater  number  than  five,  and  at  once  anxiety 
took  the  place  of  confidence,  certainty  was 
replaced  by  doubt,  and  the  whole  expression 
of  her  face  was  one  of  puzzled  hesitation  and 
vexed  annoyance  at  her  own  disabilities. 

Even  in  moments  of  idle  amusement  the 
chimpanzee  seems  unable  to  throw  off  its 
burden  of  intellectual  care.  Though  ready 
enough  to  gambol  sportively  with  its  com- 
panions, it- does  so  with  a  certain  solemnity 
and  seriousness  of  purpose  which  is  in 
remarkable  contrast  to  the  joyous  abandon 
and  light  -  hearted  thoughtlessness  that 
characterize  the  antics  of  its  less  brainy 
kinsmen  in  the  Monkey  House. 

VoL  XXXV.  ~28. 


As  to  the  latter,  there  could  be  no  truer 
estimate  of  them  than  Rudyard  Kipling's 
wonderful  analysis  of  their  character — their 
vanity,  frivolity,  and  chattering  irresponsibility 
— in  that  chapter  of  the  magic  "  Jungle 
Book  "  which  describes  the  adventures  of  the 
bandar-log^  or  monkey  tribe.  In  his  portrait 
study  of  the  mantled  guereza  monkey — 
the  third  in  the  present  collection— the 
artist  has  chosen  an  admirable  representative 
of  the  type.  But  for  the  mercurial  vivacity 
betrayed  by  the  dark  but  brilliant  eyes,  our 
physiognomist  might  well  deem  that  here  he 
looked  upon  the  absolute  personification  of 
sober  dignity — a  very  patriarch  of  the  tree- 
tops,  whose  flowing  beard  alone  should 
command  respect.  Let  but  the  object  of  his 
contemplation  remain  still,  and  the  illusion  is 
well-nigh  complete.  Impassivity,  however, 
was  never  a  rdle  which  any  member  of  the 
bandar-log  could  sustain  for  long,  and  an 
unexpected  somersault,  or  a  sudden  yielding 
to  an  irresistible  temptation  to  tug  the 
pendent  tail  of  a  brother  guereza,  inconti- 
nently gives  the  poseur  away.  The  eye,  in 
animals  as  well  as  in  men,  is  the  most 
expressive  feature,  and  with  the  monkey 
tribe  this  is  especially  true. 

The  Monkey  House  at  the  Zoo  affords 
many  good  instances  of  the  appropriate 
manner  in  which  an  animal's  character  is 
suggested  by  its  external  features.  No  more 
striking  examples  could  be  found  than  the 
big  baboons,  the  very  embodiment  of  savage 
strength  and  ferocity.  Whether  or  not  there 
be  foundation  in  some  cases  for  the  suggested 
tendency  to  interpret  brute  features  accord- 
ing to  previous  knowledge  of  their  possessor, 
it  is  perfectly  ce'^*^ain  that  in  the  case  of  any 
member  of  the  baboon  family  a  stranger  who 
had  never  seen  or  heard  of  such  a  creature 
before  would  instinctively  recoil  in  fear  when 
confronted  by  it.  Truculence  and  smoulder- 
ing rage  are  expressed  not  merely  in  the 
muscular  limbs,  the  formidable  jaws,  and  the 
hideous  visage,  but  in  the  suspicious  glances 
shot  by  the  small  eyes  and  the  sullen 
attitudes  which  constitute  the  natural  pose  of 
the  brute. 

By  way  of  contrast  take  the  inmates  of  the 
small  cages  which  are  ranged  along  the  wall 
of  the  Monkey  House.  Here  live  the  lemurs 
and  the  lorises,  gentle  creatures  of  retir- 
ing habits,  whose  guileless  innocence  and 
timidity  are  bespoken  by  the  soft,  furry  faces 
and  round,  wondering  eyes  so  strikingly 
depicted  in  the  last  of  our  illustrations.  The 
loris  is  an  unfamiliar  animal  to  many,  but 
it  needs  no  great  skill  as  a  physiognomist 
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on  the  part  of  the  reader  to  deduce  from  the 
artist's  study  of  the  slow  loris  the  inoffensive 
nature  of  this  shy  little  beast. 

There  are  tell-tale  features,  however,  on 
faces  less  mobile  than  the  simian.  The 
camel's  supercilious  sneer  and  general  air  of 
discontent  belong  appropriately  to  a  sullen, 
obstinate  creature  which,  though  domesticated 
to  the  uses  of  man  through  long  ages, 
remains  unsusceptible  to  the  civilizing 
influence  of  that  intercourse,  and  incapable 
of  those  amenities  which  the  finer  natures  of 
the  horse  or  dog  have  rendered  possible. 

The  prowling  lion,  despite  the  undeserved 
reputation  which  his  tawny  mane  and  terrific 
voice  have  earned  for  him  amongst  those 
who  have  never  met  him  face  to  face,  reveals 
Ills  true  nature  in  his  feline  face.  Shorn  of 
his  shaggy  locks,  he  is  no  longer  the 
*' monarch  of  the  desert"  —  witness  the 
smooth-coated  lioness,  who  has  never  been 
lield  up  to  admiration  as  a  majestic  queen  of 
beasts.  Blind  fury,  mad  and  unreasoning, 
sleeps  in  the  wild  eye  of  the  bison ;  cowardice 
is  betrayed  in  the  shifting  glance  of  the  wolf, 
who  can  never  be  induced  for  even  a  fleeting 
moment  to  meet  a  steady  gaze. 

Birds  perhaps  offer  more  difficulties  to  the 
physiognomist  than  beasts.  To  a  certain 
extent  this  is  due  to  the  greater  similarity 
which  prevails  amongst  their  features,  and 
especially  to  the  more  limited  number  of 
those  features.  The  beak  is,  of  course,  the 
principal  point  of  distinction.  Certainly  the 
differences  in  this  respect  are  wide  enough, 
and  the  beaks  to  be  seen  in  the  Zoo,  from 
the  iron  hook  of  the  eagle  to  the  long  probe 
of  the  apteryx,  or  the  capacious  pouch  of  the 
pelican,  would  afford  ample  material  for  a 
lengthy  essay.  Now  that  most  of  the  feathered 
inmates  of  the  Gardens  enjoy  practical  liberty 
in  the  big  aviaries  that  have  been  recently 
erected,  the  most  delightful  opportunities 
are  afforded  to  the  amateur  ornithologist 
to  study  their  character  and  habits,  and  we 
commend  them  to  interested  readers.     He 


must  be  a  dull  dog  who  cannot  find  enjoy- 
ment thereby. 

Reptiles,  at  first  sight,  would  seem  still 
less  easy  of  analysis  than  birds,  since  their 
faces  for  the  most  part  preserve  one  unalter- 
able expression.  A  contrary  allusion,  how- 
ever, has  already  been  made  to  the  crocodile ; 
and  if  any  further  demonstration  be  needed 
of  the  human  interest  (so  to  put  it)  which  a 
reptile  can  afford,  let  the  reader  keep  a  pet 
toad  —the  learned  will  forgive  the  inclusion 
of  the  latter  among  the  reptiles— and  enjoy 
the  fun  of  feeding  him.  There  is  character 
even  in  a  toad,  as  anyone  will  admit  who 
has  watched  the  eager  stealth  with  which  a 
luckless  worm  or  fly  is  stalked,  and  the 
sublime  expression  of  content  which  follows 
the  click  that  signals  the  disappearance  of 
the  quarry  within  the  capacious  maw. 

To  the  writer's  mind  the  most  interesting 
study  in  physiognomy  which  the  Zoo  affords 
is  the  giant  tortoise  in  the  pen  next  door  to 
the  Reptile  House.  There  is  a  fascination 
almost  weird  in  the  strange,  expressionless 
face  of  this  uncouth  monster,  which  has 
lived  for  who  shall  say  how  many  centuries 
past,  and  will  continue  its  slow  existence  for 
who  shall  say  how  many  centuries  to  come.  It 
is  such  a  face  amongst  animals  as  a  China- 
man's face  is  amongst  the  faces  of  men.  It 
has  been  said,  apropos  of  the  antiquity  of  the 
Chinese  race,  and  in  comment  upon  the 
contrast  between  Chinese  and  European 
features,  that  beside  a  Western  face  the  face 
of  a  Chinaman — of  a  Chinese  babe  even — 
seems  centuries  old.  Again  the  serious  per- 
son will  protest  against  the  fancy,  but  one 
cannot  help  feeling  that  what  is  true  of  the 
Chinaman's  features  in  the  connection  just 
mentioned  is  true  of  the  tortoise  when  com- 
pared with  other  animals.  There  is  the 
same  inscrutability,  the  same  immobility,  the 
same  lack-lustre  eye.  Look  a  giant  tortoise 
in  the  face,  and  one  does  not  need  to  be  told 
that  the  creature  is  centuries  old.  It  is  the 
very  symbol  of  Antiquity. 
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By  MRS.  PHILIP  CHAMPION   DE    CRESPIGNY. 


OW  please  understand, 
Cynthia,"  I  said,  with  an 
irritation  that  even  the  lovely 
face  and  appealing  blue  eyes 
before  me  failed  to  allay,  **  it 
was  bad  enough  before  you 
were  married  to  be  continually  assisting  you 
out  of  fixes  and  coming  to  the  rescue  at  any 
moment,  convenient  or  otherwise  ;  but  now 
that  that  event  has  taken  place  I  entirely 
refuse  to  undertake  any  further  responsibilities 
on  your  behalf.  If  you  have  got  yourself 
into  what  you  call  a  *  light  place,'  ask  Mr. 
Peterson  to  help  you  out.  It  is  his  business 
now,  not  mine."  I  spoke  as  severely  as  I 
could,  and  Cynthia  shook  her  head  with  its 
crown  of  wavy  golden  hair,  and  her  pretty 
mouth  drooped. 

"But  that  is  just  the  trouble,  Honor." 
How  familiar  I  was  with  that  particular  form 
of  commencement!  "It's  Bob  I  have 
quarrelled  with— him  and  his  mother  com- 
bined. When  mothers-in-law  come  in  at  the 
door,  love  flies  out  of  the  window,"  she  said, 
moodily,  "and  I'm  not  surprised  ;  I  would, 
too,  if  I  had  the  chance." 

"It  seems  to  me  that  is  just  what  you 
have  done." 

"I  came  out  at  the  door,"  she  observed, 


with  another  shake  of  the  head,  "and  I'm 

not  going  in  again,  not  till " — she  paused, 

and  I  waited  for  the  rest  of  the  sentence — 
"not  till  Bob  apologizes,  and  his  mother, 
too.  And,  as  I  don't  suppose  either  of  them 
ever  will,  I  expect  I  sha'n't  go  back,"  she 
finished,  composedly. 

"  And,  pray,  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  " 

"  Stop  here,"  was  the  placid  rejoinder. 

I  raised  my  eyebrows. 

"  Do  you  suppose  Aunt  Marion  will  hear 
of  it  for  a  moment?  How  can  you  be  so 
foolish  as  to  imagine  she  will  uphold  you  in 
running  away  from  your  husband?" 

"  It  would  depend  on  the  reason." 

"  You  haven't  been  married  three  months. 
There  can  be  no  adequate  reason  ! " 

"  You  haven't  seen  my  mother-in-law,' 
Cynthia  replied,  sweetly. 

"  Is  she  the  reason,  then  ?  " 

She  puckered  her  eyebrows,  and  hesitated. 

"  Partly  ;  but  Bob  would  have  been  enough 
in  any  case.  He  has  got  to  apologize,  and  1 
have  told  him  so  ;  and  he  says  he  won't.  So 
there  is  an  end  of  it." 

I  laughed. 

"  It  sounds  more  like  the  beginning.  What 
do  you  intend  to  do  for  the  rest  of  your  life  ?  " 

My  cousin  took  the  garden  scissors  from 
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the  table  and  began  thoughtfully  to  snip  a 
lily-stem  into  very  small  fragments. 

"I  haven't  made  any  definite  plans  yet, 
except  that  I  won't  go  back  to  Bob,"  she 
replied. 

I  sighed,  the  loom  of  trouble  in  the  near 
future  rising  before  my  mental  vision.  Cynthia 
had  always  been  endowed  with  a  perfect 
genius  for  getting  into  what  she  called  a 
"  fix,"  and  was  in  the  habit  of  relying  upon 
me,  although  only  a  few  years  older  than 
herself,  to  extricate  her.  Resolutions  and  a 
brave  show^  of  determination  had  availed  me 
nothing ;  she  generally  got  her  own  way.  I 
have  noticed  that  people  with  golden  hair  and 
appealing  blue  eyes  gene? ally  do ;  so  far  it 
had  been  I  who  had  paid  the  price  of  her 
inconsequence.  I  had  interviewed  lunatics 
brought  down  on  us  by  Cynthia,  through  an 
experiment  with  a  matrimonial  agency ;  de- 
manded the  return  of  indiscreet  letters, 
wTitten  to  a  perfect  stranger ;  allowed  my 
own  character  .for  ordinary  prudence  to  be 
torn  to  shreds;  and  had  even  been  the 
means  of  smoothing  the  path  of  true 
love  between  her  and  the  man  she  had 
married.  His  place  being  in  the  same  neigh- 
bourhood as  ourselves,  she  had  settled  down 
within  a  few  miles  of  us,  in  easy  reach  of  my 
aunt's  house,  which  had  been  a  home  to 
both  of  us  (my  parents  being  dead,  and 
Cynthia's  in  India)  for  many  years.  Not 
without  reason,  1  had  hoped  that  from  hence- 
forth my  responsibilities  had  been  shifted  to 
other  shoulders ;  and  here  she  was,  telling 
me  with  the  most  perfect  serenity,  after  three 
months  of  matrimony,  that  she  had  left  her 
husband  for  ever ! 

"  What  was  the  quarrel  about  ?  "  I  asked, 
as  calmly  as  I  could,  after  a  long  pause. 
"Not  that  it  can  matter.  It's  absurd  to 
think  that  marriage  vows  can  be  ignored 
and  you  can  leave  your  husband  as  easily  as 
that." 

"  But  I  have,"  she  murmured. 

"There  must  be  give  and  take  between 
the  best-natured  people  in  the  world.  You 
took  him  for  better  or  for  worse." 

"  But  the  marriage  service  said  nothing 
about  the  worsts 

"  What  do  you  call  the  worst  ?  " 

"  My  mother-in-law,"  Cynthia  replied, 
promptly.     I  laughed  in  spite  of  myself. 

"  She  can't  be  as  bad  as  all  that,"  I  remon- 
strated, wrestling  with  a  long  lily  that  would 
tumble  over  sideways,  no  matter  at  what 
angle  I  placed  it  in  the  vase. 

"She  is — quite  as  bad.  If  it  hadn't  been 
for  her  I  am  not  sure — mind  you,  I  only  say 


I  am  not  sure — that  I  should  have  quarrelled 
with  Bob,"  she  said,  solemnly. 

"  What  was  it  about  ?  "  I  repeated. 

Cynthia  hesitated,  and  looked  at  me 
doubtfully. 

"  It  doesn't  sound  much,"  she  began,  pull- 
ing a  sprig  of  delphinium  to  pieces  bit  by  bit, 
"  but  all  the  same  it's  really  serious.  It  was 
about  posting  a  letter." 

"It  certainly  doesn't  sound  much  of  a 
casus  MH"  I  hazarded. 

"  Don't  quote  Latin  at  me,  Honor ;  my 
nerves  are  quite  sufficiently  upset  as  it  is. 
And  it  isn't  the  fact  that  matters,  it's  the 
principle  involved.  That  is  why  Bob — and 
his  mother — have  got  to  apologize  before  I 
consent  to  go  back  to  him.  And  he  says  he 
won't.     Men  are  so  pig-headed." 

"  You  haven't  told  me  yet  how  it 
happened." 

Cynthia  slipped  off  her  hat  and  stabbed  it 
thoughtfully  with  a  long  pin  terminating  in 
a  bright  green  frog. 

"  It  happened  like  this,"  she  said,  slowly. 
"At  least,  this  was  the  beginning.  I  was 
going  to  walk  down  to  the  station  last 
Wednesday — no,  it  was  Tuesday  morning — 
and  just  as  I  was  on  the  point  of  starting 
Bob  came  rushing  to  the  door  with  a  letter, 
which  he  wanted  to  go  by  the  early  post.  It 
was  very  important — all  men's  letters  are,  in 
their  own  opinion — to  his  stockbrokers  or 
something — and  if  it  reached  London  on 
Tuesday  night  he  should  get  an  answer  by 
the  midday  post  on  Wednesday." 

"  Yes  ?  "  I  remarked,  encouragingly,  filling 
with  water  a  glass  bowl,  ready  for  a  great 
bunch  of  Dorothy  Perkins  roses. 

"As  you  know,  the  post -box  is  in  the 
booking-office,  close  by  where  you  get  the 
tickets.  I  walked  straight  in  through  the 
door,  as  if  I  was  going  to  get  a  ticket,  and 
posted  the  letter;  and  if  you  were  to  try 
and  persuade  me.  Honor,  with  all  the  racks 
and  thumb-screws  you  could  find,  to  say  I 
didn't,  I  should  still  say  I  know  I  posted 
that  letter,  and  then  fetched  the  newspapers 
from  the  bookstall " — she  paused  impressively, 
hat  in  one  hand  and  pin  in  the  other ;  "  and 
Bob  says  I  didn't." 

"Why?" 

She  hesitated. 

"  I  can't  imagine ;  except  that  for  some 
reason  or  other  it  didn't  go.  At  least,  no 
answer  came." 

"  But  if  you  really  had  posted  it,  Cynthia, 
it  would  have  gone.     You  must  know  that." 

"  I  tell  you  I  did  post  it,  and  if  it  didn't 

go,  as  Bob  says,  it  was  the  post's  fault,  not 
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•it  happened  mk'e  this,   she  said,  slowly. 


mine  " — she  gave  a  final  stab  into  the  crown 
of  the  long-suffering  hat,  and  flung  it  on  the 
table — "  and  Bob  said  it  would  be  just  like 
me  to  have  forgotten  it.  And  then  his 
mother  chimed  in,  and  that  was  the  last 
straw.  I  might  have  stood  Bob — I  don't 
think  I  should  have,  but  I  might — but  when 
his  mother  backed  him  up,  saying,  in  a 
virtuous  tone  of  voice,  she  had  noticed  I 
was  very  forgetful,  it  was  more  than  a  saint 
could  bear ! " 

"  And  you  not  being  a  saint " 

'*  I  didn't  even  begin  to  try,''  was  the 
placid  rejoinder. 

"What  did  you  do?" 

"  I  said  I  wished  I  had  married  an  orphan." 

"  Cynthia  !  "  I  exclaimed  ;  and  then 
laughed. 

"There  is  nothing  to  laugh  at,  Honor,  I 
can  assure  you.  There  was  a  terrible  scene  ; 
fur  began  to  fly  in  all  directions,"  my  cousin 
said,  gloomily. 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't  be  so  slangy.  I  am 
not  surprised  Mrs.  Peterson  was  annoyed  ; 
you  were  very  rude." 


Cynthia  turned  her 
blue  eyes  to  the  window 
and  looked  out  at  the 
sunshine  with  the  ghost 
(jf  a  smile. 

"I    couldn't   have 
helped  it.  Honor,  not  if 
Id  been  on  my  death- 
LKjd !     And    then    Bob 
was  very  rude  to  me — 
you'd   never   have    be- 
lieved  we'd  been  mar- 
ried only  three  months ; 
he  was  as  rude 
as  if  we'd  been 
married    for 
years,  and  told 
me   to   tell    his 
mother    I    did 
not  mean  what  I 
said,whenldid." 
I    paused, 
with   a    branch 
of  Dorothy  Per- 
kins in  my  hand, 
to   look  a   mo- 
ment    at     the 
pretty    profile 
half  turned  away 
against  the  dark 
panelling  of  the 
hall. 

"And  did 
you?" 
"Was  it  likely?"  she  retorted,  tilting  a 
straight  little  nose  in  the  air.  "On  the 
contrary,  I  said  I  never  said  what  I  didn't 
mean,  and  I  was  not  going  to  tell  a  lie  for 
anyone ;  why  should  I  ?  And,  if  you  would 
believe  it " — she  turned  towards  me  and  threw 
out  one  hand  expressively — "he  had  the 
brazen  assurance  to  say  that  I  ought  to  do 
it  just  because  he  told  me  ! " 

She  closed  her  lips  with  a  snap,  and  but 
for  fear  of  making  matters  worse  I  should 
have  smiled.  Then  she  added,  "I  simply 
laughed." 

"  Perhaps  he  did  not  find  it  as  amusing  as 
you  did,"  I  ventured. 

"I  flatter  myself  he  didn't.  He  said 
there  was  nothing  to  laugh  at  as  far  as  he 
could  see,  and  I  answered  that  a  sense  of 
humour  had  never  been  his  strong  point. 
He  then  said  I  had  promised  to  love, 
honour,  and  obey,  and  when  I  refused  to  do 
so  I  was  breaking  solemn  promises.  1 
replied,  that  with  all  his  worldly  goods  he 
had  me  endowed,  and  so  long  as  he  kept  his 
cheque-book  locked  up  in  a  drawer  I  wasn't 
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breaking  any  more  promises  than  he  was, 
and  that  when  he  handed  the  cheque-book 
over  to  me  1  would  do  what  he  told  me ! " 
She  came  to  a  halt  from  want  of  breath,  and 
looked  at  me  with  the  gleam  of  battle  in  her 
eye. 

"  What  did  he  say  to  that  ?  "  I  asked,  with 
growing  interest. 

"  He  said  the  first  thing  he  would  tell  me 
would    be    to     give    it 
back  again,"  she  replied, 
gloomily;  "so,  of  course, 
we  were  no  farther   on 
than  before.     I  had  no 
idea  he  could  be 
so     aggravating — 
till      1     saw     his 
mother,  and  then 
I  supposed  it  was 
hereditary." 

"I  expect  you 
are  a  little  aggra- 
vating yourself 
sometimes,  Cyn- 
thia," I  remarked, 
gently. 

"  It's  enough  to 
make  anyone 
aggravating, 
Honor,  to  be  told 
one  hasn't  posted 
a  letter  when  one 
has,"  she  said, 
looking  at  me  re- 
proach fully. 
"If  Moses  were 
to  drop  the  Ten 
Commandments 
on  my  head  the 
next  minute,  I 
should  still  swear 
1  had  posted  that 
letter !  And  for 
Bob,  who  has  pro- 
mised to  cherish 
me  all  his  life,  to 
say  I  did  not,  and 
let  his  mother  say 

it  too,  it's  unbelievable !  And  until  he 
apologizes,  I'll  never  go  back  !  " 

My  heart  sank.  Cynthia  would  never  be 
brought  to  look  on  the  affair  fiom  a  reason- 
able point  of  view,  and  I  foresaw  complica- 
tions and  difficulties  without  end  in  the 
future.  Aunt  Marion,  always  full  of  infirmities, 
had  gone  with  her  maid  to  the  seaside  for  a 
week,  and  there  was  no  one  to  exercise  any 
real  authority.  If  I  could  even  summon  up 
strength  of  mind  to  put  her  out  of  doors,  and 


I  LL   NEVER   GO   BACK 


refuse  to  allow  her  in  the  house,  she  was  quite 
capable  of  camping-out  in  the  garden  under 
a  sketching-umbrella  so  long  as  the  weather 
was  fine.  Persua.«iion  was  the  only  weapon  to 
hand,  and  I  knew  it,  from  past  experience,  to 
be  a  poor  one. 

I  finished  arranging  the  flowers,  and,  leaving 

bowls  and  vases  standing  as  they  were,  flung 

myself  into  a  chair  and  faced  the  situation. 

Cynthia  sealed  herself 

_  on  the  edge  of  the  table, 

•^  leaning  on  her  hands, 

and  surveyed  me  with 

exasperating  serenity. 

"  Now,  seriously,"  I 
began  again,  "  you 
know  as  well  as  I  do 
in  your  heart  it's  per- 
fectly absurd  to  even 
talk  of  leaving  your 
husband  because  he 
says  you  haven't  posted 
a  letter  when  you  say 
you  have." 

"As  I  said  before. 
Honor,  it  isn't  the  fart, 
it's  the  principle,"  j^he 
replied,  blinking  at  me 
gravely  with  her  blue 
eyes  as  though  great 
issues  were  at  stake. 

"  And  the  mother-in- 
law,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Partly;  but  it's 
mostly  Bob.  He  has 
only  got  to  apologize, 
and  there's  an  end  of 
the  whole  thing." 

"But  he  thinks  the 
apology  ought  to  come 
from  you,  and  I  am 
not  sure  he  is  not 
right." 
/     f  ."Why?"  she  asked, 

/Of    '  with    an    air   of  great 

interest. 

"It   was   very   rude 
to  tell  his  mother  you 
wished  you  had  married  an  orphan." 
Cynthia  raised  her  eyebrows. 
"  I   thought  it  was  rather  a   nice  way  of 
putting  it,"  she  said,  tapping  one  heel  on  the 
floor.      "  I  could  have  been  much  ruder." 

"  It  was  quite  rude  enough.  Naturally  he 
did  not  like  his  mother  to  be  spoken  to  in 
such  a  way." 

"  Then  he  should  have  a  different  sort  of 
mother.  It's  no  good,  Honor,  for  you  to 
preach  ;    I    never    shall   get  on   with    Mrs. 
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Peterson,  and  I  don't  suppose  she  will  ever 
get  on  with  me." 

"  You  certainly  have  not  made  a  good 
beginning." 

"  It's  the  beginning  and  the  end — the 
Alpha  and  the  Omega,"  she  said,  solemnly, 
adding,  "  as  they  say  in  Latin,"  which  rather 
spoilt  the  dramatic  effect. 

"  It's  not  Latin,"  I  murmured. 

"Then  what  is  it?  It  isn't  French,  and 
what  isn't  French  is  mostly  Latin.  Anyway, 
I  am  not  going  to  apologize." 

"  It  is  more  than  possible  you  didn't  post 
the  letter,  you  know."  I  had  had  many 
years'  experience  of  Cynthia  and  her  ways. 

"  I  did.  Honor !  "  she  cried,  with  an  em- 
phatic stamp  of  one  foot.  "  I  can  positively 
swear  to  it.  If  I  heard  the  I^ast  Trump 
sounding  this  minute  it  wouldn't  shake  me — 
not  a  particle.  If  I  give  way  now  I  shall 
never  have  another  moment'^  peace.  I  have 
borne  with  Bob,"  she  said,  throwing  out  her 
hands  tragically,  "through  everything,  even 
his  most  ridiculous  fads,  and  he  ought  not  to 
forget  it.  I  have  given  way  to  him  over  and 
over  again,  and  even  endured  his  furniture  in 
the  drawing-room — you  know  how  he  fancies 
his  carpentering — although  his  tables  sit  down 
on  the  floor  if  you  so  much  as  put  a  tea-cup 
on  them,  and  I've  sat  on  hi«  three  legged 
stoc>ls  till  I  ached  all  over — and  this  is  the 
thanks  I  get !  "  She  paused,  breathless,  and 
I  laughed  outright  at  the  sight  of  her  indig- 
nant face  and  a  vision  of  collapsing  tables. 
"  It's  all  very  well  to  laugh,"  she  added,  "  but 
he  has  put  himself  outside  the  palings  now, 
for  good  and  all." 

"  I  suppose  you  mean  the  pale?"  I  observed. 

"Whatever  I  mean,  he  is  outside  it," 
Cynthia  rejoined,  "  and  until  he  apologizes  I 
stay  here."  She  nodded  her  head  at  me  to 
emphasize  the  determination,  and  I  rose  to 
bear  the  flower-vases  to  their  destination 
without  further  waste  of  words. 

Later  in  the  day  I  sent  a  note  over  to  Mr. 
Peterson  telling  him  of  Cynthia's  arrival,  and 
suggesting  that  for  a  day  or  two  he  should 
leave  her  severely  alone.  It  is  always  a 
delicate  performance  to  interfere  between 
husband  and  wife ;  but  I  knew  Cynthia 
better  than  he  did,  or  than  any  man  ever 
would  for  that  matter,  and  I  had  a  vague 
idea  floating  in  my  brain  that  I  fancied  might 
bring  forth  good  results. 

Two  days  passed,  and  my  cousin  showed 
no  signs  of  relenting,  nor  did  her  husband 
make  any  advances  ;  an  attitude  of  indiffer- 
ence prompted,  as  I  fancied,  less  by  common 
sense  or  my  suggestion  than  from  a  natural 


wrath  at  Cynthia's  conduct.  I  had  never 
met  his  mother,  but  from  what  I  had  heard  I 
imagined  there  might  be  extenuating  circum- 
stances to  be  urged  on  her  daughter-in-law's 
behalf,  and  Cynthia  had  never  been  of  the 
disposition  that  bears  mothers-in-law  meekly. 
Of  course,  the  whole  affair  was  absurd,  but 
that  did  not  alter  the  fact  that  Cynthia  had 
left  her  husband  after  three  months  of 
matrimony,  and  declared  she  would  never  go 
back.  Cynthia  and  reasonableness  had  never 
marched  together. 

"Are  you  going  to  Mrs.  Fox's  garden- 
party?"  I  asked  my  cousin,  after  another 
day  had  elapsed,  to  find  matters  no  further 
advanced. 

She  looked  up  from  the  comfortable  depths 
of  a  low  straw  chair  where  she  had  been 
ensconced  for  half  an' hour,  reading  in  the 
sunshine,  and  tilted  her  hat  forward  to  shade 
her  face. 

"  No,  I  am  not,"  she  replied ;  "  people 
might  ask  awkward  questions,  and  it's  no 
good  making  one's  quarrels  public  property 
before  there  is  any  necessity." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  have  so  much  sense 
of  decency,"  I  answered,  rather  astonished. 

"  And  Mrs.  Fox's  garden-parties  are  always 
so  dull,"  she  added,  ignoring  my  remark. 
"  Besides,  Bob  might  be  there,  not  to  men- 
tion his  mother,  and  I  prefer  not  to  meet 
either  of  them." 

"Just  as  well,  perhaps,  if  you  are  never 
going  back  to  him,"  I  murmured. 

"  It's  his  own  fault ;  he  has  only  got  to 
apologize." 

"Or  you?" 

"  He  began  it.  He  shouldn't  have  said  I 
didn't  post  a  letter  when  I  did." 

"  How  can  you  be  quite  certain  ?  You 
do  forget  sometimes,  you  know." 

Cynthia  pushed  her  hat  back  and  sat 
forward  in  her  chair. 

-     "  Honor,"  she  began,  "  if  Michael  and  all 
his  angels " 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  I  interrupted,  with  some 
impatience ;  "  but,  as  you  have  been  known 
to  forget  things,  you  cannot  blame  your 
husband  if  he  sometimes  thinks  you  have 
done  it  when  you  haven't.  And,  after  all,  I 
don't  see  that  it's  such  a  heinous  crime  to 
suspect  you  of." 

"  It  wasn't  him,"  she  murmured,  staring 
abstractedly  at   a   butterfly  settling   on   the 

grass  at  her  feet,  "  so  much  as "     But  as 

it  seemed  fruitless  to  go  into  the  question 
again  on  exactly  the  same  lines,  I  walked 
into  the  house  before  the  sentence  was 
completed. 
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"it's  his  own  kault;  hk  has  only  got  to  apologize. 


Cynthia  adhered  to  her  determination  not 
to  attend  Mrs.  Fox's  garden-party,  and  I 
went  alone.  She  gave  me  final  injunctions 
to  take  special  note  of  the  guests,  and  of  any- 
thing likely  to  be  of  interest,  and  particularly 
to  let  her  know  if  Mrs.  Peterson  appeared, 
and  what  she  looked  like.  She  made  no 
mention  of  her  husband. 

I  found  her  waiting  on  the  doorstep  on  my 
return,  her  pretty  face  animated  by  lively 
curiosity. 

"  Well,  Honor,"  she  said,  following  me 
into  the  house,  "were  there  many  people 
there,  and  who  were  they?  You  are  very 
late,  so  I  suppose  you  found  it  amusing  ?  " 

"  Very,"  I  replied,  taking  off  my  gloves. 
"  All  the  neighbourhood  was  there,  and  the 
gardens  were  looking  lovely." 

"  I  am  more  interested  in  the  people  than 
the  gardens,"  she  observed,  sinking  into  a 
chair  and  clasping  both  hands  behind  her 
head.  "  Did  Mrs.  Strangways  wear  that 
everlasting  blue  dress  again  ?  And  who  was 
in  attendance  on  Nora  Bridges  this  time  ?  I 
suppose  Mrs.  Peterson  was  there  ?  "  she  went 
on,  without  w^aiting  for  answers  to  half  her 


questions.  "  Was  she 
in  a  good  temper,  or 
did  she  look  as  if  she 
would  turn  the  very 
freshest  milk  sour  ?  " 
"Cynthia,"  I  said, 
reproachfully,  "  you 
might  remember  that, 
at  all  events,  she  is 
your  h  usband's 
mother." 

"As  she  otherwise 
couldn't    be    my 
''  mother-in-law,    I    am 

not  likely  to  forget 
it,"  she  retorted, 
serenely. 

"As  it  happens,  she 
was  not  there,  and  I 
was  told  she  had  gone 
away." 

Cynthia's    face 
brightened,   and    she 
sat  up. 
"Gone  away  altogether,  do 
you  mean?" 
"  I  believe  so." 
"Was    Bob   there?      What 
did   he   look   like?     Was    he 
very  dejected  ?     He  seems  to 
droop    all   over    when    he   is 
dejected,"   she    said,  thought- 
fully. 

"  He  seemed   all  right,"  I   replied,  care- 
lessly ;     "  but     I     had    no    opportunity    of 
speaking  to  him." 
"Why  not?" 

"He  was  too  busy  talking  to  somebody 
else."  I  crossed  the  hall  to  remove  my  veil 
at  the  glass  over  the  fireplace. 

"  Who  was  he  talking  to?"  Cynthia  asked, 
with  no  regard  for  grammar. 

"  Nora  Bridges ;  they  sat  in  the  comer  by 
the  conservatory  most  of  the  afternoon." 

"That  minx ! "  she  exclaimed,  rising 
to  her  feet.  "  What  on  earth  could  he  find 
to  say  to  her  ?  She  hasn't  got  an  idea  in  her 
head!" 

"  But  it's  a  very  pretty  one,  even  though 
there  may  be  no  ideas  in  it,"  I  remarked. 

"Her  nose  turns  up,"  Cynthia  retorted, 
"and  it  would  be  even  more  hideous  if  it 
didn't." 

"She  is  considered  a  very  pretty  girl  in 
spite  of  it." 

"  She  is  too  dark  ;  her  hair  is  black,  and  so 
curly  it  reminds  one  of  the  West  Indies," 
Cynthia  rejoined  rather  crossly,  with  a  glance 
at   her   own   golden  tresses  in  the  looking- 
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glass,  catching  the  fading  light  from  outside, 
in  rippling  waves.  '*  Had  Bob  gone  before 
you  left.  Honor  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know ;  they  disappeared  into  the 
conservatory  about  five  o'clock,  and  I  did 
not  see  them  again." 

This  bit  of  information  was  received  in 
dead  silence,  and  when  I  turned  round 
Cynthia  had  left  the  hall. 

She  was  rather  quiet  all  that  evening,  and 
asked  no  more  questions  about  the  garden- 
party.  After  dinner  we  sat  out  on  the  lawn, 
and  once  or  twice  she  was  so  silent  I  imagined 
she  must  have  fallen  asleep.  When  she  did 
speak  she  was  inclined  to  be  snappy,  and 
retired  early  to  bed  with  the  excuse  of  a 
headache. 

The  next  morning,  about  eleven  o'clock, 
Cynthia  disappeared,  and  inquiries  elicited 
the  fact  that  she  had  taken  the  dog-cart  and 
a  groom  and  gone  for  a  drive.  I  had  a  good 
many  odds  and  ends  to  do,  the  charge  of  the 
house  during  my  aunt's  absence  entailing  a 
certain  amount  of  writing,  and  was  not  sorry 
to  have  the  time  to  myself,  free  from  inter- 
ruption. It  was  not  until  four  o'clock  arrived 
that  my  thoughts 
turned  again  to 
Cynthia,  and  I 
was  on  the  point 
of  going  out  to 
inquire  if  the 
dog-cart  had  re- 
turned when  it 
appeared  on  the 
gravelled  sweep 
before  the  door, 
with  my  cousin 
on  the  front 
seat. 

She  threw  the 
reins  to  the 
groom  and 
jumped  down, 
her  face  all 
wreathed  in 
smiles. 

"You  were 
quite  mistaken 
about    Bob, 


Honor,"  she  cried  ;  "  he  wasn't  at  Mrs.  Fox's 
party  at  all !  " 

I  laised  my  eyebrows,  and  met  her  glance 
unflinchingly. 

"  1  hen  it  must  have  been  somebody  else  I 
saw.  I  told  you  I  did  not  speak  to  him." 
If  the  recording  angel  had  gone  through  as 
much  at  Cynthia's  hands  as  I  had  he  would 
add  "  Extenuating  circumstances "  when  he 
registered  my  sin. 

*'  But  it  doesn't  matter,"  Cynthia  went  on, 
taking  off  her  hat  and  flinging  it  on  the  table, 
"  because  we've  made  it  up.  I  have  only 
come  for  my  things,  and  am  going  back  after 
tea.'' 

"  I  thought  you  were  never  going  back  to 
him  again  ?  " 

"So  did  I,"  was  the  unruffled  rejoinder. 
"  And  what   has  made  you   change  your 
mind?'' 

"  Bob  went  down  to  the  station  and  made 
inquiries." 

I  smiled  comprehendingly. 
"  And  you  apologized  after  all  ?  " 
Cynthia  threw  her  head  back  indignantly. 
"  Not  at  all  ! "  she  retorted  ;  "  there  was 
nothing  to  apolo- 
gize for.  We 
were  both  right 
as  it  turned  out. 
I  did  post  it,  so 
I  was  right ;  and 
it  didn't  go,  so 
Bob  was  right. 
It  really  couldn't 
have  turned  out 
better.  It  will 
be  a  lesson  to 
my  mother-in-law 
not  to  doubt  me 
again." 

"  Why  didn't 
itgo?" 

"Because  I 
posted  it  in  the 
*  Widows  and 
Orphans '  box  by 
mistake,"  she 
said,  triumph- 
antly. 


WREATHED   IN   SMILES. 
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NE  of  the  first  caterpillars  that 
we  find  in  our  gardens  in 
the  early  spring  is  that  of  the 
familiar  brown  "woolly-bear," 
the  larva  of  the  tiger-moth. 
When  we  see  this  animal  feed- 
ing on  our  plants,  we  only  need  to  touch  it 
with  a  finger  to  cause  it  immediately  to 
become  a  hairy  ball,  which  at  once  drops  to 
the  ground.  We  may  then  try  to  pick  it  up 
from  amongst  the  herbage  below,  but  its  long, 
flexible  hairs  give  way  so  readily  to  the  touch, 
and  are  so  often  left  in  our  fingers  that,  not 
infrequently,  the  caterpillar  escapes  by  means 
of  these  ingenious  tactics  ;  for,  leave  it  alone 
for  a  minute  or  two  and  it  quickly  unrolls  its 
body  and  travels  out  of  the  danger-zone. 

There  is  nothing  astonishing  in  the  fact 
that  the  caterpillar  thus  shrinks  at  our  touch. 
It  is  as  natural  as  that  a  hedgehog  which  we 
might  meet  in  the  lane  should  assume  the 
defensive  and  become  a  prickly  ball  when 
we  poke  it  wnth  our  walking  stick.  It  .should 
be  qijite  obvious  to  us  that  when  we  touch 
the  hairs  of  the  caterpillar  or  the  spines  of 
the  hedgehog  these  animals  are  sensible  of 
the  touch  ;  and  it  is  apparent  that  the  sub- 
sequent actions  of  both  caterpillar  and 
hedgehog  are  defensive.  This  sensitiveness, 
therefore,  by  prompting  the  animal  to  take 
measures  for  its  safety,  serves  a  useful  pur- 
pose in  its  struggle  for  existence.  Instances 
of  this  kind  are  so  familiar  in  animal  life 
that  we  often  fail  to  realize  how  very  valuable 
to  an  animal  is  this  delicate  sense  of  touch. 
Indeed,  this  familiarity  with  the  movements 
of  animals  is  apt  to  make  us  oblivious  even 
to  their  sensitiveness  to  external  stimuli,  and 
how  much  more  oblivious  to  their  dependence 
on  the  possession  of  such  sensibility  for  self- 
protection. 


Turning  now  to  plants,  we  should  hardly 
expect  to  find  developed  in  them  the  .sense  of 
touch,  because  we  regard  them  as  organisms 
without  feeling.  Also,  we  have  to  recognise 
that  plants  possess  no  nerves  and  brain- 
centres,  such  as  we  are  familiar  with  in 
most  animals.  But,  nevertheless,  there  are 
numerous  plants  which  are  just  as  sensitive 
as  the  caterpillar  or  hedgehog,  or  even  more 
so.  There  are  plants  so  sensitive  that  if, 
when  standing  by  them,  you  should  suddenly 
put  up  your  umbrella  or  sunshade,  it  would 
be  quite  sufficient  to  cause  them  instantly  to 
close  together  their  leaflets  and  turn  down 
their  leaf-stalks,  just  as  if  they  were  startled 
^nd  alarmed  by  the  movement.  Indeed,  on 
a  sunny  day,  when  the  temperature  is  suflFi- 
ciently  high,  you  need  not  make  even  so 
decided  a  movement ;  merely  your  shadow 
coming  in  contact  with  their  leaves  will  often 
cause  them  to  fall  slightly. 

In  illustration  Fig.  i  is  shown  one  of  the 
most  celebrated  of  these  sensitive  plants 
{Mimosa  pudica)^  a  native  of  Brazil,  as  it 
appears  when  circumstances  are  favourable. 
Now  I  will  ask  you  to  look  at  Figs.  2,  3, 
and  4,  and  I  may  inform  you  that  the  move- 
ments exhibited  from  Fig.  i  to  Fig.  4  occurred 
in  about  one  second.  The  photograph,  Fig.  i, 
having  been  taken,  a  slight  breath  of  air 
was  blown  at  the  plant  through  the  lips. 
The  results  depicted  in  Figs.  2,  3, 
and  4,  therefore,  were  brought  about 
entirely  without  touching  the  plant  or  even 
shaking  the  pot — simply  by  blowing  upon 
it  slightly. 

Now,  when  upon  our  approach  to  a  plant 
it  suddenly  folds  up  its  leaves  and  assumes  an 
altogether  different  attitude  we  very  naturally 
ask,  or  wonder,  why  it  acted  so.  Of  course, 
in  the  case  of  our  woolly-bear  caterpillar,  and 
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Fig.  j. — The  itensitivr  plant  when  circuniAtances  are  favour* 
able ;  but  if  you  breathe  upon  it — 


(Fig.  a)— ii  immediately  closes  together  its  leaflets^ 


(Fig.  3)— lets  fall  its  leaf-stalks,  and  a  second  later— 


also  our  hedgehog,  it  was  obvious  that  they 
derived  protective  advantages  from  their 
movements ;  but  what  practical  use  can  this 
strange  tactic  of  the  sensitive  plant  serve  in 
its  economy? 

Well,  when  a  plant,  without  the  slightest 
warning,  closes  together  its  leaflets  and,  as 
it  were,  "shuts  up  shop"  in  this  summary 
fashion  we  are  naturally  rather  startled  by  the 
performance,  and  wonder  what  will  happen 
next ;  and  any  grazing  animal  would  have 
the  same  feeling.  In  tropical  countries,  where 
such  sensitive  plants  are  found,  they  fre- 
quently cover  large  tracts  of  land,  and  wan- 
dering grazing   animals   come   upon   them ; 


il'ii.,    J Ji— ptfstTEt^j  t^l^^  iiUD-jaririCC. 


indeed,  maybe  often  attracted  towards  them 
by  their  bright  green  foliage.  But  what 
happens?  The  very  first  plants  the  animal 
approaches  droop  their  tempting  leaves, 
sensitive  even  to  the  vibration  of  the  ground 
caused  by  its  approach ;  and  should  it  step 
in  amongst  them,  the  tempting  and  juicy 
foliage  recedes  before  it,  for  one  plant  con- 
veys the  shock  to  its  neighbours  by  the  touch 
of  its  own  leaves  as  they  drop.  Thus,  what 
was  a  moment  before  a  mass  of  tempting 
green  leaves  becomes  almost  instantly  in 
appearance  very  scrubby  fare  for  the  animal, 
whose  appetite  anticipated  much  better  re- 
freshment. 
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Some  readers  may,  perhaps,  be  inclined  to 
doubt  if  the  movements  of  these  plants  would 
protect  them  from  the  attacks  of  grazing 
animals,  but  it  is  interesting  to  observe  that 
the  stems  of  the  example  illustrated,  and  of 
many  other  species  besides,  are  protected 
with  strong  and  sharp  spines.  This  feature 
alone  shows  that  such  plants  have  had  to 
protect  themselves  against  browsing  animals ; 
and  now,  when  they  have  turned  down  their 
leaves  out  of  harm's  way,  they  present  to 
their  enemy  for  its  first  nibble  nothing  but 
prickly  stems,  so  that  should  the  intruder  not 
be  awed  by  their  uncanny  movements,  but 
proceed  with  its  intention,  its  first  mouthful 
would  scarcely  be  agreeable  after  its  richer 
anticipations. 

Then,  too,  let  us  suppose  that  a  hungry 
caterpillar  climbs  the  stem  of  a  sensitive 
plant  and  endeavours  to  feed  upon  its  leaves. 
The  caterpillar,  of  course,  has  to  reach  a  leaf 
by  its  stalk,  and  in  doing  so  it  either  gets 
thrown  suddenly  to  the  ground  by  the  prompt 
falling  of  the  leaf,  or,  should  it  succeed  in 
adhering,  finds  the  succulent  leaflets  gathered 
in  a  tightly-closed  bundle,  most  difficult  to 
move  upon,  let  alone  feed  upon,  while  the 
whole  arrangement  is  artfully  contrived  to 
conduct  it  towards  the  juicy  end  of  this  group 
of  leaflets,  which  are  now  pointed  towards 
the  ground.  However,  when  the  caterpillar 
reaches  this  area,  in  which  it  would  naturally 
commence  its  meal,  the  difficulties  of  feeding 
there,  and  the  greater  difficulty  of  climbing 
back  again  up  the  slopingly-arranged  leaflets, 
usually  results  in  its  dropping  to  the  ground 
— probably  more  or  less  disgusted  with  sensi- 
tive plants  and  their  absurd  arrangements. 
Even  should  it  hold  to  the  stem  of  one  plant 
and  endeavour  to  feed  upon  the  leaves  of 
another,  it  is  equally  beaten,  for  the  leaf  it 
touches  immediately  shrinks  from  it  and  falls 
out  of  its  reach. 

It  is  clear,  I  think,  that  the  sensitive  plant, 
like  the  "  woolly-bear  "  and  the  hedgehog, 
gains  some  considerable  protection  in  its 
struggle  for  existence  by  its  sensitiveness. 
However,  there  is  another  question  that 
arises  when  we  consider  the  quaint  move- 
ments of  these  plants.  How  did  they  first 
acquire  these  highly-evolved  tactics  which 
they  now  exercise  with  such  conspicuous 
success  against  their  natural  foes?  There 
must,  of  course,  have  been  a  beginning,  and 
then  a  gradual  perfecting  of  the  delicate  sen- 
sitiveness they  now  exhibit.  Apparently  a 
difficult  problem  is  presented  when  we  seek 
to  discover  how  this  habit  of  shrinking  from 
animal  attacks  was  first  acquired. 


Before  dealing  with  this  point,  however,  I 
would  ask  my  readers  to  glance  at  illustration 
Fig.  5.  The  photograph  shows  a  cultivated 
species  of  oxalis,  whose  relative,  the  common 
wood-sorrel  {Oxalis  Acetosella\  is  familiar  in 
woods  almost  everywhere  in  the  British  Isles 
during  early  spring.  Its  characteristic  clover- 
like leaves  (of  a  pleasant  acid  taste)  and 
white,  purple-veined  flowers  readily  distinguish 
it.  The  species  shown  was  photographed 
just  before  dusk,  and  it  is  seen  that  the  three 
leaflets  of  each  leaf  have  turned  down  towards 
their  stalks,  and  are  now  somewhat  like 
partially-closed  umbrellas  ;  later  on,  when 
darkness  comes,  they  will  close  still  more  and 
become  huddled  together  close  round  their 
stalks.  This  same  characteristic  of  drooping 
leaflets  at  night  may  also  be  observed  in  the 
common  British  wood-sorrel.  When  daylight 
appears  the  leaflets  once  more  spread  them- 
selves out  to  the  sunlight.  It  becomes  quite 
apparent,  therefore,  that  they  have  been  to 
sleep,  for  each  night  the  leaflets  fold 
together,  and  each  morning  they  open  out 
again. 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  beginning  of 
sensitiveness  in  leaves.  The  leaflets  of  the 
various  species  of  oxalis  are  usually  very 
thin  and  of  frail  texture,  and  their  function 
is  the  same  as  that  of  the  leaves  of  other 
plants,  viz.,  to  spread  their  tissues  out  to  the 
sunlight,  and  under  its  influence  to  absorb 
gaseous  food  from  the  atmosphere.  At 
night,  when  sunlight  ceases,  the  leaves  can 
no  longer  carry  on  their  feeding  process,  for 
sunlight  is  essential. 

Seeing,  then,  that  the,  leaves  serve  no 
purpose  by  being  spread  out  at  night  time, 
it  is  a  very  useful  device  on  the  part  of  the 
plant  to  close  them  together  at  nightfall ;  for 
then  they  are  kept  warm  and  their  tissues  are 
protected  from  the  chilly  night  air.  If  the 
leaves  were  fully  expanded  they  would 
probably  accumulate  moisture,  and  at  the 
slightest  approach  of  cold  or  frost  receive 
a  chill  which  might  cause  them  serious 
damage.  However,  with  leaflets  folded 
closely  together,  both  in  the  case  of  the 
sensitive  plant  and  the  oxalis,  rain-drops  and 
moisture  are  conducted  to  the  earth  below. 
So  the  first  oxalis  plant,  which,  in  the 
natural  variation  of  living  things  (for  no  two 
organisms,  and  no  two  habits  in  an  organism, 
are  identical),  adopted  the  habit  of  drooping 
its  leaves  slightly  when  the  temperature  was 
lowered,  found  that  it  was  beneficial,  and  it 
forthwith  conveyed  the  hint  to  its  race  ;  and, 
being  good,  the  habit  became  hereditary. 
Thus  the  wood-sorrel,  and  others  of  its  genus, 
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acquired  the  habit  of  sleeping  leaves ;  which, 
of  course,  represents  sensitiveness  to  external 
conditions,  such  as  light  and  temperature. 

The  species  illustrated  in  Fig.  5  has  brown 
or  copper-coloured  foliage,  and  the  leaves  of 
the  common  wood-sorrel  also  often  develop 
on  their  under  sides  this  same  reddish  hue. 
This  colouring  matter  has  the  peculiar 
property  of  utilizing  the  rays  of  light  and 
converting  their  energy  into  heat,  which 
naturally  benefits  the  growing  plant.  For 
the  same  reason  the 
buds  of  many  plants, 
when  they  develop  in 
the  spring  (as  the 
familiar  hawthorn  of 
the  hedgerows),  are 
red  and  brown.  The 
colt's-foot,  which 
throws  up  its  flower- 
bearing  stems  in  Feb- 
ruary or  March,  well 
before  its  leaves,  also 
clothes  its  flower- 
stalks  with  reddish- 
coloured  scales,  and 
many  other  examples 
might  be  quoted  where 
early  growth  takes 
place,  and  conse- 
quently all  the  avail- 
able heat  of  the  sun's 
rays  is  needed. 

This  copper  colour, 
then,  is  but  another 
proof  of  the  delicacy 
of  the  leaves  of  the 
wood-sorrel  family, 
and  it  is  an  addi- 
tioncil  indication 
of  the  sensitiveness 
of  their  leaflets 
and   how   much   they 

species  that  has  evolved  and  developed  a 
detail  of  this  kind  until  every  leaf  has 
become  a  deep  copper  colour  is,  of  course,  a 
progressive  one ;  in  this  species,  too,  the 
sleeping  movement  is  much  more  readily 
induced  than  in  the  common  British  species. 
Furthermore,  there  are  other  species  of 
oxalis  which,  with  a  little  rough  handling, 
will  droop  their  leaflets  in  broad  daylight ; 
and,  in  the  Oxalis  sensitiva  of  India,  we  have 
another  example  of  the  same  genus  which 
has  evolved  its  sensitiveness  to  almost  the 
same  stage  as  those  of  the  mimosas,  or  true 
sensitive  plants ;  for  its  leaves  contract  at  the 
slightest  touch,  just  as  shown  in  the  above 
illustrations  of  the  sensitive  plant.     Also,  we 


Fig.   5. — The  common  wood-sorrel  and  its  relations  droop  iheir 
leaflets  (as  shown  in  the  photograph)  when  night  approaches. 


need   protection.      A 


may  note  that  amongst  the  mimosas  them- 
selves all  the  species  close  their  leaflets 
together  as  night  comes  on;  and  amongst 
the  various  species  we  find  exhibited  every 
gradation  of  sensitiveness,  just  as  we  do  in 
the  wood-sorrel  family. 

Seeing  that  the  mimosas  and  the  wood- 
sorrel  tribe  are  distinct  groups  0/  plants,  their 
families  being  in  no  way  related,  it  is,  I 
think,  reasonable  to  contend  that  the  sensi- 
tive characteristic  of  their  leaves  was  evolved 
from  the  sleeping 
habit.  However,  it 
still  remains  to  explain 
how  the  plants  ac- 
quired their  habit  of 
shrinking  at  the  ap- 
proach and  the  touch 
of  animals. 

The  explanation  is, 
I  think,  very  simple. 
A  plant  that  has  deve- 
loped the  sensitive  or 
sleep  movement  to  a 
high  degree  is  neces- 
sarily affected  when 
light  decreases.  Thus, 
at  the  approach  of  a 
storm,  when  the  sky 
becomes  cloudy  and 
dark,  its  leaflets 
quickly  close  together. 
The  rain  pelts  down 
with  the  characteristic 
force  of  storms  in  the 
tropical  countries 
where  these  extremely 
sensitive  plants  are 
found ;  the  leaflets, 
however,  huddle  still 
closer  together,  for  in 
that  position  they 
most  readily  throw  off  the  water ;  and  the 
probability  of  their  getting  damaged  is,  of 
course,  comparatively  small.  So,  in  the  course 
of  time,  the  leaflets  would  acquire  the  habit 
of  drooping  at  the  first  spots  of  rain  that 
touch  them,  and  this  quite  independently  of 
the  influence  of  light— simply  because  the 
leaves  benefit  by  the  habit.  This,  I  think, 
was  how  sensibility  to  touch  was  first  acquired 
and  manifested  by  these  leaves.  Later  on, 
when  the  habit  was  firmly  acquired,  they 
quite  naturally  drooped  their  leaves  also 
when  animals  touched  them  ;  for  they  had 
learned  that  such  was  the  proper  and  wise 
course  to  pursue  whenever  anything  external 
came  in  contact  with  them. 

So  the  sensitive  plant  developed  its  talent 
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accordingly,  and  to-day  we  marvel  at  its 
cunning  as  it  surprises  and  tricks  the  grazing 
animals  and  other  of  its  enemies  ;  but  we 
must  not  overlook  the  fact  that  there  is  in 
reality  no  such  subtle  discrimination  and 
cunning  in  its  manoeuvres.  The  plant  acts 
exactly  the  same  if  a  spot  of  water  is  dropped 


I 

1 


^ 


— -^-^ 1 

KiG.  6.— A  magnified  view  of  the  tip  of  a  young  root  of  barley, 

showing  its  sensitive  root-cap,  which  directs  its  path  in  the  soil ; 

above  are  absorption  hairs,  which  nourish  the  plant. 

upon  its  leaves  as  it  would  if  a  browsing 
animal  touched  them  with  its  nose,  or  as 
when  I  blew  at  it  before  taking  the  photo- 
graphs ;  indeed,  the  plant  is  quite  unable  to 
distinguish  between  these  external  influences. 
But,  by  the  mere  fact  of  these  sensitive  move 
ments  having  served  so  good  a  purpose  in  its 
economy,  they  became  hereditary,  and  were 
further  evolved  until  the  disturbance  of  the 
atmosphere  caused  by  our  approach,  or  by 
the  movement  of  our  umbrella,  or  by  the 
change  of  light  caused  by  our  shadow  being 
suddenly  cast  across  their  leaves,  was  suffi- 
cient to  influence  them  ;  just  as  would,  in  a 
larger  degree,  the  stronger  wind  and  the 
greater  darkness  of  an  approaching  storm. 

Sensibility  in  plants,  however,  does  not 
begin  or  end  in  the  leaf  structures.  It  exists 
in  the  germinating  seed,  and  in  every  stn^e 
of  their  subsequent  development.  From  the 
seed  emerges  a  tiny   root   which  penetrates 


the  soil,  but  not  as  a  piece  of  stick  might  do. 
The  root-tip  quite  fastidiously  selects  its  path 
amongst  the  interstices  of  the  soil,  seeking 
out  moist  places  and  avoiding  such  obstacles 
as  will  not  provide  suitable  mineral  food. 
If  you  examine  the  tip  of  a  young  root  by 
means  of  a  microscope  (Fig.  6),  you  will 
find  that  it  is  protected  by  a  thimble-like 
mass  of  loose  tissue  or  a  "  root-cap,"  as  the 
botanist  terms  it.  Within  this  is  the  true 
growing  tip  of  the  root,  but  it  is  the  sensitive 
root-cap  which  guides  the  root-tip  to  suit- 
able quarters,  where  it  can  set  to  work 
its  army  of  delicate  root -hairs,  which  it 
carries  at  its  rear  (see  illustration).  It  is  by 
means  of  these  root-hairs  that  the  plant  is 
supplied  with  water  and  mineral  food,  for  the 
root-tip  does  not  itself  feed,  neither  does  the 
sensitive  root-cap.     It  is  plain,  therefore,  that 


Fig.  7. — An  orchid  whose  sensitive  roots  leave  the  jx>t  in  which 
the  plant  grows  and  develops  in  and  feed  from  the  atmosphere. 

sensibility  in  plant  structure  manifests  itself 
at  a  very  early  period. 

This  root  sensitiveness  is  highly  developed 
in  some  orchids,  an  example  of  w^hich  is 
shown  in  Fig.  7.  The  roots  of  the  orchid 
shown  are  seen  to  have  left  the  pot  which 
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holds  the  plant  and  suspended  themselves  in 
the  air;  in  their  natural  environment  these 
orchids  grow  on,  and  adhere  to,  the  bark  of 
trees,  but  do  not  feed  upon  their  hosts, 
simply  using  their  branches  as  a  support. 
Attaching  themselves  with  a  few  root  fibres, 
they  then  throw  out  into  the  atmosphere  their 
feeding  roots.  The  aerial  roots  are  clothed 
with  a  paper-like  covering,  and  when  moisture 
is  absorbed  this  membranous  covering  pre- 
vents it  evaporating  from  the  root  tissues ; 
thus  the  orchids  stand  the  long  periods  of 
drought  ;  indeed,  they  become  veritable 
vegetable  camels,  storing  their  water  like  the 
"  ships  of  the  desert "  for  a  time  of  need. 
Yet  so  sensitive  are  these 
roots  to  their  natural 
environment,  the  atmo- 
sphere, that  if  they  are 
buried  in  the  soil,  or  even 
laid  upon  it,  the  plant 
generally  perishes. 

Many  seedling  plants, 
when  they  break  through 
the  surface  of  the  soil, 
exhibit  striking  aspects  of 
sensibility  almost  imme- 
diately. In  Fig.  8  is  shown 
a  young  plant  of  the 
common  bryony,  the  sole 
British  representative  of 
the  cucumber  and  vege- 
table-marrow family,  and 
I  will  ask  you  to  note  how 
the  climbing  tendrils  are 
stretching  out  into  the 
surrounding  air  in  various 
directions,  diligently 
searching  for  a  friendly 
grip  that  shall  give  them 
a  pull-up  in  life,  that  the 
plant  may  spread  out  its 
leaves  to  the  sunlight. 
You  have  only  to  touch 
one  of  these  tendrils  for 
a  few  times  at  intervals  to  make  it  curve 
in  the  direction  from  which  it  was  touched. 
Thus  the  young  climbing  plant  springs  up 
and  develops  its  stem  and  leaves,  just  as  oil 
honest  plants  should  do ;  but,  later,  it  reveals 
the  worst  side  of  its  character,  for  it  then 
sends  out  its  tendrils,  which  embrace  the 
stems  and  leaves  of  neighbour  plants  ;  and 
then  over  these  stronger  plants  it  scrambles 
at  a  reckless  pace,  spreading  out  its  leaves 
and  holding  up  its  flowers  to  the  fertilizing 
insects — of  course,  much  to  the  disadvantage 
of  those  plants  which  are  gathered  within  its 
coils.     Thus,    by   means   of  these   sensitive 


Fic;.  .8  -  -A  youn^  plant  of  the  common  bryony  send- 
ing out  its  %ei^sitive  tendrils  in  search  of  a  friendly 
grip  that  will  give  the  plant  a  pull-up  in  life. 


tendrils  it  can,  in  the  course  of  the  summer, 
readily  reach  the  hedgerow-top  with  its  weak 
stem  and  small  stock  of  material ;  whereas  its 
woody  host  has  taken  several  years  to  get  its 
leaves  and  flowers  so  high  in  the  world. 
Most  climbing  plants  present  similar  interest- 
ing aspects  of  sensibility. 

Finally,  1  will  take  an  example  of  sensitive- 
ness in  a  flower.  In  the  common  barberry 
the  stamens,  or  pollen  producing  organs,  are 
extremely  sensitive;  in  fact,  they  probably 
present  the  best  example  of  active  sensibility 
amongst  British  plants.  You  have  but  to 
touch  the  base  of  these  stamens  to  make 
them  spring  instantly  forward,  towards  the 
side  of  the  ovary,  or  cen- 
tral part  of  the  flower, 
which  they  press  against 
with  considerable  pres- 
sure. If  my  reader  will 
look  carefully  at  the  cen- 
tral parts  of  the  flowers 
shown  in  Fig.  9,  the  light- 
coloured  stamens  will  be 
seen  opened  out  and 
pressed  back  against  the 
petals;  but  if  Fig.  10  is 
carefully  observed,  the 
flowers  there  will  be  seen 
to  be  very  difterent ;  their 
stamens  have  all  closed 
towards  the  central  ovary, 
and  this  is  simply  owing 
to  the  fact  that  I  had 
touched  the  base  of  the 
stamens  with  the  point  of 
a  pin— an  interesting  ex- 
periment that  my  reader 
may  try  at  any  time  when 
the  barberry  is  in  flower. 
Cultivated  species  of 
shrubs  (such  as  that 
illustrated),  and  the 
common  British  species, 
show  alike  this  interest- 
ing feature  of  sensitiveness. 

It  remains  now  to  discover  what  ad  van 
tages  the  barberry  derives  from  its  sensitive 
stamens.  With  this  purpose  in  view,  I  pro 
ceeded  one  afternoon  to  investigate.  Almost 
every  flower  that  I  examined  contained  one 
or  more  small  black  beetles,  each  about  half 
the  size  of  a  wheat  grain ;  there  were  thou- 
sands of  them  at  work  amongst  the  flowers, 
all  as  busy  as  it  was  possible  to  be.  They 
were  rifling  the  nectar  of  the  twelve  honey- 
glands  arranged  in  pairs  at  the  base  of  the  petals 
in  each  flower ;  but  not  a  single  beetle  reached 
those  hairy  glands  without  causing  some  of 
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grapE  they  are  seen  to  have —  lighi  to  ibuw  the  wurking  of  iliie  Mam^ni^  n.mrt  dearly. 


the  Stamens  to  suddenly 
spring  forward  in  the 
manner  previously  de- 
scribed. Beetles  that 
were  resting  on  the  tops, 
and  the  edges,  of  the 
ovaries  were  being  con- 
tinually thrown  into  the 
centre  of  the  flowers  by 
the  sudden  jerk  of  the 
closing  stamens  when 
touched  by  another  insect 
below,  which  had  already 
reached  the  nectar.  And 
there  the  dislodged  insect 
would  lie  on  its  back 
struggling  to  regain  its 
feet  until  its  exertions, 
together  with  the  move- 
ments of  other  agitated 
beetles,  had  brought  for- 
ward every  stamen  in  the 
flower.  Some  of  the 
beetles  were  gripped 
between  the  heads  of 
the  stamens  and  the 
side  of  the  ovary  and  held  there  until  they 
could  wriggle  out  of  the  clutch.  How 
tightly  the  stamens  can  grip  an  insect  I  have 
illustrated  in  Fig.  ii,  where  I  have  left  the 
pin  used  to  bring  the  sensitive  stamens  into 
action  within  the  grip  of  two  of  them — 
another     interesting    experiment    that    may 


Fig.  II. — How  tightly  the  stamens  grip  an  insect 

IS  here  shown,  where  two  stamens  are  holding  the 

pin  that  irritates  them. 


liked    it   or   not. 


easily  be  performed  with 
a  little  care. 

The  stamens  open  to 
shed  their  pollen  by 
means  of  a  kind  of  valve 
at  the  top,  and  with  the 
sudden  jerk  forward  the 
pollen  is  showered  out  at 
the  valve,  and  falls  in  all 
directions  amongst  the 
struggling  beetles  within 
the  flower;  and  therein 
lies  the  secret  of  the  whole 
matter.  Those  black 
beetles,  after  being  so 
roughly  treated  by  the 
stamens,  became  yellow 
beetles,  since  to  almost 
all  parts  of  their  bodies 
the  yellow  pollen  adhered. 
That  the  beetles  enjoyed 
the  nectar  there  was  no 
doubt,  but  to  get  it 
they  had  to  undergo  a 
rough  -  and  -  tumble  ex- 
perience, whether  they 
And  this  was  the  bar- 
berry's device  for  getting  its  pollen  conveyed 
to  other  blooms,  and  for  receiving  pollen 
itself  from  other  stamens  for  the  pollination 
of  its  own  ovary.  Thus  cross- pollination  is 
ensured,  and  that  means  fertile  seed  and 
the  strengthening  of  its  race. 
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A  STORY 
FOR  CHILDRIvN. 


CHAPTER   II. 

THE    MOULDIWARP. 

ND  it  was.  It  was  the  living 
image  of  the  little,  pig-like 
animal  that  was  stamped  in 
gold  above  the  chequered 
shield  on  the  cover  of  the 
white  book  in  which  they  had 
found  the  spell.  And  as  on  the  yellowy 
white  of  the  vellum  book  cover,  so  here  on 
the  thymy  grass  of  the  knoll,  it  shone 
golden.  The  children  stood  perfectly  still. 
They  were  afraid  to  move  lest  they  should 
scare  away  this  little  creature  which,  though 
golden,  was  alive  and  moved  about  at  their 
feet,  turning  a  restless  nose  to  right  and  left. 

" It  is"  said  Elfrida  again,  very  softly,  so 
as  not  to  frighten  it. 

''What?''  Edred  asked,  though  he  knew 
well  enough. 

"  Off  the  book  that  we  got  the  spell  out  of." 

"  That  was  our  crest  on  top  of  our  coat- 
of-arms,  like  on  the  old  snuff-box  that  was 
great-grandpapa's. " 

"  This  is  our  crest  come  alive,  that's  all." 

"  Well,*  said  Edred,  "  it's  very  tame.  I 
will  say  that." 

"  Well "    Elfrida   was  beginning  ;  but 

at  that  same  moment  the  mole  also,  sud- 
denly and  astonishingly,  said,  "  Weil  ?  " 

There  was  a  hushed  pause.     Then  : — 

"  Did  you  say  that  ?  "  Elfrida  whispered. 

"  No,"  said  Edred,  ''you  did." 
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"Don't  whisper,  now,"  said  the  mole; 
"  'taiu't  purty  manners,  so  I  tells  'ee." 

With  one  accord  the  two  children  came  to 
their  knees,  one  on  each  side  of  the  white 
mole. 

"  I  say  1 "  said  Edred. 

"  Now,  don't,"  said  the  mole,  pointing  its 
nose  at  him  quite  as  disdainfully  as  any 
human  being  could  have  pointed  a  finger. 
"  Don't  you  go  for  to  purtend  you  don't  know 
as  Mouldi warps  'as  got  tongues  in  dere  heads 
same's  what  you've  got." 

"But  not  to  talk  with?"  said  Elfrida, 
softly. 

"  Don't  you  tell  me,"  said  the  Mouldiwarp, 
bristling  a  little.  "  Hasn't  no  one  told  you 
e'er  a  fairy-tale  ?  All  us  beasts  has  tongues, 
and  when  we're  dere  us  uses  of  en." 

"  When  you're  where  ?  "  said  Edred,  rather 
annoyed  at  being  forced  to  believe  in  fairy- 
tales, which  he  had  never  really  liked. 

"  Why,  in  a  fairy-tale  for  sure,"  said  the 
mole.  "  Wherever  to  goodness  else  on  earth 
do  you  suppose  you  be  ?  " 

"We're  here,"  said  Edred,  kicking  the 
ground  to  make  it  feel  more  solid  and  himself 
more  sure  of  things,  "  on  Arden  Knoll." 

"  An'  ain't  that  in  a  fairy-tale  ?  "  demanded 
the  Mouldiwarp,  triumphantly.  "You  do 
talk  so  free,  you  do.  You  called  me,  and 
here  I  be.     What  d'you  want  ?  " 

"Are  you;"  said  Elfrida,  thrilling  with 
surprise  and  fear,  and  pleasure  and  hope,  and 
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wonder,  and  a  few  other  things  which,  taken 
in  the  lump,  are  usually  called  "  a  thousand 
conflicting  emotions  " — "  are  you  the  *  badge 
of  Arden's  house '  ?  '* 

"Course  I  be,"  said  the  mole — "what's 
left  of  it ;  and  never  did  I  think  he  be  called 
one  by  the  Arden  boy  and  gell  as  didn't  know 
their  own  silly  minds.  What  do  you  want, 
eh?" 

"You  might  tell  us  where  the  treasure 
is,"  said  Edred. 

"  Dat  comes  last,  greedy,"  said  the  mole. 
"  Fve  got  to  make  you  good  and  wise  first, 
and  I  see  I've  got  my  work  cut  out.  Good 
night" 

It  began  to  move  away. 

"  Oh,  don't  go,"  said  Elfrida ;  "  we  shall 
never  find  you  again.  Oh,  don't !  Oh,  this 
is  dreadful ! " 

The  mole  paused 

"  I've  got  to  let  you  find  me  again.  Don't 
upset  yourself,"  it  said,  bitterly.  "  Whfen  you 
wants  me,  come  up  on  to  the  knoll  and  say 
a  piece  of  poetry  to  call  me,  and  I'll  come," 
and  it  started  again. 

"  But  what  poetry  ?  "  Edred  asked. 

"Oh,  anything.  You  can  pick  and  choose." 

Edred  thought  of  "  The  Lays  of  Ancient 
Rome." 

"  Only  'tain't  no  good  without  you  makes  it 
up  yourselves,"  said  the  Mouldiwarp. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  two,  much  disheartened. 

"  And  course  it  must  be  askin'  me  to  kindly 
come  to  you.     Get  along  home." 

The  two  children  turned  towards  the  lights 
of  Ardenhurst  Station  in  perfect  silence.  By 
the  time  they  reached  the  house  with  the 
green  balconies  and  the  smooth,  pale,  polished 
door-knocker  they  had  decided,  as  children 
almost  always  do  in  cases  of  magic  adventure, 
that  they  had  better  not  say  anything  to  any- 
one. 

Aunt  Edith  came  home  as  they  were  wash- 
ing their  hands  and  faces.  She  brought  with 
her  presents  for  Edred's  birthday  —  nicer 
presents,  and  more  of  them,  than  he  had 
had  for  three  years. 

"  I've  got  something  for  Elfrida  too,"  said 
Aunt  Edith. 

It  was  a  book — a  red  book  with  gold 
pictures  on  back  and  cover — and  it  was 
called  "The  Amulet." 

"And  now  to  supper,"  said  Aunt  Edith. 
"  Roast  chicken.  And  gooseberry  pie.  And 
cream." 

To  the  children,  accustomed  to  the  mild 
uninterestingness  of  bread  and  milk  for 
supper,  this  seemed  the  crowning  wonder  of 
the  day.     And  what  a  day  it  had  been  ! 


And  while  they  ate  the  aunt  told  them  of 
her  day. 

"It  really  is  a  ship,"  she  said,  "and  the 
best  thing  it  brings  is  that  we  sha*n't  let 
lodgings  any  more." 

"  Hurrah  !  "  was  the  natural  response. 

"  And  we  shall  have  more  money  to  spend 
and  be  more  comfortable.  And  you  can  go 
to  a  really  nice  school.  And  where  do  you 
think  we're  going  to  live  ?  " 

"  Not,"  said  Elfrida,  in  a  whisper,  "  not  at 
the  castle?" 

"  Why,  how  did  you  guess  ?  " 

Elfrida  looked  at  Edred.  He  hastily 
swallowed  a  large  mouthful  of  chicken  to  say, 
"Auntie,  I  do  hope  you  won't  mind.  We 
went  to  Arden  to-day.  You  said  we  might 
go  this  year." 

Then  the  whole  story  came  out — yes,  quite 
all,  up  to  the  saying  of  the  spell. 

Aunt  Edith  laughed,  and  Edred  said 
quickly :  — 

"  That's  all  the  story,  auntie.  And  I  am 
Lord  Arden,  aren't  I  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  the  aunt  answered,  gravely.  "  You 
are  Lord  Arden." 

"  Oh,  ripping ! "  cried  Edred,  with  so 
joyous  a  face  that  his  aunt  put  away  a  little 
sermon  she  had  got  ready  in  the  train  on 
the  duties  of  the  English  aristocracy— that 
would  keep,  she  thought. 

"  How  would  you  like,"  asked  the  aunt, 
"  to  go  over  and  live  at  the  castle  now  ?  " 

"To-night?" 

"No,  no,"  she  laughed;  "next  week. 
You  see,  I  must  try  to  let  this  house,  and  I 
shall  be  very  busy.  Mrs.  Honeysett,  the  old 
lady  who  used  to  keep  house  for  your  great- 
uncle,  wrote  to  the  lawyers  and  asked  if  we 
would  employ  her.  I  remember  her  when 
I  was  a  little  girl ;  she  is  a  dear,  and  knows 
heaps  of  old  stories.  How  would  you  like 
to  be  there  with  her  while  I  finish  up  here 
and  get  rid  of  the  lodgers  ?  " 

So  that  was  how  it  was  arranged.  The 
aunt  stayed  at  the  bow-windowed  house  to 
arrange  the  new  furniture — for  the  house  was 
to  be  let  furnished — and  to  pack  up  the 
beautiful  old  things  that  were  real  Arden 
things,  and  the  children  went  in  the  carrier's 
cart,  with  their  clothes  and  their  toys  in  two 
black  boxes,  and  in  their  hearts  what  is  called 
"  a  world  of  joyous  anticipations." 

Mrs.  Honeysett  received  them  with  a 
pretty,  old-fashioned  curtsy,  which  melted 
into  an  embrace. 

"  You're  welcome  to  your  home,  my  lord," 
she  said,  with  an  arm  round  each  child,  "  and 
you  too,  miss,  my   dear.     Anyone   can   see 
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'THB  children:  wbnt  in  the  carrier's  cart." 


youVe  Ardens,  both  two  of  you.  There  was 
always  a  boy  and  a  girl — a  boy  and  a  girl." 
She  had  a  sweet,  patient  face,  with  large,  pale 
blue  eyes  that  twinkled  when  she  smiled, 
and  she  almost  always  smiled  when  she  looked 
at  the  children. 

The  house  was  much  bigger  than  they  had 
found  it  on  that  wonderful  first  day  when 
they  had  acted  the  part  of  burglars.  There 
was  a  door  covered  with  faded  green  baize. 
Mrs.  Honeysett  pointed  it  out  to  them  with, 
"  Don't  you  think  this  is  all :  there's  the 
other  house  beyond  "  ;  and  at  the  other  side 
of  that  door  there  was,  indeed,  the  other 
house. 

The  house  they  had  already  seen  was  neat, 
orderly,  "  bees- whacked,"  as  Mrs.  Honeysett 
said,  till  every  bit  of  furniture  shone  like  a 
mirror  or  a  fond  hope.  But  beyond  the 
baize  door  there  were  shadows,  there  was 
dust,  and  windows  draped  in  cobwebs,  before 
which  hung  curtains  tattered  and  faded. 

The  carpets  lay  in  rags  on  the  floors ;  on 
the  furniture  the  dust  lay  thick,  and  on  the 
boards  of  corridor  and  staircase ;  on  the  four- 


post  beds  in  the  bed- 
chambers the  hang- 
ings hung  dusty  and 
musty —  the  quilts 
showed  the  holes  eaten 
by  moths  and  mice. 
From  the  great 
kitchen-hearth,  where 
no  fire  had  been  this 
very  long  time,  yet 
where  still  the  ashes 
of  the  last  fire  lay  grey 
and  white,  a  chill  air 
came.  The  place 
smelt  damp  and  felt 
uncanny. 

When  they  had 
opened  every  door 
and  looked  at  every 
roomful  of  decayed 
splendour  they  went 
out  and  round.  Then 
they  saw  that  this  was 
a  wing  built  right  out 
of  the  castle — a  wing 
with  squarish  windows, 
with  carved  drip- 
stones. All  the  win- 
dows were  yellow  as 
parchment,  with  the 
inner  veil  laid  on  them  by  Time  and  the 
spider.  The  i\'y  grew  thick  round  the  windows, 
almost  hiding  some  of  them  altogether. 

"Oh!"  cried  Elfrida,  throwing  herself 
down  on  the  turf,  "  it's  too  good  to  be  true. 
I  can't  believe  it." 

"What  /can't  believe,"  said  Edred,  doing 
likewise,  "is  that  precious  mole." 

"  But  we  saw  it,"  said  Elfrida  ;  "  you  can't 
help  believing  things  when  youVe  seen  them. 
Have  you  made  up  any  poetry  to  call  the 
mole  with  ?  " 

"  I've  tried.     And  I've  done  it." 
"  Oh,  Edred,  you  arc  clever.     Do  say  it." 
Edred  slowly  said  it : — 
**  Mole,  mole, 
Come  out  of  your  hole ; 
I  know  you're  blind, 
But  /  don't  mind. " 
Elfrida  looked  eagerly  round  her.     There 
was  the  short  turf;   the  castle  walls,  ivied 
and   grey,    rose    high    above    her;    pigeons 
circled  overhead;  but  there  was  no  mole — 
not  a  hint  or  dream  or  idea  of  a  mole. 
"  Edred,"  said  his  sister. 
"Well?" 

"  Did  you  really  make  that  up?  Don't  be 
cross,  but  I  do  think  I've  heard  something 
like  it  before." 

"  I— I  adopted  it,"  said  Edred. 
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■■■■■■/:  


HEH  HKAD  IN  H  KR 
IIAKUS  AND  TMOVdllT 
TILL  HILR  FDktMKAO 
I- ILLT  AS  LARGE  AS  A. 
MAJ^CKL-WUn-lji.u" 


"Eh?"  said 
ElfridiL 

*  *  H  a  V  e  n  '  t 
you    seen    it   in 

^\     tf"        %^  books,     *  Aclop- 

^^  V  Frt^ncHr?      I 

altered  it" 

*  *  1  don't 
believe  thafll 
do.  H  o  w 
much    did   you 

alter  ?     What's  the  real  poetry  like  ?  " 

**  The  mole,  the  mole, 
He  lives  in  a  hole. 
The  mole  is  blind  ; 
/  don't  mind," 

said  Edred,  sulkily.  **  Auntie  told  me  it  the 
day  you  went  to  tea  with  Mrs.  Harrison." 

"  Tm  sure  you  ought  to  make  it  up  all 
yourself.     You  see,  the  mole  doesn't  come." 

"  There  isn't  any  mole,"  said  Edred. 

"  Let's  both  think  hard.  I'm  sure  1  could 
make  poetry — if  1  knew  how  to  begin." 

Elfrida  buried  her  head  in  her  hands  and 
thought  till  her  forehead  felt  as  large  as  a 
mangel-wurzel  and  her  blood  throbbed  in  it 
like  a  church  clock  ticking. 

"Will  this  do?"  she  said  at  last,  lifting 
her  head  from  her  hands  and  her  elbows 
from  the  grass  *;  there  were  deep  dents  and 
lines  on  her  elbows  made  by  the  grass  stalks 
she  had  leaned  on  so  long. 

"  Spit  it  out,"  said  Edred. 

Thus  encouraged,  Elfrida  said,  very  slowly 
and  carefully,  "  *  Oh,  Mouldiwarp ' — I  think  it 
would  rather  be  called  that  than  mole,  don't 
you  ? — *  Oh,  Mouldiwarp,  do  please  come  out 


and  slio^\  us  how  to  set  about  it  '—that  means 
the  treaiiure.     1  hope  it'll  underistand." 

**  That's  not  poetry/"  said  Kdred. 

**  Yt%  it  h,  if  you  say  it  right  on — 

Oh,  MouiJiwarp,  do  please  come  out 
Anti  show  us  how  to  set  fibqut 
h." 
'*  There   ought   to   be   some   more,"   said 
Edred — rather  impressed,  all  the  same. 

"There  is,"  said  Elfrida.  "Oh,  wait  a 
minute— I  shall  remember  directly.  It — 
what  1  mean  is,  how  to  find  the  treasure 
and  miike  Edred  brave  and  wise  and  kind." 
"  There  wasn't  anything  iibout  kind.  I'm 
kind  enough  if  it  comes  to  that/'  said  LpOrd 
Arden. 

"  Oh,  I  ^fiow  you  are ;  but  puetry  lias  to 
rhyme — you  know  it  has.  1  expect  poets 
often  have  to  say  what  they  don't  mean 
because  of  that." 

"  Well,  say  it  straight  through,"  said  Edred, 
and  Elfrida  said,  obediently  : — 
**  Oh,  Mouldiwarp,  do  please  come  out, 
And  show  us  how  to  set  about 
It.     What  I  mean  is  how  to  find 
The  treasure,  and  make  Edred  brave  and  wise 
and  kind. 
I'll  write  it  down  if  you've  got  a  pencil." 

Edred  produced  a  piece  of  red  chalk, 
but  he  had  no  paper,  so  Elfrida  had  to 
stretch  out  her  white  petticoat,  put  a  big 
stone  on  the  hem,  and  hold  it  out  tightly  with 
both  hands,  while  Edred  wrote  at  her  dictation. 
Then  Edred  studiously  repeated  the  lines 
again  and  again,  as  he  was  accustomed  to 
repeat  "The  Battle  of  Ivry,"  till  at  last  he 
was  able  to  stand  up  and  say  : — 

*'  Oh,  Mouldiwarp,  do  please  come  out, 
And  show  me  now  to  set  about 
It.     What  I  mean  is  how  to  find 
The  treasure,  and  make  me  brave  and  wise — — 

If  you  don't  mind,"  he  added. 

And  instantly  there  was  the  white  mole. 

"  What  do  you  want  now  ? "  it  said,  very 
crossly  indeed.     "  And  call  that  poetry  !  " 
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"  It's  the  first  I  ever  made,"  said  Elfrida 
of  the  hot  ears.  "  Perhaps  it'll  be  better 
next  time." 

"  We  want  you  to  do  what  the  spell  says," 
said  Edred. 

**  Make  you  brave  and  wise  ?  .  That  can't 
be  done  all  in  a  minute.  That's  a  long  job, 
that  is,"  said  the  mole,  viciously. 

"  Don't  be  so  cross,  dear,"  said  Elfrida ; 
"  and  if  it's  going  to  be  so  long  hadn't  you 
better  begin  ?  " 

"  I  ain't  agoin'  to  do  no  more'n  my  share," 
said  the  mole,  somewhat  softened  though, 
perhaps  by  the  "  dear."  "  You  tell  me  what 
you  want,  and  p'r'aps  I'll  do  it" 

"  I  know  what  I  want,"  said  Edred,  "  but 
I  don't  know  whether  you  can  do  it." 

"  Ha ! "  laughed  the  mole,  contemptuously. 

"  I  got  it  out  of  a  book  Elfrida  got  on  my 
birthday,"  Edred  said.  "  The  children  in  it 
went  into  the  past.  I'd  like  to  go  into  the 
past — ^and  find  that  treasure  ! " 

"Choose  your  period,"  said  the  mole, 
wearily. 

"Choose——?" 

"Your  period.  What  time  you'd  like  to 
go  back  to.  If  you  don't  choose  before  I've 
counted  ten  it's  all  off.  One,  two,  three, 
four '' 

It  counted  ten  through  a  blank  silence. 

"Nine,  ten,"  it  ended.  "Oh,  very  well, 
den,  you'll  have  to  take  your  luck,  that's  all." 

"  Bother  ! "  said  Edred.  "  I  couldn't  think 
of  anything  except  all  the  dates  of  all  the 
Kings  of  England  all  at  once." 

"  Lucky  to  know  'em,"  said  the  mole,  and 
so  plainly  not  believing  that  he  did  know 
them  that  Edred  found  himself  saying  under 
his  breath:  "William  the  First,  1066; 
William  the  Second,  1087  ;  Henry  the  First, 

HOC." 

The  mole  yawned,  which,  of  course,  was 
very  rude  of  it 

"  Don't  be  cross,  dear,"  said  Elfrida,  again  ; 
"  you  help  us  your  own  way." 

"  Now  you're  talking,"  said  the  mole, 
which,  of  course,  Elfrida  knew.  "  Well,  I'll 
tell  ee  what  Don't  you  be  nasty  to  each 
other  for  a  whole  day,  and  den " 

"  You  needn't  talk,"  said  Edred,  still  under 
his  breath. 

"Very  well,"  said  the  mole,  whose  ears 
were  sharper  than  his  eyes.     "  I  won't." 

"Oh,  don't,"  sighed  Elfrida;  ''what  is 
it  we  are  to  do  when  we've  been  nice  to  each 
other  for  a  whole  day  ?  " 

"  Well,  when  you've  done  dat,"  said  the 
mole,  "  look  for  the  door." 

"  What  door  ?  "  asked  Elfrida. 


"  The  door,"  said  the  mole. 

"  But  where  is  it  ?  "  Edred  asked. 

"In  the  house  it  be,  of  course,"  said  the 
mole.  "Where  else  to  gracious  should  it 
be?" 

And  it  ran  with  mouse-like  quickness 
across  the  grass  and  vanished  down  what 
looked  like  a  rabbit-hole. 

"Now,"  said  Elfrida,  triumphantly,  "you've 
got  to  believe  in  the  mole." 

"Yes,"  said  Edred,  "and  you've  got  to 
be  nice  to  me  for  a  whole  day,  or  it's  no  use 
my  believing." 

"  Aren't  I  generally  nice  ?  "  the  girl  pleaded, 
and  her  lips  trembled. 

"Yes,"  said  her  brother.  "Yes,  Lady 
Arden ;  and  now  I'm  going  to  be  nice,  too. 
And  where  shall  we  look  for  the  door  ?  " 

This  problem  occupied  them  till  tea-time. 
After  tea  they  decided  to  paint — with  the  new 
paint-box  and  the  beautiful  new  brushes. 
Elfrida  wanted  to  paint  Mr.  Millar's  illustra- 
tions in  "  The  Amulet,"  and  Edred  wanted  to 
paint  them,  too.  This  could  not  be,  as  you 
will  see  if  you  have  the  book.  Edred  con- 
tended that  they  were  his  paints.  Elfrida 
reminded  him  that  it  was  her  book.  The 
heated  discussion  that  followed  ended  quite 
suddenly  and  breathlessly. 

"  /  wouldn't  be  a  selfish  pig,"  said  Edred. 

"  No  more  would  I,"  said  Elfrida.  "  Oh, 
Edred,  is  this  being  nice  to  each  other  for 
twenty-four  hours  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Edred  "  Yes— well— all  right 
Never  mind.    We'll  b^in  again  to-morrow." 

But  it  is  much  more  difficult  than  you 
would  think  to  be  really  nice  to  your  brother 
or  sister  for  a  whole  day.  Three  days  passed 
before  the  two  Ardens  could  succeed  in  this 
seemingly  so  simple  thing.  The  days  were 
not  dull  ones  at  all.  There  were  beautiful 
things  in  them  that  I  wish  I  had  time  to  tell 
you  about — such  as  climbings  and  discoveries 
and  books  with  pictures,  and  a  bureau  with  a 
secret  drawer.  It  had  nothing  in  it  but  a 
farthing  and  a  bit  of  red  tape — secret  drawers 
never  have — but  it  was  a  very  nice  secret 
drawer  for  all  that 

And  at  last  a  day  came  when  each  held  its 
temper  with  a  strong  bit.  They  began  by 
being  very  polite  to  each  other,  and  presently 
it  grew  to  seem  like  a  game. 

"Let's  call  each  other  Lord  and  Lady 
Arden  all  the  time  and  pretend  that  we're  no 
relation,"  said  Elfrida.  And  really  that  helped 
tremendously.  It  is  wonderful  how  much 
more  polite  you  can  be  to  outsiders  than  you 
can  to  your  relations,  who  are,  when  all's  said 
and  done,  the  people  you  really  love. 
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As  the  time  went  on  they  grew  more  and 
more  careful.  It  was  like  building  a  house 
of  cards.  As  hour  after  hour  of  blameless 
politeness  was  added  to  the  score,  they  grew 
almost  breathlessly  anxious.  If,  after  all 
this,  some  natural  annoyance  should  spoil 
everything ! 

"  I  do  hope,"  said  Edred,  towards  tea-time, 
"  that  you  won't  go  and  do  anything  tire- 
some." 

"Oh,  dear,  I  do  hope  I  sha'n't,"  said 
Elfrida. 

And  this  was  just  like  them  both. 

After  tea  they  decided  to  read  so  as  to 
lessen  the  chances  of  failure.  They  both 
wanted  the  same  book — "  Treasure  Island  "  it 
was — and  for  a  moment  the  niceness  of  both 
hung  in  the  balance.  Then,  with  one  accord, 
each  said,  **  No — you  have  it ! "  and  the 
matter  ended  in  each  taking  a  quite  different 
book  that  it  didn't  particularly  want  to  read. 

At  bed-time  Edred  lighted  Elfrida's  candle 
for  her,  and  she  picked  up  the  matches  for 
him  when  he  dropped  them. 

"  Bless  their  hearts,"  said  Mrs.  Honeysett, 
in  the  passage. 

They  parted  with  the  heartfelt  remark, 
"We've  done  it  this  time." 

Now,  of  course,  in  the  three  days  when 
they  had  not  succeeded  in  being  nice  to  each 
other  they  had  "  looked  for  the  door,"  but  as 
the  mole  had  not  said  where  it  was,  nor  what 
kind  of  a  door,  their  search  had  not  been 
fruitful.  Most  of  the  rooms  had  several 
doors,  and  as  there  were  a  good  many  rooms 
the  doors  numbered  fifty-seven,  counting 
cupboards.  And  among  these  there  was 
none  that  seemed  worthy  to  rank  above  all 
others  as  the  door.  Many  of  the  doors  in 
the  old  part  of  the  hous6  looked  as  though 
they  might  be  the  one,  but  since  there  were 
many  no  one  could  be  sure. 

"  How  shall  we  know  ? "  Edred  asked, 
next  morning,  through  his  egg  and  toast. 

"  I  suppose  it's  like  when  people  fall  in 
love,"  said  Elfrida,  through  hers.  "  You  see 
the  door  and  you  know  at  once  that  it  is  the 
only  princess  in  the  world  for  you — I  mean 
door,  of  course,"  she  added. 

And  then,  when  breakfast  was  over,  they 
stood  up  and  looked  at  each  other. 

"  Now,"  they  said  together. 

"  We'll  look  at  every  single  door.  Perhaps 
there'll  be  magic  writing  on  the  door  come 
out  in  the  night,  like  mushrooms,"  said  the 
girl. 

"  More  likely  that  mole  was  kidding  us," 
said  the  boy. 

" Oh,  nOy^  said  the  girl ;   " and  we  must 


look  at  them  on  both  sides — every  one.  Oh, 
I  do  wonder  what's  inside  the  door,  don't 
you?" 

"  Bluebeard's  wives,  I  shouldn't  wonder," 
said  the  boy,  "  with  their  heads " 

"  If  you  don't  stop,"  said  the  girl,  putting 
her  fingers  in  her  ears,  "  I  won't  look  for  the 
door  at  all.  No ;  I  don't  mean  to  be  aggra- 
vating; but  please  don't.  You  know  I 
hate  it." 

"  Come  on,"  said  Edred  ;  "  and  don't  be  a 
duffer,  old  chap." 

The  proudest  moments  of  Elfrida's  life 
were  when  her  brother  called  her  "old 
chap." 

So  they  went  and  looked  at  all  the  fifty- 
seven  doors,  one  after  the  other,  on  the 
inside  and  on  the  outside  ;  some  were  painted 
and  some  were  grained,  some  were  carved  and 
some  were  plain,  some  had  panels  and  others 
had  none,  but  they  were  all  of  them  doors — 
just  doors  and  nothing  more.  Each  was  just 
a  door,  and  none  of  them  had  any  claim  at 
all  to  be  spoken  of  as  THE  door.  And 
when  they  had  looked  at  all  the  fifty-seven 
on  the  inside  and  on  the  outside,  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  look  again.  So  they 
looked  again,  very  carefully,  to  see  if  there 
were  any  magic  writing  that  they  hadn't 
happened  to  notice.  And  there  wasn't.  So 
then  they  began  to  tap  the  walls  to  try  and 
discover  a  door  with  a  secret  spring.  And 
that  was  no  good  either. 

"There  isn't  any  old  door,"  said  Edred. 
"  I  told  you  that  mole  was  pulling  our  leg." 

"  I'm  sure  there  is,"  said  Elfrida,  sniffing 
a  little  from  prolonged  anxiety.  "Look 
here — let's  play  it  like  the  willing  game.  Ill 
be  blindfolded,  and  you  hold  my  hand  and 
will  me  to  find  the  door." 

"  I  don't  believe  in  the  willing  game,"  said 
Edred,  disagreeably. 

"  No  more  do  I,"  said  Elfrida ;  "  but  we 
must  do  something,  you  know.  It's  no  good 
sitting  down  and  saying  there  isn't  any  door." 

"There  isn't,  all  the  same,"  said  Edred. 
"Well— come  on." 

So  Elfrida  was  blindfolded  with  her  best 
silk  scarf — the  blue  one  with  the  hem- 
stitched ends — and  Edred  took  her  hands. 
And  at  once — this  happened  in  the  library, 
where  they  had  found  the  spell — Elfrida 
began  to  walk,  in  a  steady  and  purposeful^ 
way.  She  crossed  the  hall  and  went  through 
the  door  into  the  other  house;  went  along 
its  corridor  and  up  its  dusty  stairs — up,  and 
up,  and  up 

"  We've  looked  everywhere  here,"  said 
Edred,  but  Elfrida  did  not  stop  for  that 
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"  I  know  Fm  going  straight  to  it,"  she 
said.  "  Oh,  do  try  to  believe  a  little,  or  we 
shall  never  find  anything,"  and  went  on 
along  the  corridor,  where  the  spiders  had 
draped  the  picture-frames  with  their  grey 
crape  curtains.  There  were  many  doors  in 
this  corridor,  and  Elfrida  stopped  suddenly 
at  one  of  them — a  door  just  like  the  others. 

"  This,"  she  said,  putting  her  hand  out  till 
it  rested  on  the  panel,  all  spread  out  like  a 
pink  starfish — "  this  is  the  door." 

She  felt  for  the  handle,  turned  it,  and  went 
in,  still  pulling  at  Edred's 
hand  and  with  the  blue 
scarf  still  on  her  eyes. 
Edred  followed. 

"  I  say  !  "  he  said, 
and  then  she  pulled  off 
the  scarf. 

The  door  closed  it- 
self very  softly  behind 
them. 

They  were  in  a  long 
attic  room  close  under 
the  roof — a  room  that 
they  had  certainly,  in 
all  their  explorings, 
never  found  before. 
There  were  no  windows 
— the  roof  sloped  down 
at  the  sides  almost  to 
the  floor.  There  was 
no  ceiling — old  worm- 
eaten  roof-beams  showed 
the  tiles  between — and 
old  tie-beams  crossed  it 
so  that  as  you  stared  up 
it  looked  like  a  great 
ladder  with  the  rungs 
very  far  apart.  Here 
and  there  through  the 
chinks  of  the  tiles  a 
golden  dusty  light  fil- 
tered in,  and  outside 
was  the  "  tick,  tick  "  of 
moving  pigeon  feet,  the  rustling  of  pigeon 
feathers,  the  "  cooroocoo "  of  pigeon  voices. 
The  long  room  was  almost  bare  ;  only  along 
each  side,  close  under  the  roof,  was  a  row  of 
chests,  and  no  two  chests  were  alike. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Edred.  "  Fm  good  and  wise 
now.  I  feel  it  inside  me.  So  now  weVe  got 
the  treasure.    We'll  rebuild  the  castle." 

He  got  to  tbe  nearest  chest  and  pushed  at 
the  lid,  but  Elfrida  had  to  push  too  before  he 
could  get  the  heavy  thing  up.  And  when  it 
was  up— alas!  there  was  no  treasure  in  the 
chest — only  folded  clothes. 

So  then  they  tried  the  next  chest. 


And  in  all  the  chests  there  was  no  treasure 
at  all — only  clothes.  Clothes,  and  more 
clothes  again. 

**  Well,  never  mind,"  said  Elfrida,  trying  to 
speak  comfortingly.  "  They'll  be  splendid  for 
dressing  up  in." 

"That's  all  very  well,"  said  Edred,  "but  I 
want  the  treasure." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Elfrida,  with  some  want 
of  tact,  "  perhaps  you're  not  *  good  and  wise ' 


yet. 
add. 


THIS  IS  THE   DOOR. 


Not  quite^  I  mean,"  she  hastened  to 
"Let's  take  the  things  out  and  look 
at  them.  Perhaps  the 
treasure's  in  the  pockets." 
But  it  wasn't — not  a 
bit  of  it  \  not  even  a 
threepenny-bit. 

The  clothes  in  the 
first  chest  were  full  riding 
cloaks  and  long  boots, 
short  -  waisted  dresses 
and  embroidered  scarves, 
tight  breeches  and  coats 
with  bright  buttons. 
There  were  very  inter- 
esting waistcoats  and 
odd-shaped  hats.  One, 
a  little  green  one,  looked 
as  though  it  would  fit 
Edred.  He  tried  it  on. 
And  at  the  same  minute 
Elfrida  lifted  out  a  little 
straw  bonnet  trimmed 
with  blue  ribbons. 
"Here's  one  for  me," 
she  said,  and  put  it  on. 

And  then  it  seemed  as 
though  the  cooing  and 
rustling  of  the  pigeons 
came  right  through  the 
roof  and  crowded  round 
them  in  a  sort  of  dazzle- 
ment  and  cloud  of 
pigeon  noises.  The  pigeon 
noises  came  closer  and 
closer,  and  garments  were  drawn  out  of  the 
chest  and  put  on  the  children.  They  did 
not  know  how  it  was  done ;  but  pre- 
sently there  the  two  children  stood  in 
clothing  such  as  they  had  never  worn. 
Elfrida  had  a  short-waisted  dress  of  green- 
sprigged  cotton,  with  a  long  and  skimpy 
skirt.  Her  square-toed  brown  shoes  were 
gone,  and  her  feet  wore  flimsy  sandals.  Her 
arms  were  bare,  and  a  muslin  handkerchief 
was  folded  across  her  chest.  Edred  wore 
very  white  trousers  that  came  right  up  under 
his  arms,  a  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  and 
a  sort  of  frilly  tucker  round  his  neck. 
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"  I  say  ! "  they  both  said,  when  the  pigeon 
noises  had  taken  themselves  away,  and  they 
were  face  to  face  in  the  long,  empty  room. 

"That  was  funny,"  Edred  added;  "let's 
go  down  and  show  Mrs.  Honeysett." 

The  children  ran  down  the  passage  to  the 
parlour  and  burst  open  the  door. 

There  sat  a  very  upright  old  lady  and  a 
very  upright  old  gentleman,  and  their  clothes 
were  not  the  clothes  people  wear  nowadays. 
They  were  like  the  clothes  the  children  them- 
selves had  on.  The  old  lady  was  sewing  a 
fine  white  frill ;  the  old  gentleman  was  reading 
what  looked  like  a  page  from  some  newspaper. 


"  You  will  commit  to  memory  the  whole  of 
the  one  commencing  *  Happy  the  child  whose 
youngest  years  receive  instruction  well.'  And 
you  will  be  deprived  of  pudding  with  your 
dinners,"  remarked  the  old  lady. 

"  I  say  !  "  murmured  Edred. 

"Oh,  hushr'  said  Elfrida,  as  the  old  lady 
carried  her  cambric  frills  to  the  window-seat. 

"  But  I  won't  stand  it,"  whispered  Edred. 
"I'll  tell  Aunt  Edith — and  who's  ske^  any 
how  ?  " 

He  glowered  at  the  old  lady  across  the 
speckless  carpet. 

"Oh,    don't    you    understand V    Elfrida 


HOITY-TOITV,'  SAID  THB  OLD   lADY,    VERY  SEVERELY  ;    '  WE   FORGET  OUR   MANNERS,    I  THINK.'  " 


"  Hoity-toity,"  said  the  old  lady,  very 
severely ;  "  we  forget  our  manners,  I  think. 
Make  your  curtsy,  miss." 

Elfrida  made  one  as  well  as  she  could. 

"To  teach  you  respect  for  your  elders," 
said  the  old  gentleman,  "you  had  best  get 
by  heart  one  of  Dr.  Watts's  Divine  and  Moral 
Songs.     I  leave  you  to  see  to  it,  my  lady." 

He  laid  down  the  sheet  and  went  out,  ver}' 
straight  and  dignified,  and  without  quite 
knowing  how  it  happened  the  children  found 
themselves  sitting  on  two  little  stools  in  a 
room  that  was,  and  was  not,  the  parlour  in 
which  they  had  had  that  hopeful  eggy  break- 
fast, each  holding  a  marbled  side  of  Dr. 
Watts's  Hymns. 

(To  be 


whispered   back.     "  We've   got   turned   into 
somebody  else,  and  she's  our  grandmamma." 

I  don't  know  how  it  was  that  Elfrida  saw 
this  and  Edred  didn't.  Perhaps  because  she 
was  a  girl,  perhaps  because  she  was  two 
years  older  than  he. 

"  Edred,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  hand  me  the 
paper." 

She  pointed  at  the  sheet  on  the  brightly- 
polished  table.  He  got  up  and  carried 
it  across  to  her,  and  as  he  did  so  he 
glanced  at  it  and  saw : — 

THE    TIMES. 
June    i6,    1807. 

And  then  he  knew,  as  well  as  Elfrida  did, 
exactly  where  he  was,  and  when, 
continued). 
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The  Lesson  of  a  Jet  of  Water. 

Bv  Dr.  Gustave  Le  Bon. 


N  the  neighbourhood  of  Grenoble 
there  is  a  manufactory  which 
employs  the  water  held  in  a 
reservoir  situated  some  sixteen 
hundred  feet  up  on  the  mountain. 
The  water  is  brought  to  the  manufactory  by 
a  vertical  pipe  of  this  length  and  somewhat 


less  than  an  inch  in  diameter,  the  force  of  the 
falling  jet  being  employed  to  drive  a  turbine. 
If,  now,  by  means  of  a  lateral  pipe,  the  jet 
be  allowed  to  escape,  as  shown  in  the  accom- 
panying illustration  and  diagram,  it  spurts  up 
with  such  force  into  the  air,  owing  to  the 
velocity  imparted  to  it  by  its  long  previous 


Vol.  XXXV.— 32. 


THE  JET  OF  WATER  AT  CRENOBI.K  WHICH  A  SWORD  CANNOT  CUT  THROUGH, 

Digitized  by 


.y  Google 


234 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


fall,  that  a  strong  man  armed  with  a  sword 
may  hack  at  it  until  he  is  exhausted  or 
splinters  his  weapon  into  fragments,  with 
out  making  the  shghtest  impression  upon 
it.  The  weapon  is  checked  as  effectually 
as  if  it  had  struck  against  a  bar  of  iron. 
And  yet  this  jet  of  water  which  is  so  m 
vulnerable  to  the  keen-edged  steel  is  but  of 
the  thickness  ot  a  man's  thumb  The  speed 
at  which  the  jet  moves,  moreover,  is,  relatively 
speaking,  by  no  means  great ,  it  does  not 
much  exceed  one  hundred  yards  a  second — 
that  is  to  say,  about  the  tenth  of  the  speed 
of  a  cannon  ball. 

If  it  were  possible  to  impart  to  a  sheet  of 
water  an  inch  in  thick- 
ness sufficient  velo 
city,  the  most  power- 
ful bomb-shells  would 
be  immediately 
stopped  in  their  flight 
when  they  came  into 
contact  with  it ;  it 
would  offer  the  same 
resistance  as  the 
steel  armour  of  the 
most  modern  battle 
ship! 

'r his  striking 
example  of  the  jet  of 
water  illustrates  one 
of  the  most  important 
theories  of  modern 
science,  t.e.^  that 
hardness  and  rigidity 
of  matter  are  a  result 
of  the  speed  with 
which  its  particles  are 
in  motion. 

To  the  scientifi- 
cally-trained intellect 
of  the  savant,  the 
theory,  now  almost  universally  held,  that 
all  matter,  whether  in  the  form  of  a  rock, 
a  block  of  steel,  a  diamond,  or  a  drop  of 
water,  consists  in  its  ultimate  analysis  of 
inconceivably  minute  particles  of  ether,  each 
rotating  in  its  allotted  sphere  with  incon- 
ceivable velocity,  presents  no  insurmountable 
difficu'ty.  The  atoms  of  which  all  matter 
is  composed  are,  in  fact,  miniature  solar 
systems.  Each  atom,  on  this  hypothesis,  is 
composed  of  a  certain  number  of  particles 
charged  with  positive  electricity,  round 
which  there  gravitate,  as  the  planets  do 
round  the  sun,  at  least  a  thousand  other 
particles  charged  with  negative  electricity. 
It  is  to  this  fact — namely,  that  it  is  com- 
posed of  particles  endowed  with  a  rotating 


DIAGRAM  SHOWING  THE   ARRA 
WHICH   THE 


movement  of  enormous  velocity  —  that 
matter  is  now  held  to  be  indebted  for  its 
stability  and  its  very  existence  as  matter  at 
all.  Were  the  movement  of  its  rotating 
particles  to  stop,  matter  would  at  once 
vanish  and  transform  itself  into  invisible 
ethereal  dust.  As  everybody  is  aware,  the 
bicycle  in  motion  and  the  top  rotating  on  its 
point  are  both  indebted  for  their  stability  to  a 
similar  movement.  Stop  the  movement,  and 
at  once  bicycle  and  top  fall  to  the  ground. 
Delicate  laboratory  experiments,  the  details 
of  which  it  would  be  out  of  place  to  give 
here,  all  point  to  and  seem  actually  to 
demonstrate  these  conclusions  beyond  any 
reasonable  doubt. 

That  the  relative 
rigidity  of  the  rock 
and  the  hardness  of 
the  diamond  are  due 
to  the  different  speeds 
at  which  their  infini- 
tesimal particles  are 
revolving,  under  the 
influence  of  natural 
forces  at  present  be- 
yond our  comprehen- 
sion, may,  in  fact,  be 
considered  proved. 
If  by  any  means  we 
can  endow  with  suf- 
ficient velocity  liquid 
or  even  gaseous 
molecules,  they 
acquire  a  rigidity  and 
a  great  force  of  pro- 
jection. In  the  case 
of  liquid  the  jet  of 
water  has  well  de- 
monstrated this. 

So  far  as  the  rigi- 
dity of  rapidly-moving 
gaseous  particles  is  concerned,  it  is  somewhat 
more  difficult  to  give  an  experimental  demon- 
stration, the  velocity  necessary  to  transform 
so  attenuated  a  form  of  matter  into  what  is, 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  solid  being 
tremendous.  There  are,  however,  several 
well-known  instances  of  this  transformation. 
Numerous  observations,  for  example,  lead  us 
to  suppose  that  when  a  sheet  of  steel  is 
traversed  by  the  bullet  from  a  modern  rifle, 
travelling  at  the  rate  of  eight  hundred  yards 
or  so  a  second,  the  steel  is  pierced  not  in 
reality  by  the  bullet,  but  by  the  particles  of 
air  which  the  bullet  drives  before  it.  The 
bullet,  in  fact,  would  appear  to  traverse  the 
steel  without  actually  coming  into  direct  con- 
tact with  it  at  all. 
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It  has  even  been  maintained— though  it 
must  be  admitted  that  here  the  observations 
made  are  somewhat  lacking  in  precision — 
that  a  smooth  disc,  if  it  could  be  made  to 
revolve  with  sufficient  rapidity,  might  cut 
through  a  block  of  iron  without  touching  it. 
The  iron  here,  again,  would  be  cut,  not  by 
the  disc  itself,  but  by  the  particles  of  air 
carried  round  by  the  edge  of  the  rotating 
disc  at  a  sufficient  velocity  to  render  them 
rigid.  Considerations  such  as  these  may 
enable  us  to  comprehend  how  velocity  may 
produce  rigidity.  It  matters  little  whether 
the  velocity  imparted  to  a  body  throws  it 
forward  in  a  straight  line  or  whether  it  causes 
it  to  rotate  rapidly  on  its  own  axis ;  in  each 
case  the  result,  for  all  practical  purposes,  is 
identical. 

A  rotating  body  possesses,  by  the  very  fact 
of  its  speed,  an  energy  proportional  to  that 
speed.  It  is  consequently  an  immense  reser- 
voir of  energy.  When  we  know  the  mass  of 
any  body  and  its  velocity  we  can  very  easily 
calculate  how  much  energy  it  possesses, 
experience  having  proved  that  such  energy 
is  equal  to  half  the  product  of  the  mass  and 
the  square  of  the  speed. 

If  it  were  possible — as  it  may  be  some 
day — to  entirely  dissociate  the  particles  of 
matter,  the  amount  of  energy  we  should  then 
have  at  our  disposal  would  be  incalculable. 
The  energy,  for  instance,  contained  in  a 
small  piece  of  bronze  no  larger  than  half  a 
farthing  would  represent  about  seven  thou- 
sand million  horse-power — that  is  to  say, 
sufficient  force  to  drive  an  immense  goods 
train  four  times  round  the  circumference  of 
the  globe.  To  obtain  a  similar  result  from 
the  combustion  of  coal  we  should  have  to 
expend  something  like  three  thousand  pounds. 
We  may  thus  consider  that  three  thousand 
pounds  represents  the  commercial  value  of 
the  energy  contained  in  half  a  farthing. 


Unfortunately,  we  at  present  are  only  able 
to  dissociate  completely  quite  infinitesimal 
portions  of  matter — a  few  thousandth  parts 
of  a  milligram  at  the  outside.  There  are 
indications,  however,  that  the  day  is  now  not 
very  remote  when  some  means  may  be  dis- 
covered to  easily  dissociate  appreciable 
quantities  of  matter.  When  that  day  does 
come  we  shall  be  able  to  draw  upon  a  source 
of  energy  immeasurably  superior  to  that 
which  we  now  obtain  by  the  laborious  extrac- 
tion of  coal  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Need  I  add  that  the  change  such  a  state  of 
things  may  produce  in  the  conditions  of 
human  existence  is  likely  to  be  more  radical 
than  any  we  can  even  imagine  at  present  ? 

All  the  great  natural  forces,  notably 
electricity  and  solar  heat,  result  from  the 
liberation  of  intra-atomic  energy.  The  pro- 
vision of  such  energy,  doubtless,  is  immense, 
but,  however  immense  it  may  be,  it  cannot 
last  indefinitely.  Slowly  but  surely,  in  liberat- 
ing its  energy  in  the  form  of  heat  and 
electricity,  matter  necessarily  ages.  In  the 
incandescent  stars,  such  as  our  sun,  the 
quantity  of  energy  is  naturally  far  greater  than 
in  those  globes  in  which  the  cooling  process 
has  proceeded  farther,  such  as  the  earth. 

A  consequence  of  this  expenditure  of 
intra-atomic  energy  is  a  diminution  in  the 
velocity  with  which  the  elements  of  the 
atoms  rotate.  Let  such  velocity  be  reduced 
below  a  certain  point,  the  atoms  would  lose 
all  their  stability,  in  which  case  there  must 
ensue  a  veritable  explosion,  thus  putting  a 
final  term  to  a  more  or  less  prolonged  period 
of  old  age. 

It  may  be  that  the  temporary  stars  which 
from  time  to  time  we  see  appear  and  dis- 
appear in  the  firmament  are  the  products  of 
the  sudden  explosion  of  worlds,  the  substance 
of  which  has  reached  a  limit  of  age  which 
they  cannot  pass  without  perishing. 
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MUSICAL  MICE. 

HE  R  E  is  a  photo- 
graph of  a 
mouse's  nesl  which 
was  found  beneath 
the  keylx>ard  of  my 
piano  when  the  keys  ;| 
were  removed  for 
renovation.  The  nest 
was  composed  of 
pieces  of  fell,  lace 
curtain,  etc.,  and 
several  young  mice 
were  found  in  it. 
The  piano  had  been 
in  constant  use, 
which  had  not  appa- 
rently disturbed  the 
mice  at  all.  The 
photograph  was 
taken  by  Mr.  Jack- 
son.—Mr.  T.  F.  Charlton,  13,  While  Street,  Coventry. 

A  SEAMONSTER  WHICH  FRIGHTENED  THE 
DIVERS. 

THE  accompanying  photograph  does  not  represent 
the  sea-serpent  or  a  fossil  creature,  as  might  at 
first  be  supposed.     It  was,  however,  procured  l>enealh 


motion  of  the  waves 
and  the  refractive 
power  of  the  water 
caused  the  coral  to 
appear  to  sway  slowly 
back  and  forth,  and  it 
was  with  difficulty 
that  a  diving  boy 
could  be  induced  to 
go  down  for  it. 
Among  many  thou- 
sands of  specimens 
seen  and  collected 
by  the  writer  no 
other  has  ever  been 
met  with  which  re- 
sembled a  creature's 
head  in  so  striking  a 
manner. — Mr.  A.  ll. 
Verrill,  New  Haven, 
Conn.,  U.S.A. 


t 

the  surface  of  llie  sea  in  alK)ut  three  fathoms  of  water 
at  the  Island  of  Dominica,  B.W.I.  It  is  in  reality  a 
branch  of  the  common  West  Indian  madrepore  coral, 
which  by  a  freak  of  Nature  has  assumed  the  form  of 
an  animal's  head,  closely  resembling  the  accepted 
appearance  of  the  sea-serpent — crest,  open  jaws,  and 
eyes  complete.  Remarkable  as  is  the  reseml)lance  in 
the  photograph,  the  coral  when  seen  in  its  native  state, 
projecting  from  a  rock  at  the  iKHlom  of  the  sea,  pre- 
sented an  even  more  surprising  aspect.     The  slight 


THE  MARVELLOUS   LIFTING  POWER  OF    FUNGL 

THESE  photos,  show  the  power  of  fungi  in  raisine 
bricks  from  a  stable  floor  which  had  been  laid 
on  a  level  bed  of  mortar.  The  pictures  are  taken  from 
east  and  west  respectively.  In  the  first  photograph  it 
will  be  seen  that  a  second  brick  is  being  similarly 
raised.  The  second  one  was  taken  about  two  or  three 
days  after,  showing  the  fungus  in  full  bloom.  The 
coachman,  who  noticed  the  first  brick  gradually 
rising  from  the  surrounding  bricks,  was  much  puzzled, 
as  it  was  quite  contrary  to  the  common  experience  of 
seeing  bricks  sinking  from  their  original  level  owing 
to  a  subsidence  of  the  soil.  On  raising  the  brick  he 
discovered  the  cause.  —  The  Rev.  W.  E.  Tourtel, 
Holt,  R.S.O.,  Norfolk. 
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A    DOWNWARD    PORTRAIT. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  I  took  last  summer. 
If  you  think  it  funny  enough  to  be  inserted 
I  should  be  happy  to  see  it  appear  in  your 
magazine.  The  picture  explains  itself. — Mr.  Alfred 
Ravin,  31,  Rue  Cler,   Paris. 


T 


WOOD  V.  IRON. 
HE  key  shown  eml)edded  in  this  piece  of  wood 
was  hung  by   a 


THE   DISORDER  OF  THE    BATH. 

THE  following  photograph  illustrates  a  most 
remarkable  accident  which  happened  to  a 
bath,  which  parted  suddenly  with  a  loud  re|X)rt  as 
the  hot  water  was  flowing  in.  Luckily  no  one  was 
in  the  bath  at  the  time,  but  your  readers  will  easily 
imagine  the  mess  caused  as  the  water  found  its  way  all 


over  the  floor  and  through  the  ceiling  of  the  nx>m 
below.  Although  the  bath  was  a  new  one,  it  had  been 
used  for  several  weeks  without  showing  an^ign  of  a 
flaw. — Mr.  G.  H.  Heapy,  3J  Madeley  Street,  Derby. 


STOPPING  THE  DANUBE. 
'"T^lIE  next  photograph  represents  the  source  of  the 
1_  Danube,  which  has  its  origin  in  the  Black 
Forest.  The  man  in  the  centre  is  putting  his  finger 
over  the  pipe  which  carries  the  water  into  the  basin, 
thus  actually  stopping  the  source  of  the  Danube. — 
Mr.  R.  Francklyn,  7,  Avenue  des  Alpes,  Lausanne, 
Switzerland. 


relative  of  mine  on  the 
twig  of  an  apple-tree 
about  twenty-one  years 
ago,  in  an  orchard  in 
the  County  of  Sussex. 
One  night  when  he 
wanted  it  he  went  to 
the  tree,  but  could 
not  find  it,  and  al)out 
sixteen  years  after 
that,  when  he  was  cut- 
ting dead  wood  out  of 
the  same  apple  -  tree, 
he  came  across  his 
key  with  the  handle 
quite  overgrown  with 
wood.  The  photo- 
graph was  taken  by 
Mr.  J.  Wheeler.— Mr. 
G.  Duffin,  162,  New 
Street,  Horsham, 
Sussex. 
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LOST    AND    FOUND. 

ABOUT   two  years  ago  Mr.   Geo.    Ilalherley,  of 
Penn  street,   Oakham,   missed  the   ornament 
shown  in  the  photograph,     lie  thought  it  probable     ' 
that  one  of  his  children  had   been  playing  with  it 
and  lost  it.     However,  it  was  not  forthcoming,  and 
he  forgot  all  about  it  after  a  time.     While  dij^ing 
potatoes  last  year  he  suddenly  came  across  it  grasp- 
ing the  potato,  as  in  the  photograph.     Showing  it 
to  one  of  the  masters,  he  was  persuaded  to  ask  me 
to  take  a  photograph  of  it  and  send  it   to  you. — 
Mr.  J.  H.  Jerwoode,  School  House,  Oakham. 

AN    ABNORMAL    LOBSTERS    CLAW. 

THIS  curious  claw  belonged  to  a  lobster  which 
came  up  to  Gow's  well-known  shop  in  Broad 
Street  in  the  usual  way  of  business.  It  was  rescued, 
however,  as  being  a  most  remarkable  specimen. 
There  is  nn  outgrowth  representing  a  pair  of  nip- 


forward — /.<r.,  away  from  the  hand.  The  reverse 
action  happens,  however  ;  the  cycle  moves  backwards 
and  the  pedal  forwards,  in  the  opposite  direction  to 
which  it  is  l)eing  pulled.  Tl:e  explanation  is  that 
the  whole  machine  is  being  pulled  l)ackwards  and  the 
rear  wheel  drives  the  pedals,  instead  of  being  driven 
by  them,  as  in  riding.  — Mr.  Oliver  Hensley,  123, 
Edwards  Koad,  Erdington,  Birmingham. 

THE  CONJURER  AND  THE  CAMERA. 

TH  K  interest  in  this  photograph  of  a  conjurer  is  that 
it  reveals  the  secret  of  his  trick  in  producing  two 
guinea-pigs  from  one.  His  method  of  procedure  is 
to  first  place  a  pig  upon  the  table,  covering  it  with 
his  hat ;  he  then  lifts  it  to  show  there  is  only  one 
guinea-pig  there,  and  before  replacing  the  hat  he 
removes  the  pig  from  the  table  and  places  it  on  the 
grass.  On  returning  the  hat  to  the  table  he  explains 
that  by  taking  one  little  hair  from  the  pig  on  the 
grass,  an.i  placing  it  on  the  top  of  the  hat  and  making 
a  pass  with  his  wand,  he  is  able  to  produce  the  second 


pers  on  the  little  joint  which   works  against  the  bij^' 
one,  but  no  trace  of  an  extra   hini^c  is  appartRL- 
Mr.    Hugh     Main,    Aim  ndalc,    BnckiTtEhii.11.1    \<.\m\, 
S.   Woodford,   N.E. 

AN    INTERESTING    EXPERIMENT 

THE  sketch  reprcxluced 
here  illustrates  an  interest- 
ing experiment  which  can  be 
tried  with  any  bicycle.  The 
cycle  is  placed  on  the  ground 
with  the  pedals  in  the  position 
shown,  with  a  cord  attached  to 
the  lower  pedal.  If  the  cord 
be  pulled  from  the  rear  of  the 
cycle,  one  would  naturally 
expect  to  see  the  machine  go 


pig,  which  lie  does  upon  lifting  the  hat.  The  ex- 
planation is  that,  when  lifting  the  hat  to  show  there 
IS  only  one  pig  underneath,  the  action  lieing  a  natural 
and  momentary  one,  it  is  not  noticed  by  the  spec- 
tators that  the  operator  brings  the  hat  to  the  corner  of 
iiiscoal,  which  the  photograph  shows  him  in  the  act  of 
doing.  I  here  he  has  another  pig  concealed,  which 
he  easily  grasps  from  the  outside  of  his  hat,  it  being  a 
soft    one,  so    that  when  he   apparently  returns   the 

empty  hat  to  the 
table  he  really  has 
the  second  pig  inside 
it.  It  was  not  until 
I  had  developed  the 
plate  that  I  realized 
that  the  camera  had 
revealed  the  secret 
of  the  trick.-  Mr. 
J.  E.  Willis. 
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no  knowledge  of  our 
lan^^uage,  evidently 
thought  it  policy  to 
write  the  fullest  ad- 
dress possible,  with 
the  result  that  the 
complimentary  end- 
ing appears  as  the 
name  and  m^^  friend's 
name  as  part  of  the 
address,  the  whole 
finishing  with  E.  G. 
instead  of  E.  C  — 
Mr.  B.  R.  Rogers, 
112,  Craven  Park 
Road  ,  Ilarl  es- 
den,  N.W. 


AN  OPTICAL  ILLUSION. 

ON  first  glancing  at  this  drawing  it  would  appear 
that  the  distance  between  X  and  Y  is  greater 
than  that  between  M  and  N.  However,  if  both 
distances  are  measured,  it  will  be  found  that  they  are 
equal,  each  l)eing  one-third  of  an  inch  in  width. — 
Mr.  Ivan  A.  Edwardcs  Evans,  Kingway  Vicarage, 
Altrincham,  Cheshire. 
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WHERE  THE  CHAMPION  DIAMOND  WAS  FOUND. 

IN  April,  1905,  I   was  travelling  in  South  Africa 
and    visited     the     Premier 
Diamond    Mines.      It   was    not 
long  after  the  Cullinan  diamond,     1 
which  was  presented  to  the  King     I 
recently,    was    found,   and    the 
exact   spot    was   pointed  out  to 
me  ;    I  also  saw  Mr.   Cullinan, 
and  was  told  that  he  was  paid 
two    thousand    pounds    for    his     | 
magnificent    find.      1  he    actual     1 
spot    where    the    diamond    was 
found  is  shown  on  the  photograph 
by  means  of  a  cn)ss.  —  Miss  Kerr, 
6,  Liverpool  Road,  Ealing,  W. 

"MONSIEUR    YOURS   TRULY." 

IS  EN  I)  you  an  envelope  the  , 
address  on  which  is  rather 
curious.  The  envelope  was  re- 
ceived by  a  friend  of  mine  who 
had  a  sl^ht  business  connection 
with  a  Frenchman  who,  having     '     — 


A    BUTTON-HOLE    CUTTING. 

I  BEG  to  send  you  a  photograph  of  a  rose 
(William  Allan  Richardson)  wliich  was  worn  iis 
a  buttonhole  last  June.  After  the  bloom  had  died 
and  was  thrown  away  the  remaining  stalk  was  care- 
lessly stuck  into  a  flower-pot,  and  at  the  end  of 
Oclol)er  it  had  struck  and  again  bloomed,  measur- 
ing two  and  a  half  inches  across.  This  I  pholo- 
jzraphed  on  Octol>er  31st.— Mr.  Cecil  Walter,  89, 
Brock  ley  (irove,  Croft  on  Park. 
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ANOTHER  INGENIOUS  CHESS  PROBLEM. 

THE  above  problem  consists  in  placing  four 
queens  and  a  castle  so  that  they  command 
every  square  on  the  board.  It  is  an  improvement  by 
Mr.  Black burne,  the  British  Chess  ('hampion,  on  a 
problem  by  Mr.  Sam  Loyd,  who  used  five  queens  for 
the  same  purpose.  The  Solution  will  appear  in  our 
next  number. 

WHO    OWNS    THIS    SIXPENCE? 

ABOUT  three  months  ago  I  received  for  a  tip 
this  sixpence  which  I  send  you.  You  will 
notice  that  a  small  pearl  has 
been  inset  by  a  clever  jewel- 
ler. It  is  my  firm  l^elief  that 
the  owner  of  the  coin  gave  it 
to  me  by  mistake,  as  it  very 
probal)ly  is  a  keepsake  of 
some  sort.  If  you  care  to 
publish  a  photograph  of  it 
I  shall  be  glad  to  restore  the 
coin  to  the  owner  if  lie  or 
she  cares  to  have  it  back. 
Perhaps  the  owner  may  turn  out  to  be  one  of  your 
readers  ?~Mr.  Frederick  Marten,  Jan.,  15,  Shap 
Street,  Pearson  Street,  Kingsland  Road,  N.  E. 


A    WOODEN    WATCH. 
two  photographs,   one 
the  other  of  the  back    of  a  watch   made  1)V  a 


T    SEND  you  two  photographs,   one  of  the  front, 


Russian  peasant,  entirely  of  wood,  including  the 
works,  chain,  case,  etc.  When  given  to  me  it  used 
to  keep  fairly  good  time.  The  photograph  was  taken 
by  Mr.  Horace  Mew,  of  Shanklin,  I.W. — Mr.  C. 
Binns,  Thorncliff,  Sandown,  I.W. 


The  Mamaoer 

Gnp-8up. 
Dear  Sir 

I  was  comming  yesterday  from  Mu» 
ssoorie.  I  holt  at  half  way  dak  bunga- 
low for  my  afternoon  tea  as  time  was 
4  p.  m.  I  saw  there  six  european  lads 
runs  from  the  z%%  18  to  23  years.  They 
had  a  party  and  all  of  them  were  dti. 
nking  ginger  ale  &  lemonades,  and 
ofcourse  they  are  eating  like  curry  & 
<rice  from  soup  plates  there  ware  two 
plates  like  that  and  to  my  great  surp- 
riced  what  I  saw  is  that  they  are 
eating  like  dhan  dar.  Nothig  but  con- 
versation lozenges.  At  once  is  struck 
me  why  should  I  not  give  in  Gup^up, 
I  therefore  sujest  as  follows,  that  in 
your  tit-bit  of  India  kindly  put  this 
gtiesfion  in  engliak,  as  answer  must 
get  in  english  &  to  the  right  man,  I 
will  give  revord  of  rupees  7-8  ofcourse 
this  can  be  given  to  only  one  man  & 
not  to  every  one/as  usal  lotry  system, 
if  you  agree  to  me  kindly  write  me 
at  the  following  adiess  I  will  send 
you  by  M.  0.  Rs  7-8  from  before  hand. 

Yourse  faithfully. 


MORE  ENGLISH  AS  SHE  IS  WROTE. 

I  ENCLOSE  another  sample  of  English  as  she  is 
murdered.  I  came  across  this  funnily- worded 
letter  in  an  Indian  vernacular  journal.  The  word 
*'Gup-Sup"in  Hindustani  is  equivalent  to  "gossip" 
in  English. —Mr.  C.  H.  Brooks,  Sea  View,  (Queen's 
Road.  Kurrachee,  India. 
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was  the  fourth  day   of  the   siege. 

Ammunition  and  provisions  were 
both  Hearing  an  end.  When  the  Boxer  in- 
surrection had  suddenly  flamed  up,  and 
roared,  like  a  fire  in  dry  grass,  across 
Northern  China,  the  few  scattered  Euro- 
peans in  the  outlying  provinces  had  huddled 
together  at  the  nearest  defensible  post  and 
had  held  on  for  dear  life  until  rescue  came 
— or  until  it  did  not.  In  the  latter  case,  the 
less  said  about  their  fate  the  better.  In 
the  former,  they  came  back  into  the  world  of 
men  with  that  upon  their  faces  which  told 
that  they  had  looked  very  closely  upon  such 
an  end  as  would  ever  haunt  their  dreams. 

Ichau  was  only  fifty  miles  from  the  coast, 
and  there  was  a  European  squadron  in  the 
Gulf  of  Liantong.  Therefore  the  absurd 
little  garrison,  consisting  of  native  Christians 
and  railway  men,  with  a  German  officer  to 
command  them  and  five  civilian  Europeans 
to  support  him,  held  on  bravely  with  the 
conviction  that  help  must  soon  come  sweeping 
down  to  them  from  the  low  hills  to  eastward. 
The  sea  was  visible  from  those  hills,  and  on 
the  sea  were  their  armed  countrymen.  Surely, 
then,  they  could  not  feel  deserted .  With  brave 
hearts  they  manned  the  loopholes  in  the 
crumbling  brick  walls  outlining  the  tiny 
European  quarter,  and  they  fired  away 
briskly,  if  ineffectively,  at  the  rapidly 
advancing  sangars  of  the  Boxers.  It  was 
certain  that  in  another  day  or  so  they  would 
be  at  the  end  of  their  resources,  but  then 
it  was  equally  certain  that  in  another  day  or 
so  they  must  be  relieved.  It  might  be  a 
little  sooner  or  it  might  be  a  little  later,  but 
there  was  no  one  who  ever  ventured  to  hint 
that  the  relief  would  not  arrive  in  time  to 
pluck  them  out  of  the  fire.  Up  to  Tuesday 
night  there  was  no  word  of  discouragement. 
It  is  true  that   on   the  Wednesday  their 
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robust  faith  in  what  was  going  forward  behind 
those  eastern  hills  had  weakened  a  little. 
The  grey  slopes  lay  bare  and  unresponsive 
while  the  deadly  sangars  pushed  ever  nearer, 
so  near  that  the  dreadful  faces  which  shrieked 
imprecations  at  them  from  time  to  time  over 
the  top  could  be  seen  in  every  hideous  feature. 
There  was  not  so  much  of  that  now  since 
young  Ainslie,  of  the  Diplomatic  service,  with 
his  neat  little  3*3  sporting  rifle,  had  settled 
down  in  the  squat  church  tower,  and  had 
devoted  his  days  to  abating  the  nuisance. 
But  a  silent  sangar  is  an  even  more  impressive 
thing  than  a  clamorous  one,  and  steadily, 
irresistibly,  inevitably,  the  lines  of  brick  and 
rubble  drew  closer.  Soon  they  would  be  so 
near  that  one  rush  would  assuredly  carry  the 
frantic  swordsmen  over  the  frail  entrench- 
ment. It  all  seemed  very  black  upon  the 
Wednesday  evening.  Colonel  Dresler,  the 
German  ex-infantry  soldier,  went  about  with 
imperturbable  face,  but  a  heart  of  lead. 


Ralston,  of  the  railway,  was  up  half  the  night 
writing  farewell  letters.  Professor  Mercer, 
the  old  entomologist,  was  even  more  silent 
and  grimly  thoughtful  than  ever.  Ainslie  had 
lost  some  of  his  flippancy.  On  the  whole, 
the  ladies — Miss  Sinclair,  the  nurse  of  the 
Scotch  Mission,  Mrs.  Patterson,  and  her 
pretty  daughter  Jessie,  were  the  most  com- 
posed of  the  party.  Father  Pierre,  of  the 
French  Mission,  was  also  unaffected,  as  was 
natural  to  one  who  regarded  martyrdom 
as  a  glorious  crown.  The  Boxers  yelling 
for  his  blood  beyond  the  walls  disturbed  him 
less  than  his  forced  association  with  the 
sturdy  Scotch  Presbyterian  presence  of 
Mr.  Patterson,  with  whom  for  ten  years  he 
had  wrangled  over  the  souls  of  the  natives. 
They  passed  each  other  now  in  the  corridors 
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as  dog  passes  cat,  and  each  kept  a  watchful 
eye  upon  the  other  lest  even  in  the  trenches 
he  might  filch  some  sheep  from  the  rival 
fold,  whispering  heresy  in  his  ear. 

But  the  Wednesday  night  passed  without 
a  crisis,  and  on  the  Thursday  all  was  bright 
once  more.  It  was  Ainslie  up  in  the  clock 
tower  who  had  first  heard  the  distant  thud 
of  a  gun.  Then  Dresler  heard  it,  and  within 
half  an  hour  it  was  audible  to  all — that  strong 
iron  voice,  calling  to  them  from  afar  and 
bidding  them  to  be  of  good  cheer,  since  help 
was  coming.  It  was  clear  that  the  landing 
party  from  the  squadron  was  well  on  its  way. 
It  would  not  arrive  an  hour  too  soon.  The 
cartridges  were  nearly  finished.  Their  half- 
rations  of  food  would  soon  dwindle  to  an 
even  more  pitiful  supply.  But  what  need  to 
worry  about  that  now  that  relief  was  assured  ? 
There  would  be  no  attack  that  day,  as  most 
of  the  Boxers  could  be  seen  streaming  off  in 
the  direction  of  the  distant  firing,  and  the 
long  lines  of  sangars  w^ere  silent  and  deserted. 
They  were  all  able,  therefore,  to  assemble  at 
the  lunch-table,  a  merry,  talkative  party,  full 
of  that  joy  of  living  which  sparkles  most 
brightly  under  the  imminent  shadow  of  death. 

"  The  pot  of  caviare ! "  cried  Ainslie. 
"  Come  on.  Professor,  out  with  the  pot  of 
caviare ! " 

"  Potz-tausend  !  yes,"  grunted  old  Dresler. 
"  It  is  certainly  time  that  we  had  that  famous 
pot.'' 

The  ladies  joined  in,  and  from  all  parts  of 
the  long,  ill-furnished  table  there  came  the 
demand  for  caviare. 

It  was  a  strange  time  to  ask  for  such  a 
delicacy,  but  the  reason  is  soon  told. 
Professor  Mercer,  the  old  Californian  ento- 
mologist, had  received  a  jar  of  caviare  in  a 
hamper  of  goods  from  San  Francisco,  arriving 
a  day  or  two  before  the  outbreak.  In  the 
general  pooling  and  distribution  of  provisions 
this  one  dainty  and  three  bottles  of  Lachryma 
Christi  from  the  same  hamper  had  been 
excepted  and  set  aside.  By  common  con- 
sent they  were  to  be  reserved  for  the  final 
joyous  meal  when  the  end  of  their  peril 
should  be  in  sight.  Even  as  they  sat  the 
thud-thud  of  the  relieving  guns  came  to 
their  ears — more  luxurious  music  to  their 
lunch  than  the  most  sybaritic  restaurant  of 
London  could  have  supplied.  Before  even- 
ing the  relief  would  certainly  be  there. 
Why,  then,  should  their  stale  bread  not  be 
glorified  by  the  treasured  caviare? 

But  the  Professor  shook  his  gnarled  old 
head  and  smiled  his  inscrutable  smile. 

•*  Better  wait,"  said  he. 


"  Wait !     Why  wait  ?  "  cried  the  company. 

"  They  have  still  far  to  come,"  he  answered. 

"They  will  be  here  for  supper  at  the 
latest,"  said  Ralston,  of  the  railway — a  keen, 
birdlike  man,  with  bright  eyes  and  long, 
projecting  nose.  "They  cannot  be  more 
than  ten  miles  from  us  now.  If  they  only 
did  two  miles  an  hour  it  would  make  them 
due  at  seven." 

"  There  is  a  battle  on  the  way,"  remarked 
the  Colonel.  "  You  will  grant  two  hours  or 
three  hours  for  the  battle." 

"  Not  half  an  hour,"  cried  Ainslie.  "  They 
will  walk  through  them  as  if  they  were  not 
there.  What  can  these  rascals  with  their 
matchlocks  and  swords  do  against  modern 
weapons  ? " 

"  It  depends  on  who  leads  the  column  of 
relief,"  said  Dresler.  "  If  they  are  fortunate 
enough  to  have  a  German  officer " 

"  An  Englishman  for  my  money  ! "  cried 
Ralston. 

"  The  French  commodore  is  said  to  be  an 
excellent  strategist,"  remarked  Father  Pierre. 

"  I  don't  see  that  it  matters  a  toss,"  cried 
the  exuberant  Ainslie.  "  Mr.  Mauser  and 
Mr.  Nordenfeldt  are  the  two  men  who  will 
see  us  through,  and  with  them  on  our  side  no 
leader  can  go  wrong.  I  tell  you  they  will 
just  brush  them  aside  and  walk  through 
them.  So  now,  Professor,  come  on  with 
that  pot  of  caviare  ! " 

But  the  old  scientist  was  unconvinced. 

"  We  shall  reserve  it  for  supper,"  said  he. 

"  After  all,"  said  Mr.  Patterson,  in  his  slow, 
precise  Scottish  intonation,  "it  will  be  a 
courtesy  to  our  guests — the  officers  of  the 
relief — if  we  have  some  palatable  food  to  lay 
before  them.  I'm  in  agreement  with  the  Pro- 
fessor that  we  reserve  the  caviare  for  supper." 

The  argument  appealed  to  their  sense  of 
hospitality.  There  was  something  pleasantly 
chivalrous,  too,  in  the  idea  of  keeping  their 
one  little  delicacy  to  give  a  savour  to  the 
meal  of  their  preservers.  There  was  no  more 
talk  of  the  caviare. 

*  By  the  way.  Professor,"  said  Mr. 
Patterson,  "  I've  only  heard  to-day  that 
this  is  the  second  time  that  you  have  been 
besieged  in  this  way.  I'm  sure  we  should 
all  be  very  interested  to  hear  some  details 
of  your  previous  experience." 

The  old  man's  face  set  very  grimly. 

"  I  was  in  Sung-tong,  in  South  China,  in 
'eighty-nine,"  said  he. 

"  It's  a  very  extraordinary  coincidence  that 
you  should  twice  have  been  in  such  a  perilous 
situation,"  said  the  missionary.  "Tell  us 
how  you  were  relieved  at  Sung-tong." 
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The  shadow  deej^ened  upon  the  weary  face. 

"  We  were  not  relieved,"  said  he. 

"What!  the  place  fell?" 

"  Yes,  it  fell." 

"  And  you  came  through  alive  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  doctor  as  well  as  an  entomologist. 
They  had  many  wounded  ;  they  spared  me." 

"And  the  rest?" 

"  Assez  !  assez  !  "  cried  the  little  French 
priest,  raising  his  hand  in  protest.  He  had 
been  twenty  years  in  China.  The  Professor 
had  said  nothing,  but  there  was  something, 
some  lurking  horror,  in  his  dull,  grey  eyes 
which  had  turned  the  ladies  pale. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  the  missionary.  "I  can 
see  that  it  is  a  painful  subject.  I  should  not 
have  asked." 

*•  No,"  the  Professor  answered,  slowly.  "  It 
is  wiser  not  to  ask.  It  is  better  not  to  speak 
about  such  things  at  all.  But  surely  those 
guns  are  very  much  nearer  ?  " 

There  could  be  no  doubt  of  it.  After  a 
silence  the  thud-thud  had  recommenced  with 
a  lively  ripple  of  rifle-fire  playing  all  round 
that  deep  bass  master-note.  It  must  be  just 
at  the  farther  side  of  the  nearest  hill.  They 
pushed  back  their  chairs  and  ran  out  to  the 
ramparts.  The  silent-footed  native  servants 
came  in  and  cleared  the  scanty  remains  from 
the  table.  But  after  they  had  left  the  old 
Professor  sat  on  there,  his  massive,  grey- 
crowned  head  leaning  upon  his  hands  and 
the  same  pensive  look  of  horror  in  his  eyes. 
Some  ghosts  may  be  laid  for  years,  but  when 
they  do  rise  it  is  not  so  easy  to  drive  them 
back  to  their  slumbers.  The  guns  had  ceased 
outside,  but  he  had  not  observed  it,  lost  as  he 
was  in  the  one  supreme  and  terrible  memory 
of  his  life. 

His  thoughts  were  interrupted  at  last  by 
the  entrance  of  the  Commandant.  There 
was  a  complacent  smile  upon  his  broad 
German  face. 

"The  Kaiser  will  be  pleased,"  said  he, 
rubbing  his  hands.  "  Yes,  certainly  it  should 
mean  a  decoration.  Defence  of  Ichau  against 
the  Boxers  by  Colonel  Dresler,  late  Major  of 
the  114th  Hanoverian  Infantry.  Splendid 
resistance  of  small  garrison  against  over- 
whelming odds.  It  will  certainly  appear  in 
the  Berlin  papers." 

"  Then  you  think  we  are  saved  ?  "  said  the 
old  man,  with  neither  emotion  nor  exultation 
in  his  voice. 

The  Colonel  smiled. 

"  Why,  Professor,"  said  he,  "  I  have  seen 
you  more  excited  on  the  morning  when  you 
brought  back  Lepidus  Mercerensis  in  your 
collecting  box." 


"The  fly  was  safe  in  my  collecting-box 
first,"  the  entomologist  answered.  "  I  have 
seen  so  many  strange  turns  of  Fate  in  my 
long  life  that  I  do  not  grieve  nor  do  I  rejoice 
until  I  know  that  I  have  cause.  But  tell  me 
the  news." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Colonel,  lighting  his  long 
pipe  and  stretching  his  gaitered  legs  in  the 
bamboo  chair,  "  I'll  stake  my  military  reputa- 
tion that  all  is  well.  They  are  advancing 
swiftly,  the  firing  has  died  down  to  show  that 
resistance  is  at  an  end,  and  within  an  hour 
we'll  see  them  over  the  brow.  Ainslie  is  to 
fire  his  gun  three  times  from  the  church  tower 
as  a  signal,  and  then  we  shall  make  a  little 
sally  on  our  own  account." 

"  And  you  are  waiting  for  this  signal  ?  " 

"  Yes,  we  are  waiting  for  Ainslie's  shots. 
I  thought  I  would  spend  the  time  with  you, 
for  I  had  something  to  ask  you." 

"What  was  it?" 

"Well,  you  remember  your  talk  about 
the  other  siege — the  siege  of  Sung-tong.  It 
interests  me  very  much  from  a  professional 
point  of  view.  Now  that  the  ladies  and 
civilians  are  gone  you  will  have  no  objection 
to  discussing  it." 

"  It  is  not  a  pleasant  subject." 

"  No,  I  dare  say  not.  Mein  Gott !  it  was 
indeed  a  tragedy.  But  you  have  seen  how  I 
have  conducted  the  defence  here.  Was  it 
wise  ?  Was  it  good  ?  Was  it  worthy  of  the 
traditions  of  the  German  army  ?  " 

"  I  think  you  could  have  done  no  more." 

"  Thank  you.  But  this  other  place,  was  it 
as  ably  defended  ?  To  me  a  comparison  of 
this  sort  is  very  interesting.  Could  it  have 
been  saved  ?  " 

"  No  ;  everything  possible  was  done — save 
only  one  thing." 

"  Ah  !  there  was  one  omission.  What  was 
it  ?  " 

"No  one — above  all,  no  woman— should 
have  been  allowed  to  fall  alive  into  the  hands 
of  the  Chinese." 

The  Colonel  held  out  his  broad  red  hand 
and  enfolded  the  long,  white,  nervous  fingers 
of  the  Professor. 

"  You  are  right — a  thousand  times  right. 
But  do  not  think  that  this  has  escaped  my 
thoughts.  For  myself  I  would  die  fighting, 
so  would  Ralston,  so  would  Ainslie.  I  have 
talked  to  them,  and  it  is  settled.  But  the 
others,  I  have  spoken  with  them,  but  what 
are  you  to  do?  There  are  the  priest,  and 
the  missionary,  and  the  women." 

"  Would  they  wish  to  be  taken  alive  ?  " 

"  They  would  not  promise  to  take  steps  to 
prevent  it.     They  would  not  lay  hands  on 
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their  own  lives.  Their  consciences  would 
not  permit  it.  Of  course,  it  is  all  over  now, 
and  we  need  not  speak  of  such  dreadful 
things.  But  what  would  you  have  done  in 
my  place  ?  " 
"  Kill  them." 

"  Mein  Gott !  You  would  murder  them?" 
"In  mercy  I  would  kill  them.  Man,  I 
have  been  through  it.  I  have  seen  the  death 
of  the  hot  eggs ;  I  have  seen  the  death  of 
the  boiling  kettle ;  I  have  seen  the  women — 
my  God  !  I  wonder  that  I  have  ever  slept 
sound  again."      His  usually  impassive  face 


was  working  and  quivering  with  the  agony  of 
the  remembrance.  "  I  was  strapped  to  a 
stake  with  thorns  in  my  eyelids  to  keep  them 
open,  and  my  grief  at  their  torture  was  a  less 
thing  than  my  self-reproach  when  I  thought 
that  I  could  with  one  tube  of  tasteless  tablets 
have  snatched  them  at  the  last  instant  from 
the  hands  of  their  tormentors.  Murder  !  I 
am  ready  to  stand  at  the  Divine  bar  and 
answer  for  a  thousand  murders  such  as  that ! 
Sin !  Why,  it  is  such  an  act  as  might  well 
cleanse  the  stain  of  real  sin  from  the 
soul.     But  if,  knowing  what  I  do,  I  should 


'•you   SPKAK   SKNSE,'   SAID   HE.      '  VOU    ARE   A    BRAVE,   STRONC.   MAN   WHO   KNOW   YOUR   OWN   MIND, 
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have  failed  this  second  time  to  do  it,  then 
by  Heaven  !  there  is  no  heU  deep  enough  or 
hot  enough  to  receive  my  guilty  craven 
spirit." 

The  Colonel  rose,  and  again  his  hand 
clasped  that  of  the  Professor. 

"  You  speak  sense,"  said  he.  "  You  are 
a  brave,  strong  man  who  know  your  own 
mind.  Yes,  by  the  Lord  !  you  would  have 
been  my  great  help  had  things  gone  the 
other  way.  I  have  often  thought  and  won- 
dered in  the  dark,  early  hours  of  the  morning, 
but  I  did  not  know  how  to  do  it.  But  we 
should  have  heard  Ainslie's  shots  before  now. 
I  will  go  and  see." 

Again  the  old  scientist  sat  alone  with  his 
thoughts.  Finally,  as  neither  the  guns  of  the 
relieving  force  nor  yet  the  signal  of  their 
approach  sounded  upon  his  ears,  he  rose,  and 
was  about  to  go  himself  upon  the  ramparts 
to  make  inquiry  when  the  door  flew  open, 
and  Colonel  Dresler  staggered  into  the  room. 
His  face  was  of  a  ghastly  yellow-white,  and 
his  chest  heaved  like  that  of  a  man  exhausted 
with  running.  There  was  brandy  on  the 
side-table,  and  he  gulped  down  a  glassful. 
Then  he  dropped  heavily  into  a  chair. 

"  Well,"  said  the  Professor,  coldly,  "  they 
are  not  coming?  " 

**  No,  they  cannot  come." 

There  was  silence  for  a  minute  or  more, 
the  two  men  staring  blankly  at  each  other. 

"  Do  they  all  know  ?  " 

**  No  one  knows  but  me." 

"  How  did  you  learn  ?  " 

"  I  was  at  the  wall  near  the  postern  gate — 
the  little  wooden  gate  that  opens  on  the  rose 
garden.  I  saw  something  crawling  among 
the  bushes.  There  was  a  knocking  at  the 
door.  I  opened  it.  It  was  a  Christian 
Tartar,  badly  cut  'about  with  swords.  He 
had  come  from  the  battle.  Commodore 
VVyndham,  the  Englishman,  had  sent  him. 
The  relieving  force  had  been  checked.  They 
had  shot  away  most  of  their  ammunition. 
They  had  entrenched  themselves  and  sent 
back  to  the  ships  for  more.  Three  days 
must  pass  before  they  could  come.  That 
was  all.     Mein  Gott !  it  was  enough." 

The  Professor  bent  his  shaggy  grey 
brows. 

"  Where  is  the  man  ?  "  he  asked. 

**  He  is  dead.  He  died  of  loss  of  blood. 
His  body  lies  at  the  postern  gate." 

**  And  no  one  saw  him  ?  " 

"  Not  to  speak  to." 

"  Oh  !  they  did  see  him,  then  ?  " 

"Amslie  must  have  seen  him  from  the 
church  tower.     He  must  know  that  I  have 


had   tidings.     He  will  want  to  know  what 
they  are.     If  I  tell  him  they  must  all  know." 

**  How  long  can  we  hold  out  ?  " 

"  An  hour  or  two  at  the  most." 

**  Is  that  absolutely  certain  ?  " 

"  I  pledge  my  credit  as  a  soldier  upon  it." 

"Then  we  must  fall?" 

"  Yes,  we  must  fall." 

"  There  is  no  hope  for  us  ?  " 

"  None." 

The  door  flew  open  and  young  Ainslie 
rushed  in.  Behind  him  crowded  Ralston, 
Patterson,  and  a  crowd  of  white  men  and  of 
native  Christians. 

"  You've  had  news.  Colonel  ?  " 

Professor  Mercer  pushed  to  the  front. 

"  Colonel  Dresler  has  just  been  telling  me. 
It  is  all  right.  They  have  halted,  but  will  be 
here  in  the  early  morning.  There  is  no  longer 
any  danger." 

A  cheer  broke  from  the  group  in  the  door- 
way. Everyone  was  laughing  and  shaking 
hands. . 

"  But  suppose  they  rush  us  before  to- 
morrow morning?"  cried  Ralston,  in  a 
petulant  voice.  "What  infernal  fools  these 
fellows  are  not  to  push  on  !  Lazy  devils, 
they  should  be  court- martialled,  every  man 
of  them." 

"  It's  all  safe,"  said  Ainslie.   "  These  fellows 
have  had  a  bad  knock.    We  can  see  their- 
wounded  being  carried  by  the  hundred  over 
the  hill.    They  must  have  lost  heavily.    They 
won't  attack  before  morning." 

"No,  no,"  said  the  Colonel  ;  "it  is  certain 
that  they  won't  attack  before  morning.  None 
the  less,  get  back  to  your  posts.  We  must 
give  no  point  away."  He  left  the  room  with 
the  rest,  but  as  he  did  so  he  looked  back,  and 
his  eyes  for  an  instant  met  those  of  the  old 
Professor.  "  I  leave  it  in  your  hands,'*  was 
the  message  which  he  flashed.  A  stern  set 
smile  was  his  answer. 

The  afternoon  wore  away  without  the 
Boxers  making  their  last  attack.  To  Colonel 
Dresler  it  was  clear  that  the  unwonted  still- 
ness meant  only  that  they  were  reassembling 
their  forces  from  their  fight  with  the  relief 
column,  and  were  gathering  themselves  for 
the  inevitable  and  final  rush.  To  all  the 
others  it  appeared  that  the  siege  was  indeed 
over,  and  that  the  assailants  had  been 
crippled  by  the  losses  which  they  had  already 
sustained.  It  was  a  joyous  and  noisy  party, 
therefore,  which  met  at  the  supper-table, 
when  the  three  bottles  of  Lachryma  Christi 
were  uncorked  and  the  famous  pot  of  caviare 
was  finally  opened.     It  was  a  large  jar,  and, 
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though  each  had  a  tablespoonful  of  the 
delicacy,  it  was  by  no  means  exhausted. 
Ralston,  who  was  an  epicure,  had  a  double 
allowance.  He  pecked  away  at  it  like  a 
hungry  bird.  Ainslie,  too,  had  a  second 
helping.  The  Professor  took  a  large  spoonful 
himself,  and  Colonel  Dresler,  watching  him 
narrowly,  did  the  same.  The  ladies  ate 
freely,  save  only  pretty  Miss  Patterson,  who 
disliked  the  salty,  pungent  taste.  In  spite  of 
the  hospitable  entreaties  of  the  Professor, 
her  portion  lay  hardly  touched  at  the  side  of 
her  plate. 

"  You  don't  like  my  little  delicacy.  It  is 
a  disappointment  to  me  when  I  had  kept  it 
for  your  pleasure,"  said  the  old  man.  "  I 
beg  that  you  will  eat  the  caviare." 

"  I  have  never  tasted  it  before.  No  doubt 
I  should  like  it  in  time." 

"  Well,  you  must  make  a  beginning.  Why 
not  start  to  educate  your  taste  now?  Do, 
please  ! " 

Pretty  Jessie  Patterson's  bright  face  shone 
with  her  sunny,  boyish  smile. 

"  Why,  how  earnest  you  are ! "  she  laughed. 
"  I  had  no  idea  you  were  so  polite.  Professor 
Mercer.  Even  if  I  do  not  eat  it  I  am  just  as 
grateful." 

"  You  are  foolish  not  to  eat  it,"  said  the 
Professor,  with  such  intensity  that  the  smile 
died  from  her  face  and  her  eyes  reflected  the 
earnestness  of  his  own.  "  I  tell  you  it  is 
foolish  not  to  eat  caviare  to-night." 

"  But  why — why  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Because  you  have  it  on  your  plate. 
Because  it  is  sinful  to  waste  it." 

"  There  !  there  !  "  said  stout  Mrs.  Patter- 
son, leaning  across.  "  Don't  trouble  her  any 
more.  I  can  see  that  she  does  not  like  it. 
But  it  shall  not  be  wasted."  She  passed  the 
blade  of  her  knife  under  it  and  scraped  it 
from  Jessie's  plate  on  to  her  own.  "  Now  it 
won't  be  wasted.  Your  mind  will  be  at  ease, 
Professor." 

But  it  did  not  seem  at  ease.  On  the  con- 
trary, his  face  was  agitated  like  that  of  a  man 
who  encounters  an  unexpected  and  formid- 
able obstacle.     He  was  lost  in  thought. 

The  conversation  buzzed  cheerily.  Every- 
one was  full  of  his  future  plans. 

"  No,  no,  there  is  no  holiday  for  me," 
said  Father  Pierre.  "  We  priests  don't  get 
holidays.  Now  that  the  mission  and  school 
are  formed  I  am  to  leave  it  to  Pather  Amiel, 
and  to  push  westwards  to  found  another." 

"  You  are  leaving  ?  "  said  Mr.  Patterson. 
"  You  don't  mean  that  you  are  going  away 
from  Ichau  ?  " 

Father  Pierre  shook  his  venerable  head  in 


waggish  reproof.  "  You  must  not  look  so 
pleased,  Mr.  Patterson." 

"  Well,  well,  our  views  are  very  different," 
said  the  Presbyterian,  "  but  there  is  no 
personal  feeling  towards  you,  Father  Pierre. 
At  the  same  time,  how  any  reasonable 
educated  man  at  this  time  of  the  world's 
history  can  teach  these  poor  benighted 
heathen  that " 

A  general  buzz  of  remonstrance  silenced 
the  theology. 

"  What  will  you  do  yourself,  Mr.  Patter- 
son?" asked  someone. 

"  VVell,  I'll  take  three  months  in  Edinburgh 
to  attend  the  annual  meeting.  You'll  be 
glad  to  do  some  shopping  in  Princes  Street, 
I'm  thinking,  Mary.  And  you,  Jessie,  you'll 
see  some  folk  your  own  age.  Then  we  can 
come  back  in  the  fall,  when  your  nerves  have 
had  a  rest." 

"  Indeed,  we  shall  all  need  it,"  said  Miss 
Sinclair,  the  mission  nurse,  "You  know, 
this  long  strain  takes  me  in  the  strangest  way. 
At  the  present  moment  I  can  hear  such  a 
buzzing  in  my  ears." 

"  Well,  that's  funny,  for  it's  just  the  same 
with  me,"  cried  Ainslie.  "An  absurd  up- 
and-down  buzzing,  as  if  a  drunken  bluebottle 
were  trying  experiments  on  his  register.  As 
you  say,  it  must  be  due  to  nervous  strain. 
For  my  part  I  am  going  back  to  Peking,  and 
I  hope  I  may  get  some  promotion  over  this 
affair.  I  can  get  good  polo  there,  and  that's 
as  fine  a  change  of  thought  as  I  know.  How 
about  you,  Ralston  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know.  I've  hardly  had  time 
to  think.  I  want  to  have  a  real  good  sunny, 
bright  holiday  and  forget  it  all.  It  was  funny 
to  see  all  the  letters  in  my  room  It  looked 
so  black  on  Wednesday  night  that  I  had 
settled  up  my  affairs  and  written  to  all  my 
friends.  I  don't  quite  know  how  they  were 
to  be  delivered,  but  I  trusted  to  luck.  I 
think  I  will  keep  those  papers  as  a  souvenir. 
They  will  always  remind  me  of  how  close  a 
shave  we  have  had." 

"  Yes,  I  would  keep  them,"  said  Dresler. 

His  voice  was  so  deep  and  solemn  that 
every  eye  was  turned  upon  him 

"  What  is  It,  Colonel  ?  You  seem  in  the 
blues  to  -  night."  It  was  Amslie  who 
spoke. 

"  No,  no  ;  lam  very  contented  " 

"  Well,  so  you  should  be  when  you  see 
success  in  sight.  I  am  sure  we  are  all 
indebted  to  you  for  your  science  and  skill. 
I  don't  think  we  could  have  held  the  place 
without  you.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  ask 
you  to  drink  the  health  of  Colonel   Dresler, 
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of  the  Imperial  German  army.  Er  soil 
leben — hoch  !  " 

They  all  stood  up  and  raised  their  glasses 
to  the  soldier,  with  smiles  and  bows. 

His  pale  face  flushed  with  professional  pride. 

"  I  have  always  kept  my  books  with  me. 
I  have  forgotten  nothing,"  said  he.  "  I  do 
not  think  that  more  could  be  done.  If 
things  had  gone  wrong  with  us  and  the  place 

Vol.  XXXV.— 34. 


had  fallen  you  would,  I  am  sure,  have  freed 
me  from  any  blame  or  responsibility."  He 
looked  wistfully  round  him. 

"  Tm  voicing  the  sentiments  of  this  com- 
pany,   Colonel    Dresler,"    said    the    Scotch 

minister,  "  when  I  say but.  Lord  save  us  ! 

what's  amiss  with  Mr.  Ralston  ?  " 

He  had  dropped  his  face  upon  his  folded 

arms  and  was  placidly  sleeping.    ^^T^ 
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"Don't  mind  him,"  said  the  Professor, 
hurriedly.  "We  are  all  in  the  stage  of 
reaction  now.  I  have  no  doubt  that  we  are 
all  liable  to  collapse.  It  is  only  to-night  that 
we  shall  feel  what  we  have  gone  through." 

"  Tm  sure  .1  can  fully  sympathize  with 
him,"  said  Mrs.  Patterson.  "  I  don't  know 
when  I  have  been  more  sleepy.  I  can  hardly 
hold  my  own  head  up."  She  cuddled  back 
in  her  chair  and  shut  her  eyes. 

"Well,  Fve  never  known  Mary  do  that 
before,"  cried  her  husband,  laughing  heartily. 
"  Gone  to  sleep  over  her  supper !  What  ever 
will  she  think  when  we  tell  her  of  it  after- 
wards ?  But  the  air  does  seem  hot  and  heavy. 
I  can  certainly  excuse  anyone  who  falls  asleep 
to-night.  I  think  that  I  shall  turn  in  early 
myself." 

Ainslie  was  in  a  talkative,  excited  mood. 
He  was  on  his  feet  once  more  with  his  glass 
in  his  hand. 

"  I  think  that  we  ought  to  have  one  drink 
all  together,  and  then  sing  *  Auld  I^ng  Syne,' " 
said  he,  smiling  round  at  the  company. 
"  For  a  week  we  have  all  pulled  in  the  same 
boat,  and  we've  got  to  know  each  other  as 
p)eople  never  do  in  the  quiet  days  of  peace. 
We've  learned  to  appreciate  each  other,  and 
we've  learned  to  appreciate  each  other's 
nations.  There's  the  Colonel  here  stands 
for  Germany.  And  Father  Pierre  is  for 
France.  Then  there's  the  Professor  for 
America.  Ralston  and  I  are  Britishers. 
Then  there's  the  ladies,  God  bless  'em ! 
They  have  been  angels  of  mercy  and  com- 
passion all  through  the  siege.  I  think  we 
should  drink  the  health  of  the  ladies. 
Wonderful  thing — the  quiet  courage,  the 
patience,  the  —  what  shall  I  say?  —  the 
fortitude,  the— the — by  George,  look  at  the 
Colonel !  He's  gone  to  sleep,  too — most 
infernal  sleepy  weather."  His  glass  crashed 
down  upon  the  table,  and  he  sank  back, 
mumbling  and  muttering,  into  his  seat. 
Miss  Sinclair,  the  pale  mission  nurse,  had 
dropped  off  also.  She  lay  like  a  broken  lily 
across  the  arm  of  her  chair.  Mr.  Patterson 
looked  round  him  and  sprang  to  his  feet.  He 
passed  his  hand  over  his  flushed  forehead. 

"This  isn't  natural,  Jessie,"  he  cried. 
"  Why  are  they  all  asleep  ?  There's  Father 
Pierre — he's  off  too.  Jessie,  Jessie,  your 
mother  is  cold.  Is  it  sleep  ?  Is  it  death  ? 
Open  the  windows!  Help!  help!  help!" 
He  staggered  to  his  feet  and  rushed  to  the 
windows,  but  midway  his  head  spun  round, 
his  knees  sank  under  him,  and  he  pitched 
forward  upon  his  face. 


The  young  girl  had  also  sprung  to  her  feet 
She  looked  round  her  with  horror-stricken 
eyes  at  her  prostrate  father  and  the  silent  ring 
of  figures. 

"Professor  Mercer!  What  is  it?  What 
is  it  ? "  she  cried.  "  Oh,  my  God,  they  are 
dying !     They  are  dead ! " 

The  old  man  had  raised  himself  by  a 
supreme  effort  of  his  will,  though  the  dark- 
ness was  already  gathering  thickly  round  him. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  stuttering 
and  stumbling  over  the  words,  "we  would 
have  spared  you  this.  It  would  have  been 
painless  to  mind  and  body.  It  was  cyanide. 
I  had  it  in  the  caviare.  But  you  would  not 
have  it." 

"  Great  Heaven  ! "  She  shrank  away  from 
him  with  dilated  eyes.  "  Oh,  you  monster ! 
You  monster  !     You  have  poisoned  them  ! " 

"  No,  no !  I  saved  them.  You  don't 
know  the  Chinese.  They  are  horrible.  In 
another  hour  we  should  all  have  been  in 
their  hands.  Take  it  now,  child."  Even 
as  he  spoke,  a  burst  of  firing  broke  out  under 
the  very  windows  of  the  room.  "  Hark  ! 
There  they  are !  Quick,  dear,  quick,  you 
may  cheat  them  yet!"  But  his  words  fell 
upon  deaf  ears,  for  the  girl  had  sunk  back 
senseless  in  her  chair.  I'he  old  man  stood 
listening  for  an  instant  to  the  firing  outside. 
But  what  was  that  ?  Merciful  Father,  what 
was  that  ?  Was  he  going  mad  ?  Was  it  the 
effect  of  the  drug  ?  Surely  it  was  a  European 
cheer?  Yes,  there  were  sharp  orders  in 
English.  There  was  the  shouting  of  sailors. 
He  could  no  longer  doubt  it:  By  some 
miracle  the  relief  had  come  after  all.  He 
threw  his  long  arms  upwards  in  his  despair. 
"  What  have  I  done  ?  Oh,  good  Lord,  what 
have  I  done  ?  "  he  cried. 

It  was  Commodore  Wyndham  himself  who 
was  the  first,  after  his  desperate  and  success- 
ful night  attack,  to  burst  into  that  terrible 
supper-room.  Round  the  table  sat  the  white 
and  silent  company.  Only  in  the  young  girl 
who  moaned  .".nd  faintly  stirred  was  any  sign 
of  life  to  be  seen.  And  yet  there  was  one  in 
the  circle  who  had  the  energy  for  a  last 
supreme  duty.  The  Commodore,  standing 
stupefied  at  the  door,  saw  a  grey  head  slowly 
lifted  from  the  table,  and  the  tall  form  of 
the  Professor  staggered  for  an  instant  to  its 
feet. 

"  Take  care  of  the  caviare !  For  God's 
sake,  don't  touch  the  caviare  ! "  he  croaked. 

Then  he  sank  back  once  more  and  the 
circle  of  death  was  complete. 
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HOW    NOVELS    ARE    WRITTEN. 

A    Symposium    of    Leading    Novelists. 


T  has  been  said  that  in 
everybody's  life  there  is  the 
material  for  one  good  novel. 
But  how  to  use  the  material  ? 
That  is  the  practical  question 
which  must  thwart  the  attempt 

to  put  the  axiom    to    the  test.     Method  in 

the  art  of  fiction  is  even  more  important  than 

material,  and  as  to  method  there  would  seem 

to  be  room  for  great   divergence   of  view. 

What  is  the  more  usual  practice  of  the  most 

successful  masters  of  the  art  ?     How  do  they 

prepare  themselves  for  the  writing  of  a  novel ; 

how  make  a  beginning ;  in  what  way  is  the 

plot    woven     together ; 

how     do     they    create 

their     characters      and 

draw     their     scenery  ? 

With  these  questions  in 

mind  we  have  induced 

a  number  of  our  leading 

novelists  to  reveal  some 

of    the   secrets  of  their 

literary  workshops. 

Various  accounts 
have  been  published 
from  time  to  time  of 
Mr.  Hall  Caine's 
method  of  work,  but 
they  have  been  mostly 
apocryphal.  We  are 
able  to  describe  —  for 
the  first  time,  we  believe 
—  fully  and  authenti- 
cally how  his  novels  are 
written. 

Mr.  Hall  Caine  firpt 
evolves  an  idea — a  mo^t/ 
relating  to  the  life  of  the 
time.  The  "  Votes  for  Women  "  demonstra- 
tions, for  instance,  as  an  outburst  of  the 
woman  movement  of  the  twentieth  century, 
would  present  themselves  to  him,  not  as  of 
very  great  importance  in  themselves,  but  as 
an  indication  of  great  forces  behind  them. 
Having  turned  over  such  a  theme  in  his  mind, 
he  would  think  out  some  central  cha/^cter  in 
whose  person  it  could  be  illustrated.     Then 


MR.    HALL  CAINE. 
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would  come  the  subordinate  characters, 
usually  two  groups — two  families — in  whose 
lives  he  would  introduce  the  incidents  which 
make  up  the  story. 

The  novelist  then  writes  out  what  he  calls 
his  first  scenario,  or  synopsis,  of  the  book. 
This  is  written  at  great  length  without  the 
slightest  regard  for  literary  form,  so  much  so 
that  some  of  the  sentences  will  probably  be 
unfinished.  It  is  dictated  to  a  typist  in  hot 
haste,  the  novelist  working  almost  con- 
tinuously until  he  has  unburdened  himself  of 
all  that  is  in  his  mind  regarding  the  motif, 
the  characters,  and  the  incidents.'  On  one 
occasion  Mr.  Hall  Caine 
thus  dictated  twenty 
thousand  words  —  and 
this  first  scenario  has 
sometimes  extended  to 
forty  thousand  words — 
in  the  course  of  two 
days,  working  right  on 
through  the  night.  It 
is  like  an  artist  making 
the  rapid  first  sketch  of 
a  big  picture,  throwing 
the  paint  on  to  the 
canvas  in  order  that  he 
may  at  once  put  his 
ideas  of  form  and  colour 
into  a  tangible  form. 

Then  comes  the 
making  of  a  second 
scenario  —  eliminating, 
developing,  clarifying. 
This  work  Mr.  Caine 
does  with  the  pen  in  his 
hand.  A  fair  copy  is 
made  on  the  typewriter, 
a  wide  margin  being 
left  on  one  side  of  the  paper. 

At  this  point  the  novelist's  hardest  work 
begins.  He  has  to  gather  the  material  with 
which  to  ensure  the  life-like  accuracy  of  his 
characters  and  scenery.  His  method  of 
doing  this  is  laboriously  conscientious.  If 
his  chief  character  is  a  Labour  leader,  he 
would  take  steps  to  become  personally 
ac(|uainted  with  several  labour  leaders  ;  he 
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would  read  everything  he  could  lay  his  hands 
upon  respecting  them,  carefully  noting  every 
little  trick  of  speech,  every  peculiarity  of 
dress,  and  so  forth.  When  he  was  writing 
"  The  Eternal  City,"  Mr.  Caine  obtained  an 
introduction  to  the  Papal  secretary,  and 
through  him  secured  permission  to  spend 
some  time  in  the  Pope's  private  chambers. 
He  would  note  down  every  detail  in  a  room, 
down  to  the  smallest  anicle  of  furniture;  this 
not  because  be  -expected  to  use  all  these 
details,  but  in  order  that  he  might  feel,  when 
writing,  that  he  knew  the  Pope's  chambers  as 
well  as  he  knew  his  own  flat  in  Whitehall 
Court, 

In  this   wav   the  novelist  accumulates  an 


rj^«»^-»A%AAi*^i^iUfi  %L^^^s^ 


enormous  pile  of  material.  He  goes  through 
it  with  the  second  scenario  by  the  side  of 
him,  putting  in  all  the  necessary  details  on 
the  margins. 

Then  -  and  not  till  then — comes  the  actual 
writing  of  the  novel.  Mr.  Caine  writes  it  with 
his  own  hand,  bit  by  bit,  from  day  to  day. 
For  two  or  three  hours  before  putting  j)en  to 
p>aper  he  thinks  out  every  word  until  he  has 
the  whole  passage  engraved,  so  to  speak,  on 
his  mind.  He  writes  rapidly  for  twenty  or 
thirty  minutes  and  his  day's  work  is  done. 

When  the  manuscript  is  complete  a  type- 
written copy  is  made,  and  on  this  copy  Mr. 
Caine  makes  a  final  revision — striking  out  a 
word  here,  changing  one  there  —  before  it 

is  sent  to  the 
printers.  From 
first  to  last  the 
making  of  the 
novel  has  occu- 
pied from  two  to 
three  years. 
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Mr.  and  Mrs. 
C.  N.  William- 
son have  made 
fheir  names  in 
collaboration, 
and  they  make  a 
joint  statement 
with  reference  to 
their  methods  of 
work. 

"  Our  motor- 
ing books  we 
wrote  from 
enormous  quanti- 
ties of  notes, 
which  we  make 
even  whilst 
travelling  in  the 
car  —  jotting 
down  impres- 
sions before  they 
have  time  to  fade. 
Then,  when  we 
finish  a  tour,  we 
sort  out  all  our 
notes,  and,  in  a 
way,  classify 
^  them.     The  plot 

of  the  story  we 
always  decide  on 
before  beginning 
the  tour  into  the 
account  of  which 
it  is  to  be  woven, 
^d   I   think  all 
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A  SPECIMBN  OF   MRS.    WILLIAMSON'S   MS.    FROM    ''THE  SCARLET    RUNNER." 


MRS.    C    N.    WILLIAMSON. 

Fhrni  a  PAoto.  by  ^/u>f<  «fc  ^i^. 

our  ideas  for  the  stories  have  been  thrashed 
out  while  taking  long,  lonely,  country  walks. 
One  of  us  has  always  sketched  a  plan 
while  lying  awake  at  night,  and  liuring  the 
long  walk  tells  it  to  the  other.  •  Then  the 
other  adds  something  to  it,  and  after  an 
afternoon  or  two  among  the  heather  in 
Surrey,  or  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  mountains 
near  Cap  Martin,  the  plot  gets  itself  ready  to 
be  put  down  on  paper  in  condensed  form, 
*  lest  we  forget.* 

"After  that,  though,  the  book  has  still  to 
be  written,  and  we  like  best  to  write  out  of 
doors.  There  is  a  summer-house  where  we 
love  to  write  at  our  little  Surrey  place. 
There  is  a  lovely  view  which  we  fancy  gives 
us  inspiration.  And  at  the  Chalet  des  Pins, 
a  tiny  villa  we  have  between  Cap  Martin  and 
Menton,  there's  a  much  queerer  summer- 
house  built  up  in  a  big  pine  tree,  where  we 
are  very  fond  of  working.  Neither  of  us  can 
bear  to  write  if  we  think  there  is  any  chance 


MR.    C.    N.    WILLIAMSON. 

Prom  a  Photo,  by  EUioU  d;  Pry. 

of  being  disturbed,  so  no  one  is  allowed  to 
come  near  us.  If  we  are  very  keen  on  our 
work  we  go  on  with  it  hour  after  hour  and 
hate  to  stop.  We  don't  tie  ourselves  down 
to  regular  hours  for  writing,  but  seldom  a  day 
passes  without  our  doing  tht'ee  or  four 
hours'  work  at  least.  I  can't  write  if  I 
have  ugly  surroundings.  It  upsets  me  com- 
pletely and  spoils  my  thoughts  to  be  in  an 
ugly  room.  Where  1  can  write  best  I  write 
fastest,  but  my  husband  finds  it  rather  the 
other  way.  He  has  no  superstitions  ;  but  1 
would  not  write  unless  1  had  on  a  quaint 
thumb-ring  1  bargained  for  of  a  Bedouin 
gipsy  at  Bethlehem,  when  I  was  in  the  Holy 
Land.  It  was  his  *  Lucky  Ring,'  and  it  is 
mine.     I  feel  quite  lost  without  it." 

Mr.  W.  B.  Maxwell  is  popularly  supposed 

to  have  been   "  coached "  in  the  novelist's 

art    by   his    mother,    the    venerable    "  Miss 

Braddon,"  with  whom  he  lives  at  Richmond- 
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MR.    W.    B.    MAXWELL. 

Frwn  a  Photo,  by  Ruiteil  A  Song. 


And  this  fact — 
if  fact  it  be — 
gives  an  added 
interest  to  his 
confession. 

**I  begin 
always  with  the 
characters,  en- 
deavouring, in 
notes,  to  build 
them  up  as  sub- 
stantially  as 
possible  before 
trying  to  con- 
struct the  book. 
My  characters 
are  altogether 
imaginary.  Of 
course,  all 
writers,  consciously  or  unconsciously,  must 
use  such  materials  as  their  own  observation 
of  life  has  provided.  But  I  have  always 
avoided  any  attempts  to  make  a  word-portrait 
of  a  real  personage. 

"I  have  always  taken  trouble  about 
what  is  termed  *  detail,'  collecting  on 
each  subject  dealt  with  as  much  informa- 
tion as  1  could  obtain— much  more  than 
one  could  safely  let  loose  on  the  long- 
suffering  reader. 
Having  been  for  a 
considerable  time 
interested  in  the 
prevailing  condi- 
tions —  good  and 
bad  —  of  English 
shop  -  life,  employ- 
ment of  girls  in 
towns,  and  kindred 
matters,  I  found  the 
collection  of  study 
of  London  shops 
for  *  Vivien '  an  easy 
and  congenial  task," 


Mr.  Horace  Anneslev  Vachell  tells 
us : — 

"  I  always  work  in  the  morning,  generally 
from  nine  to  ten.  After  tea  I  may  put  in 
another  hour.  I  don't  trust  to  the  inspira- 
tion of  the  pen,  although  I  clutch  at  it  if  it 
comes  from  that  source  or  any  other. 

"As  a  general  rule,  I  work  out  my  stories 
very  carefully,  long  before  1  put  them  on 
paper.  One  gets  an  idea,  a  possible  theme 
for  a  novel,  and 
then  one,  so  to 
speak,  pigeon- 
holes it.  After 
that,  for  a  year 
or  two,  one 
collects,  con- 
sciously or  sub- 
consciously, the 
material  best 
likely  to  nourish 
that  theme.  I 
s  u  ppose  a 
number  of  men 
work  in  this 
way.  When  the 
period  of  incu- 
bation ends  I 
go   seriously  to 


MK.    H.    A.    VACHELL. 

Frotn  a  Photo,  by  Elliott  tt  Fry. 
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work  and  work 
hard.  I  write 
and  rewrite 
until  the  book 
is  finished  in 
the  rough; 
then  1  revise 
with  great  care, 
adding  and 
subtracting." 

"  I  do  my 
work,"  explains 
Mr.  Max  Pem- 
BERTON,  "  be- 
tween eleven 
and  one 
o'clock  in  the 
morning  and  five  and 
ing.      The    two    hours 


seven  in  the  even- 
before  dinner  are 
the  best  in  the  day,  but  1  generally  get  my 
ideas  when  1  first  awake  in  the  morning. 
This  is  all  very  commonplace,  but  it  is  true. 
My  experience  tells  me  that  you  can  do,  in 
the  country, 
a  good  day^s 
work  in  three 
hours,  whilst 
in  London 
you  do  a  bad 
day's  work  in 
seven.  That 
is  why  I  have 
cut  myself 
free  from  tele- 
phones and 
gone  where 
the  taxes  are 
at  rest"  ^ 

As  to  the 
construction 
of    a    novel,     p    , 
he  adds :—       '^^^ 


THE  WS.    OF   MR.    MAX   FKMBKKTON — FROM    "BEATRICE  OF   VF.NICE." 

"  I  begin  a  novel  with  the  plot  in  most 
cases.  The  central  character  occasionally 
supplies  the  plot ;  but  in  the  case  of  a  writer 
of  adventure  stories  not  always. 

"  My  characters  are  taken  both  from  life 
and  imagination. 

"  My  history  is  worked  up  by  reading  the 
best  books  on 
the  subject  — 
and  the  rarest 
books  I  can  find. 
"All  the 
places  used  to 
any  extent  in 
my  novels  are 
those  I  have 
personally  visi- 
ted, except  in 
the  case  of  the 
purest  and  obvi- 
ously imagina- 
tive romances." 


MR.    MAX   FKMBERTON. 

Prvm  a  Pholo.  hy  KiUick  <t  Abbot. 


MR.    W.    W.   JACOBS. 

Froin  a  Photo,  by  Franci*. 


"  A  character 
in  a  play  1   saw 


IN  THE  FAMII.Y, 


JACOBS  S  MS,— FROM  IU>;  STORY, 
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some  years  ago,"  said  Mr.  W.  W.  Jacobs,  in  a 
laconic  reply  to  our  query,  "in  answer  to 
a  question  whether  he  always  twiddled  his 
thumbs  that  way,  replied,  *  No  ;  1  sometimes 
twiddle  'em  this  way  and  sometimes  I  twiddle 
'em  that  way.'  This,  I  suppose,  is  my  method 
for  writing  stories.     I  suppose  that  I  generally 


many  facts  which  came  under  my  notice,  the 
plot  of  *  Ezra '  gradually  formed  in  my 
mind.  The  book  was  begun  in  the  open 
air  last  February,  among  orange  groves, 
roses,  and  carnations.  Its  progress  at  first 
was  slow,  for  the  subject  was  vast,  and 
at     every     turn     difficulties     hindered     my 
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A   SPECIMRN   OF   MISS  WINIFRKD  GRAHAM'S  MS.— FROM    "  EZRA,   THE   MORMON." 
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start  with  an  ideaof  sonrie 
sort,  and  then  write  it  out 
with  the  assistance  of  the 
characters  as  I  go  along. 
Some  of  the  characters 
are  partly  taken  from 
life,  and  the  scenes  are 
generally  founded,  more 
or  less,  on  the  places  I 
have  visited.  Generally 
speaking,  I  put  my  pen 
to  paper  at  the  last  pos- 
sible moment  and  re- 
move it  at  the  earliest — 
although  I  need  not  tell 
you  this." 

**  In  commencing  •  a 
novel,"  states  Miss  Wini- 
fred Graham,  whose 
name  will  be  familiar  to 
readers  of  The  Strand 
Magazine,  "  I  only  want 
to  have  the  chief  idea  in 
my  mind,  the  main  pivot 
around  which  the  whole  matter  revolves.  As 
in  each  novel  methods  are  bound  to  differ,  I 
will  take  as  the  most  important  my  latest, 
*  Ezra,  the  Mormon.'  I  met  a  world-famed 
traveller  at  Cimiez  early  last  spring.  He  had 
been  staying  with  the  Mormons  at  Salt  Lake 
City,  and  excited  my  curiosity  by  describing 
them  as  *  the  wickedest  people  on  earth,' 
though  inwardly  the  most  religious.     From 


efforts  towards  Mormon 
research.  By  one  mail 
fourteen  secret  books 
from  Utah  reached  me, 
and  so  much  secrecy 
was  connected  with  their 
coming  and  the  manner 
in  which  "they  were 
obtained  that  even  now 
I  half  fear  to  speak  of 
them  in  print.  These 
books  gave  into  my  hand 
the  initiation  rites  and 
polygamous  marriage 
ceremony  of  the  Mor- 
mons, who  still  defy  the 
Government  and  carry 
on  strange  customs 
which  may  only  be  prac- 
tised under  the  rose. 
The  novel  occupied  me 
till  late  autumn.  It  was 
continued  in  London 
during  the  season,  on  the 
Thames  at  Hampton, 
in  Bath,  South  Wales,  and  Scotland.  Even 
when  completed,  an  after  -  thought  caused 
a  whole  fresh  chapter  to  be  written  in, 
which  delayed  publication  till  November. 
In  all  my  books  the  characters  work  out 
their  own  destiny,  and  the  plot  grows  with 
them,  created  from  an  original  skeleton. 
I  always  write  quickly,  but  correct  and  alter 
slowly,  treating  my  manuscript  with  all  the 
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harshness  I  can  muster.    I  prefer  to  describe 

scenery  from  personal  knowledge,  but  I  have, 

when  this  has  been  impossible,  managed  to 

become    intimate   with    a    locality   through 

studying   photographs,  and  colouring   them 

with  imagination  by  talking  to  people  who 

know  the  very  spots  I  would  describe,  and 

pestering  them  with  so  many  questions  that 

for  the  time  they  wish  their 

eyes     had    never    beheld 

those  coveted  scenes.     It 

may  be  remembered  that 

in  EWorld  Without    End' 

I  described  each  room  and 

all  that  takes  place  in  the 

great  Mahommedan  shrine 

at  Mashad,  in  Persia^  the 

sacred  precincts  of  which 

are  supposed  never  to  have 

been  visited  by  European 

eyes.    It  has  puzzled  many 

Persian  travellers,  who  have 

tried  to  draw  from  me  the 

source  of  my  knowledge, 

while    a    learned     sheikh 

wrote    from    the    East   a 

solemn  condemnation  and 

religious   denunciation    of 

this    novel,  in    his    most 


SIR  GILBBRT   PARKER. 

From  a  Photo,  by  La/awetto.  New  Bond  Street,  W. 


Mighty  "  came  to  be  wTitten.  An  historian 
of  Quebec,  Mr.  James  Lemoine,  excited  his 
interest  in  a  certain  Captain  Robert  Stobo, 
who  was  an  intimate  personal  friend  of 
George  Washington,  a  Glasgow  man  by  birth, 
and  a  descendant  of  the  great  Montrose. 
"  I  hunted  up  some  old  records,"  Sir  Gilbert 
says,  "  and  found  that  not  only  was  his  life 
singularly  fascinating  in 
the  matter  of  adventure, 
but  that  he  played  an  im- 
portant part  in  the  history 
of  the  Empire. 

"  In  my  story  I  show 
the  real  reasons  why  this 
man  was  obliged  to  endure 
sufferings  for  his  country 
which  his  country  did  not 
attempt  to  relieve.  In 
fiction  one  would  naturally 
attribute  some  of  his  dis- 
asters to  a  woman,  and,  in 
truth,  I  discovered, 
through  some  old  letters 
in  the  possession  of  a 
certain  family  in  Quebec, 
that  his  troubles  were  in- 
tensified in  consequence  of 
.  his  love  for  a  French  lady. 
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SIR   GILBERT   PAKKER's   MS.  — FROM    "  ONCE   AT   RKD    MAN's    RIVER.' 


flowery  Arabic.  After  hotly  speaking  of 
my  calumnies  about  the  sacred  countries 
which  are  *far  from  the  eyes  of  Christian 
dogs,'  he  assures  me  I  shall  bring  upon  my- 
self the  displeasure  of  Almighty  God,  and 
He  will  punish  me.  I  wish  I  could  say  how 
my  information  was  obtained,  as  it  would  be 
of  great  interest,  but,  unfortunately,  the 
secret  must  die  with  me." 

By  way  of  explaining  the  beginnings  of  a 
novel  Sir  Gilbert  Parker  recalled  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  "The  Seats  of  the 

Vol.  XXXV. — 35. 


"  After  I  had  thus  got  the  groundwork  of 
my  story  it  took  me  two  years  to  write. 
Usually  I  write  with  comparative  ease  and 
facility,  and  if  a  thing  does  not  seize  me  I  drop 
it  for  a  time.  Once  absorbed  in  a  novel,  and 
I  can  write  under  almost  any  circumstances. 
One  of  the  concluding  chapters  of  *  The  Trail 
of  the  Sword '  I  wrote  in  a  railway  train  ;  two 
chapters  of  *  The  Translation  of  a  Savage '  I 
wrote  between  London  and  New  York.  Some 
of  my  short  stories  have  been  written  among 
crowds  of  people  ;  one  was  written  at  a  rail- 
way station  when  I  was  waiting  for  a  train. 
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"  But  I  have  first  to  call  up  all  my  will 
to  force  myself,  as  it  were,  into  a  separate 
atmosphere  from  my  surroundings,  and  to 
concentrate  all  my  faculties  on  the  pictures 
which  I  see  with  my  mind's  eye ;  and  when 
once  I  have  my  characters  clearly  before  me, 
they  hold  me  in  spite  of  the  gossip  of  the 
passing  crowd.  Naturally  I  prefer  to  work  in 
perfect  quiet ;  yet  there  are  times  when  abso- 
lute silence  is  painful  to  me,  and  then  a  hand- 
organ  under  my  window  is  a  positive  relief" 


imagination.  I  may  now  and  then  endow 
them  with  a  quality  as  a  mannerism  which 
I  have  seen  in  real  life,  but  1  have  never  put 
a  real  person  wholesale  into  any  of  my  books. 
"The  whole  story  is — as  I  have  said 
above — planned  in  my  own  mind  before  I 
put  pen  to  paper ;  and  I  also  make  a  rough 
sketch  of  the  chapters,  and  what  each  is  to 
contain.  But  this  latter  sketch  is  subject  to 
modifications,  as  one  cannot  always  know 
definitely   beforehand    exactly   what    length 
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MIS^    ELLEN   THORNEYCROFT   FOWLER. 
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Miss  Ellen  Thorn kvcroft  Fowler 
scribed  her  method  as  follows  : — 

"  1  begin  a  novel  by  making  a  sketch  of 
the  plot,  and  never  alter  the  main  points  of 
such  afterwards.  I  never  begin  to  write 
until  the  plot  is  absolutely  complete  in  my 
own  mind.  Then  I  set  about  drawing 
characters  and  filling  in  details. 

"1  draw  my  characters  almost  entirely  from 


any     particular 
may  be. 

"  The  time  I  prefer  for 
working  is  from  nine  to 
twelve  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing. I  do  not  mind  work- 
ing also  from  four  until  six 
in  the  afternoon,  provided 
that  the  weather  is  not  fit 
for  being  out  of  doors ; 
but  I  never  let  my  work 
interfere  with  going  out  of 
doors  twice  a  day,  weather 
permitting.  I  do  not  in 
the  least  mind  where  I 
write,  given  that  people 
will  not  talk  to  me  and 
distract  my  thoughts. 

"But  the  thing  that 
utterly  paralyzes  my  pen 
and  makes  writing  impos- 
sible is  hurry  of  any  kind. 
If  I  am  pushed  for  time  I  cannot  write  a  line. 
I  work  quickly  when  there  is  no  need  to  do 
so,  but  when  there  is  1  cannot  work  at  all. 

"  It  takes  me  about  a  year  to  write  a  book ; 
or,  rather,  it  usually  takes  from  September  to 
Easter,  as  I  never  do  much  work  in  the 
summer.  I  write  quickly  when  I  am  in  the 
mood,  and  I  do  not  write  at  all  when  I  am 
not.  When  I  am  in  full  swing  I  consider 
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fifteen  hundred  words,  or  from  that  to  two 
thousand  words,  a  good  day's  work. 

"1  think  my  scenery  is  all  described 
beforehand.  Though  I  never  take  people 
from  real  life,  I  always  \2kit  places.  But  there 
is  no  need  for  me  specially  to  visit  a  place 
before  writing  about  it,  as  I  never  forget  what 
I  have  once  seen,  but  can  always  call  it  up 
before  my  mind's  eye  whenever  I  choose.  I 
always  visualize  everything,  and  1  cannot 
write  about  things  or  places  or  people  without 
inwardly  seeing  them.  All  my  thoughts,  so 
to  speak,  are  illustrated." 

Mr.  E.  F.  Benson  thus  explains  his 
methods : — 

"  I  begin  with  an  idea — the  main  idea  of 
a  story.  Then  I  make  a  rough  draft  of  my 
plot ;  but  it  is  only  a  rough  draft,  liable  to 
much  alteration  when  I  get  to  the  actual 
writing.  I  made  a  synopsis  of  the  first  ten 
chapters  of  the  novel  1 
have  now  in  hand,  but  on 
comparing  them  with  the 
synopsis  1  find  every  one 
has  worked  out  quite  differ- 
ently. What  I  thought 
would  go  into  a  page  has 
taken  an  entire  chapter, 
and,  vice .  versa,  what  I 
thought,  .would  fill  a 
chapter  has  occupied  only 
a  page.  Only  two  or  three 
of  the  leading  characters 
are  thought  out  at  the 
outset.  The  rest  develop 
with  the  story.  Sometimes 
a  character  will  take  the 
bit  between  its  teeth,  so  to 
speak,  and  drag  me  along 
with  it — and  that  is  best  of 
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all.  There  is  a  general  impression  that  my 
characters  are  usually  taken  from  life,  Dodo, 
I  suppose,  being  the  most  notorious  example. 
That  is  quite  wrong.  I  have  never  con- 
sciously drawn  any  important  character  from 
life.  As  regards  Dodo,  I  have  got  quite 
tired  of  telling  people  who  talk  to  me  on  the 
subject  that  I  had  been  working  at  the  novel 
quite  six  months  before  I  met  the  lady  whose 
personality  is  supposed  to  have  suggested  it. 
My  subordinate  characters  are  introduced  as 
the  need  for  them  arises,  and  sometimes  I 
have  taken  them  from  living  persons,  because 
it  saved  trouble  and  ensured  realism. 

"  My  scenery,  on  the  other  hand,  is  almost 
invariably  described  from  actual  places  with 
which  I  am  familiar.  That  is  to  say,  I  may  take  • 
a  house,  for  instance,  from  one  place  and  give 
it  a  garden  from  another  place.  In  this  way, 
whilst  having  exactly  the  kind  of  house  and 
garden  that  I  want,  I  can  make  sure  of  accu- 
racy. I  never  take  note 
eitherof  scenery  or  anything 
else  for  the  purpose  of  my 
books.  I  rely  upon  memory, 
but  if  1  am  in  doubt 
about  an  important  point 
respecting  any  place  I 
make  a  point  of  revisiting  it. 
"Having  put  pen  to 
paper  the  progress  of  my 
work  depends  upon  cir- 
cumstances. If  I  am  in 
London  for  a  month  with 
nothing  particular  to  do,  I 
work  at  a  book  day  by  day 
and  then  put  it  aside  for  a 
month,  perhaps.  I  find  it 
almost  impossible  to  work 
in  the  country — I  am  too 
fond  of  outdoor  pursuits." 
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ILLIAN  IREDELL  placed 
both  hands  on  her  sister's 
shoulder. 

"Peggy,"  she  said,  "what 
did  the  doctor  say  about 
mother  ?  " 

Peggy  hesitated,  and  her  big,  childish  eyes 
clouded  over. 

"She's  in  a  very  low  state,"  she  replied. 
"  Of  course,  we  knew  her  heart  was  weak, 
but  this  collapse  is  entirely  due  to  worry 
and  insufficient  nourishment.  He  says  she 
ought  to  have  wine  and  be  well  fed  up — and 
oh,  Gill  I "  she  ended,  piteously,  "  you  don't 
know  how  hard  it  is  not  to  be  able  to  give 
her  all  the  good  things  she  ought  to  have  ! " 

"  But  1  do  know  ! "  the  elder  girl  cried, 
passionately.  "  I  know  it  every  minute  of 
the  day,  and  it  nearly  drives  me  mad  I " 

Peggy  smiled  wanly.  Life  is  not  easy 
when  the  family  income  is  only  eighty  pounds 
a  year,  especially  when  doctors  become 
necessary. 

Things  had  gone  from  bad  to  worse  since 
Mr.  Iredell  died.  One  company  after  another, 
in  which  his  money  was  invested,  had  failed, 
and  now  they  were  reduced  to  living  on  the 
top  floor  of  this  tall,  dingy  house,  off  the 
Edgware  Road. 

With  great  difficulty  Gillian  had  managed 
to  obtain  a  post  as  companion-accompanist 
to  a  lady  singer,  which  brought  her  in  twenty- 
five  pounds  a  year,  and  every  shilling  she 
could  spare  she  gave  to  her  mother. 

Gillian  had  been  dismayed,  when  she 
rushed  in  on  her  little  surprise  visit,  to  find 
her  mother  ill  in  bed  and  Peggy  sitting  with- 
out a  fire,  for  her  own  lot  was  luxury  com- 
pared with  this. 

"  Look  here,  dear,"  she  said  at  last,  as  she 
drew  a  shabby  purse  from  her  muff.  "  Take 
this  halfcrown.  I  was  going  to  buy  some 
lace  to  furbish  up  my  evening  dress  for  to- 
night, but  you  need  it  far  more." 

Peggy  looked  wistfully  at  her  sister. 

"  But — your  dress,  Gill  ?  "  she  began. 

"Oh,  that  can't  be  helped,"  Gillian 
answered,  lightly.  "  And,  after  all,  I'm  only 
Madame's  *  hired  girl' — no  one  will  notice 
me.  But  I  quite  forgot  to  tell  you  about  to- 
night ;  we're  going  to  a  swell  'At  Home,' and 


Fm  to  play  the  accompaniments,  so  Madame 
said  I  was  to  look  as  smart  as  I  possibly 
could." 

"  Oh,  Gill,  dear ! "  said  Peggy,  fingering 
the  half-crown  dubiously. 

"  Don't  look  so  serious,  child  ! "  laughed 
Gillian.  "  By  the  way.  Peg,  I  wonder  whether 
you'd  lend  me  your  real  lace  berthe  to  wear?" 

Peggy's  face  flushed  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  but  she  brushed  them  away. 

"  I  would  gladly— but " 

"What?"  cried  Gillian,  quickly. 

Peggy  shook  her  head.  "It  has  gone! 
I — I  sold  it — yes,"  as  Gillian  gave  a  little 
scream.  "  I  had  to — to  pay  for  the  medicine 
and  things.  Oh,  I  don't  mind  much,  but 
I'm  so  sorry  about  your  dress." 

"  Peggy,  you're  a  brick  ! "  said  Gill,  huskily, 
as  she  squeezed  her  sister's  hand ;  then  she 
picked  up  her  muff".  "  Oh,  I'm  forgetting  all 
about  the  time,  and  I've  no  end  of  errands  to 
do  for  Madame  this  morning.  Good-bye, 
dear ;  I  won't  disturb  mother  again." 

"  You'll  look  in  whenever  you  can  ?  "  said 
Peggy,  eagerly,  as  she  followed  Gillian  to  the 
door ;  "  won't  you  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  will,"  was  the  prompt  reply. 
"  And  Peggy,  dear,  you're  not  to  worry.  I'm 
going  to  see  what  /  can  do — mother  shall 
have  the  wine  and  things  if  I  have  to  beg  in 
the  streets  for  them  !  " 

Then  Gillian  ran  swiftly  down  the  stairs 
and  disappeared. 

Ten  minutes'  sharp  walk  brought  her  into 
the  Edgware  Road,  when  she  sprang  into  a 
passing  bus  and  was  soon  at  Oxford  Circus. 

"  We  must  get  mother  well  again  ! "  she 
murmured,  desperately,  as  she  turned  down 
New  Bond  Street  to  execute  her  last  com- 
mission. "  I  shall  have  to  raise  some  money 
somehow." 

And  then  she  thought  of  the  lace  Peggy 
had  sacrificed  and  her  brave  pretence  of  not 
minding. 

"  What  could  /  sell  ?  "  she  asked  herself 
eagerly;  and  as  she  entered  Chappell's  her 
brain  was  working  rapidly. 

She  had  only  one  article  of  any  real  value 
left — a  small  brooch  of  lapis  lazuli,  set  round 
with  rather  fine  [pearls,  which  had  been  in 
the   Iredells'   family  for  several  generations. 
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Her  heart  beat 
fast  as  she  stepped 
out  on  to  the  pave- 
ment again.  There 
was  a  jeweller's  a 
little  lower  down 
on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street 
— she  would  try 
there. 

The  place  was 
crowded,  and  for 
some  minutes  she 
could  not  get  near 
the  counter.  One 
fat,  wealthy  Ameri- 
can, in  a  magnifi- 
cent fur  coat, 
seemed  to  be  com- 
manding a  con- 
siderable amount 
of  attention. 

"Put  that  dia- 
mond necklace 
aside  for  me,"  Gil- 
lian heard  him  say; 
"the  one  at  a 
thousand  guineas. 
And  now  let  me 
look  at  some 
pendants  and 
brooches." 

Just  then  some- 
one left  the  shop 

and  Gillian  moved  nearer,  until  she  stood  quite 
close  to  the  portly  Croesus,  watching  with 
deep  interest  as  he  overhauled  one  tray  after 
another  of  scintillating  gems. 

She  was  just  wondering 
it  felt  like  to  be  as  rich 
when  suddenly  her  eye  fell 
bright  and  sparkling  close  by. 
mond  pendant  had  got  accidentally  brushed 
aside  by  the  massive  fur  cuffs  of  the  American, 
and  now  lay  on  the  edge  of  the  counter,  half 
concealed  by  his  elbow. 

Gillian  was  just  about  to  call  attention  to 
this,  when  a  movement  from  the  man  beside 
her  sent  the  trinket  off  the  counter.  Instead 
of  falling  to  the  ground,  however,  it  caught 
in  the  shaggy  fur  of  Gillian's  Tibet-skin  muft, 
and  it  took  her  two  or  three  seconds  to  dis- 
entangle it. 

"  Guess  rU  have  that  diamond  and 
emerald  brooch,"  the  Yankee  was  saying. 
"  And  earrings  to  match,  if  youVe  got 
them." 

And  then,  as  Gillian  turned  to  the  smiling 
jeweller   to   hand    back    the    pendant,    she 
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realized    that    neither    he    nor   his    wealthy 
patron  had  missed  it. 

Swiftly  her  eye  travelled  along  to  the  two 
assistants.  Both  were  busily  engaged  with 
other  customers — no  one  had  seen  ! 

Ah  !  "  How  oft  the  sight  and  means  to  do 
ill  deeds  makes  ill  deeds  done !  " 

An  overwhelming  temptation  suddenly 
seized  her.  She  thought  of  Pegg/s  wan  face 
and  her  mother  lying  ill  in  bed,  and  the  die 
was  cast.  Her  hand  tightened  on  the 
pendant  and  slid  dow^n  into  her  muff.  The 
whole  thing  was  but  the  work  of  a  minute  ;  but 
Gillian  Iredell  had  taken  an  irrevocable  step. 

Quietly  she  edged  out  of  her  corner,  then 
caught  her  breath  in  sudden  terror )  for,  as 
she  turned  towards  the  door,  she  met  the 
fixed,  accusing  gaze  of  a  man  who  was  stand- 
ing just  behind  her.  How  long  he  had  been 
there  she  had  no  idea ;  but  that  he  had  seen 
she  knew  the  instant  their  eyes  met. 

What — what  was  he  going  to  do  ? 

There  was  an  awful  pause — not  more  than 
a  second,  yet  in  that  short  space  he  had  seen 
deep  down  into  the  girl's  soul.  ^ 
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"  Here,  Ralph,"  said  a  woman's  voice  close 
by  ;  "we  can  gtt  to  the  counter  at  last." 

Then  Ralph  Lorimer  stood  aside  and 
Gillian  Iredell  passed  out  of  the  shop. 

Her  head  reeled  as  she  tottered  across  the 
pavement  and  climbed  into  the  first  passing 
bus.  A  cold  dew  gathered  on  her  brow  as 
she  sank  down  on  the  seat. 

Why  had  he  let  her  escape  ?  She  did  not 
know ;  but  as  the  bus  rattled  into  Oxford 
Street  she  knew  that  she  had  been  saved 
from  a  great  and  horrible  disgrace. 

By  the  time  she  reached  Mme.  Perino's 
flat  she  had  bitterly  regretted  her  rash  act. 
With  a  heavy  heart  she  hastened  upstairs  to  her 
room  and  hid  the  pendant  away  in  her  trunk. 

Fortunately  she  was  not  allowed  much 
leisure  to  brood  over  the  matter,  for  her 
afternoons  were  always  fully  occupied,  and 
to-day  there  were  the  songs  to  practise  for 
the  evening.  It  was  not  Gillian  who 
accompanied  Mme.  Perino  in  public.  A 
long-haired  German  usually  filled  that  office, 
but,  as  this  was  not  a  professional  engage- 
ment, she  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  to 
test  Gillian's  powers.  And  Gillian  had  been 
so  delighted  at  first,  and  determined  to  prove 
herself  worthy  of  the  task.  Now  all  her 
enthusiasm  seemed  to  have  evaporated.  The 
evening  of  Lady  Glenhugh's  "At  Home  "  had 
arrived,  and  neither  in  her  work  nor  her  per- 
sonal appearance  did  she  feel  the  faintest 
interest. 

"Why  do  you  look  so  dull  to-night?" 
asked  Madame.     "  Are  you  not  well  ?  " 

Gillian  tried  to  smile.  "  Thank  you,  I  am 
all  right." 

"  And  your  dress — how  plain  !  Did  I  not 
tell  you  to  gel  some  trimming  or  flowers  }  " 

"  I  could  not  afford  it,"  answ^ered  the  girl, 
simply.  *' My  mother  is  ill,  and  needs  all 
the  money  I  can  spare." 

Madame  stared  at  her  for  a  moment  in 
surprise.  "  Well,  well,  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it," 
she  said  at  last,  for,  under  her  somewhat 
austere  manner,  she  hid  a  kind «  heart. 
"  Never  mind,  child  ;  get  my  lace  fichu  out 
of  that  drawer.  Now,"  and  she  draped  it 
gracefully  round  Gillian's  shoulders.  "Fix 
it  so  with  your  brooch,  and  take  this  bunch 
of  violets— there !  Ah,  it  makes  all  the 
difference.  See!"  And  she  drew  Gillian 
before  the  mirror.  "  Really,  you  look  quite 
distinguk^  my  dear  !  "    • 

During  the  drive  to  I^dy  Glenhugh's  Mme. 
Perino  kept  up  a  string  of  instructions, 
consisting  chiefly  of  "  Don'ts,"  which  the  girl 
listened  to  patiently  and  promised  to 
remember. 


This  was  the  first  function  of  the  kind 
Gillian  had  ever  been  to,  and  the  throngs  of 
laugh  mg,  chattering  people  quite  bewildered 
her  when  she  entered  the  brightly -lighted 
rooms.  She  felt  strangely  out  of  it  all,  and 
it  was  a  relief  to  her  when  the  time  came 
for  Mme.  Perino  to  sing. 

Many  eyes  were  turned  upon  the  girl  as 
she  walked  across  the  room  to  the  piano,  and 
the  general  hubbub  subsided  instantly  as  the 
opening  bars  of  the  song  arose.  The  magic 
powers  of  Mme.  Perino's  voice  were  well 
known. 

The  first  verse  ended  brilliantly  and  a 
hushed  murmur  of  admiration  ran  through 
the  room.  Suddenly  Gillian  felt  an  irre- 
sistible desire  to  look  up  and  see  the  effect. 
I^esire  ?  Nay,  it  was  a  magnetical  force  con- 
trolled her,  for  as  her  glance  travelled  rapidly 
over  the  sea  of  faces  one  only  stood  out  for 
her  in  all  that  crowd.  One  pair  of  eyes 
alone  compelled  her  gaze — the  eyes  of  the 
man  who  knew  ! 

,  A  hand  of  ice  seemed  to  strike  her  across 
the  brow.  Her  fingers  trembled  over  the 
keyboard,  wavered — and  then  a  horrible 
discord  crashed  out. 

Mme.  Perino  looked  sharply  round,  while 
the  young  man  who  was  turning  over  the 
music  stepped  forward  in  alarm.  For  a 
moment  Gillian  swayed  on  the  piano- stool, 
and  they  thought  she  was  going  to  faint ;  but 
with  a  supreme  effort  she  mastered  herself, 
and  began  the  second  verse. 

How  she  got  through  the  rest  of  the  song 
correctly  she  never  knew ;  but  when  it  was 
ended  she  made  no  attempt  to  move.  She 
just  sat  there,  motionless,  looking  neither  to 
right  nor  left. 

At  the  awful  moment  when  she  had  met 
those  eyes,  fixed  so  strangely  upon  her,  she 
had  imagined  that  he  had  purposely  tracked 
her  to  this  house.  Now  she  knew  it  was 
merely  her  own  >vild  and  guilty  conscience 
made  her  fancy  it.  His  being  here  was  but 
a  coincidence — a  hideous  trick  of  fate. 

Would  he  give  her  away,  she  wondered — 
would  he,  now  that  he  could  find  out  her 
name  and  all  about  her — would  he  denounce 
her  as  a  thief,  and  get  her  turned  away  from 
her  post  and  disgraced  ? 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  said 
Madame's  sharp  voice  at  her  elbow.  "Are 
you  ill?" 

Gillian  started  violently.  "  Oh,  no,  no  ; 
I  am  all  right.  I — I  felt  a  little  queer  while 
playing.     I " 

"  Ah,  it  may  be  the  room  is  rather  warm," 

put  in  I^dy  Glenhugh,  who  had  just  then 
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approached,  and  she  turned  kindly  to  Gillian. 
"  My  dear,  you  don't  look  well.  Let  me 
take  you  into  the  conservatory ;  it  is  nice  and 
cool  there." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  murmured 
Gillian,  gratefully,  and  she  rose  and  followed 
her  hostess  across  the  room. 

A  number  of  people  had  already  found 
their  way  into  this  charming  retreat,  and  just 
inside  the  doorway  they  came  upon  a  large 
group,  standing  talking. 

"  Ah,  Mrs.  Brough,  this  looks  like  gossip," 
cried  Lady  Glenhugh,  merrily,  to  a  lady  who 
appeared  to  be  the  centre  of  the  group. 
*'\Vhatisit?" 

**  I  was  telling  them  of  rather  an  exciting 
incident  that  occurred  when  my  brother  and 


I  were  shopping  this  morning,"  answered 
Mrs.  Brough.     "  It  was  in  Verrall's." 

"Yes?"  said  I^dy  Glenhugh.  "And 
what  happened?" 

"  There  was  a  valuable  diamond  pendant 
stolen.  A  rich  American  had  been  buying 
thousands  of  pounds'  worth  of  jewellery ; 
then,  when  they  began  to  put  away  the 
things  he'd  been  looking  at,  they  missed  this 
pendant.  It  was  soon  after  Ralph  and  I 
entered  the  shop." 

"  And  did  they  catch  the  thief? "  put  in 
Lady  Glenhugh,  with  interest. 

Mrs.  Brough  shook  her  head. 

"  No  ;  it  was  most  curious.  Of  course, 
there  was  a  search  and  a  fuss.  I  believe 
some  of  them  actually  suspected  the  American 
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himself  of  having  palmed  it ;  but  I  remem- 
bered there  was  a  girl  standing  next  him  in 
the  corner  when  we  went  in — quite  a  plainly- 
dressed  person — and  I  drew  their  attention 
to  the  fact.  One  of  the  assistants  said  he'd 
noticed  a  lady  standing  there  for  some  time, 
but  no  one  had  served  her,  as  they  were  all 
busy.     Then  she  disappeared  suddenly." 

"And  can  no  one  identify  her?"  asked 
one  of  the  guests. 

"  No ;  that's  the  difficulty — but  Tm  certain 
it  must  have  been  that  girl.  Don't  you 
remember,  Ralph,  someone  pushing  past  us, 
out  of  the  shop,  just  before  we  got  to  the 
counter  ?  " 

Ralph  Lorimer  looked  up  quickly  on  being 
addressed,  but  his  glance  fell,  not  on  his 
sister,  but  on  the  pale,  tragic  face  of  the  girl 
who  stood  behind  her. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  I'm  afraid 
that's  not  much  help  to  them,  anyway,"  he 
replied;  ''^someone  is  so  very  vague." 

Mrs.  Brough  looked  rather  annoyed  at  her 
brother's  lack  of  interest  in  the  subject. 

"  At  any  rate,"  she  said,  turning  to  her 
hostess  again,  "  unless  the  thief  disposed  of 
it  at  once,  she'll  find  a  difficulty  in  selling  it 
now,  because  they've  got  a  description  of  it 
in  all  the  evening  papers,  and  every  pawn- 
broker will  be  on  the  look-out." 

Lady  Glenhugh  nodded.  "  Oh,  yes,  she'll 
be  caught,  I  expect.  The  police  are  so 
clever  !  "  Then  she  suddenly  caught  sight 
of  Gillian.  "  Oh,  you  poor  child  !  I  brought 
you  in  here  to  have  a  quiet  rest  and  have  left 
you  standing  all  this  time  !     Come  along." 

And  no  one  but  Ralph  Lorimer  noticed  the 
dumb  agony  in  those  sweet  lavender  eyes.  . 

"  Ah,  there  is  a  nice  cosy  corner !  "  ex- 
claimed Lady  Glenhugh,  as  she  pointed  to 
a  comfortable  lounge  overshadowed  by  palms. 

Gladly  the  unhappy  girl  sank  into  the  seat, 
deaf  to  the  noises  around  her — oblivious  to 
everything  except  one  pair  of  deep,  dark, 
compassionate  eyes.  One  fact  alone  filled 
her  brain  now — he  had  spared  her !  He 
knew,  and  yet  he  refused  to  do  his  duty. 
Why?— why? 

Meanwhile  Ralph  Lorimer  had  followed 
Lady  Glenhugh  back  to  the  drawing-room. 

"  Do  you  mind  telling  me  who  the  girl  is 
who  accompanied  Mme.  Perino  ?  "  he  asked 
her. 

Lady  Glenhugh  looked  at  him  quizzically. 

"You're  not  the  first  who  has  asked  me 
that  question  to-night.  Captain  Lorimer,"  she 
said.  "  Really,  Mme.  Perino  must  look  after 
her  companion,  for  she's  certainly  a  charming- 
looking  girl." 


"  And  her  name  ?  " 

"Let  me  see — I  ought  to  know — some- 
thing beginning  with  I — Iredell^  that's  it,  of 
course." 

"I  wonder  whether  you  would  introduce 
me?" 

Lady  Glenhugh  cast  a  searching  glance  at 
him.  It  was  so  unlike  this  quiet,  grave  man 
to  contract  a  sudden  fancy  for  a  chance  pretty 
face.     However,  she  answered  readily  : — 

"  Certainly  I  will.  Come  with  me.  I  left 
her  in  the  conservatory." 

They  found  Gillian  still  sitting  like  one  in 
a  dream.  She  had  not  heard  the  approach- 
ing footsteps,  and  when  Lady  Glenhugh 
suddenly  addressed  her  she  looked  up  like 
some  startled  animal. 

"  My  dear,  I  have  brought  Captain  Lorimer 
to  introduce  to  you." 

But  almost  before  the  words  were  spoken 
Gillian's  eyes  had  turned  instinctively  to  the 
tall  figure  standing  in  the  background,  and 
her  face  went  a  shade  paler. 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  singing  in  her 
ears,  and  Lady  Glenhugh 's  voice  sounded  a 
long  way  off.  It  was  not  until  Captain 
Lorimer  had  quickly  seated  himself  beside 
her  and  addressed  her  by  name  that  her 
swimming  brain  returned  to  working  order. 
She  realized  then  that  she  sat  alone  with 
the  man  who  knew, 

"I'm  afraid  you're  rather  tired,"  he  was 
saying,  gently.  "  A  glass  of  champagne  would 
do  you  good." 

Then  she  raised  her  eyes  and  the  crimson 
colour  flooded  back  into  her  face  as  she  met 
his  kind,  intent  gaze.  I 

"Thank  you,"  she  answered,  simply;  "  I — 
I  think  I  should  be  glad  of  it" 

And  the  next  minute  he  had  her  hand 
within  his  arm  and  was  leading  her  off  to  the 
refreshment-room. 

"  We're  rather  early  for  supper,"  he  re- 
marked, cheerfully.  "  But  that's  all  the 
better  ;  it's  less  crowded."  ' 

And  almost  before  Gillian  knew  it  she  was 
sitting  opposite  him  at  a  small  table  in  a 
quiet  comer  of  the  room. 

"I'm  going  to  order  for  us  both.  Miss 
Iredell,"  said  Lorimer,  with  his  rare  smile. 

Gillian  looked  back  gratefully  at  him, 
with  a  wonderful  feeling  of  gladness  and  con- 
tentment growing  in  her  heart. 

"  Your  services  will  be  required  again  soon 
at  the  piano,  I  suppose  ?  "  he  said,  presently. 

She  nodded,  and  he  went  on  chatting 
pleasantly,  till  Gillian  almost  forgot  the  night- 
mare that  had  oppressed  her.  The  wine  had 
brought  back  the  sparkle  to  her  eye  and  the 
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colour  to  her  cheeks,  and  before  they  rose 
from  the  table  she  felt  as  if  she  had  known 
Ralph  Lorimer  all  her  life. 

Not  until  she  was  returning  to  the  drawing- 
room  did  the  strangeness  of  it  all  strike  her 
— that  this  charming,  courteous  man,  now 
smiling  down  at  her,  had  actually  seen  her 
steal  from  a  shop  1  He  could  not  have  seen, 
she  told  herself  at  length— it  was  only  her 
guilty  conscience  that  made  her  think  so. 
Would  he  have  treated  her  as  he  had  done 
if  he  had  known  ? 

"  Ah,  there  you  are ! "  exclaimed  Mme. 
Perino's  voice,  close  beside  her.  "I  had 
just  sent  someone  to  look  for  you." 

This  time  there  was  no  hitch  in  Madame's 
song,  and,  although  the  accompaniment  was 
£t  particularly  difficult  one,  Gillian  had  never 
before  played  with  such  sympathetic  grace 
and  skill.  The  result  of  this  was  that,  before 
they  left  Lady  Glenhugh's  that  night,  Mme. 
•  Peri  no  had  determined  to  dispense  with 
the  services  of  the  long-haired  German 
altogether.    . 

As  they  drove  homewards  Gillian  was 
a  prey  to  the  strangest  mixture  of  feelings. 
That  mysterious  glow,  which  she  had  first  felt 
warm  through  her  veins  in  the  supper-room, 
was  still  uppermost ;  yet  behind  it  lurked 
the  dreadful  skeleton  of  the  morning.  Truly, 
tragedy  and  romance  had  entered  this  girFs 
life  hand  in  hand. 

All  through  the  following  day  she  was 
haunted  by  Ralph  Lorimer's  face — by  the 
look  in  his  eyes  when  he  bade  her  good 
night.  Then,  with  a  rush  of  remorse,  her 
thoughts  would  fly  back  to  Peggy  and  her 
mother  and  the  miserable  trinket  that  lay 
hidden  in  her  trunk. 

If  only  she  could  return  the  thing,  at  least 
her  fault  would  be  half  expiated. 

"  I  will — I  will ! "  she  said  to  herself,  when 
on  the  third  morning  she  rose  from  her  sleep- 
less bed.    "  ril  send  it  back  this  very  day  I " 

Before  going  down  to  breakfast  she  packed 
the  fatal  jewel  in  a  small  box  with  the  follow- 
ing note,  written  in  a  disguised  hand  : — 

"Sir, — I  return  the  pendant  which,  in  a 
moment  of  temptation  and  madness,  I  took 
from  your  shop  on  Tuesday  morning." 

That  afternoon  she  dropped  the  parcel 
safely  into  a  letter-box  in  Regent  Street,  and 
went  home  with  a  lighter  heart 

"  I  shall  be  out  all  day  on  Sunday," 
Madame  informed  her  that  evening.  "So 
you  can  go  home  and  see  your  mother  if 
you  wish." 

(iillian  thanked  her,  but  her  spirits  sank. 
How  could   she    face    little    Peggy   empty- 
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handed  after  her  promise  about  the  wme.? 
The  money  she  had  hoped  to  have  for  her 
had  never  been  realized.  After  all,  there 
was  still  the  brooch — of  course  there  was  1 

So  on  Saturday  morning,  after  she  had 
done  her  usual  commissions  for  Mme. 
Perino,  Gillian  walked  quickly  down  Oxford 
Street  in  search  of  a  likely  shop.  She  dared 
not  venture  into  Bond  Street  again — it  had 
proved  too  horribly  unlucky. 

At  length  she  came  to  an  antique  jeweller's, 
and,  after  some  little  hesitation,  went  in. 

Now  it  happened  that  Captain  Lorimer 
chanced  to  be  walking  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street,  and  had  caught  sight  of  Gillian 
when  she  first  stopped  before  the  shop. 

His  keen  eye  noticed  at  once  the  girl's 
nervous  manner,  and  a  sudden  fear  shot 
through  his  breast. 

He  felt  he  could  not  leave  the  spot,  and 
lingered  about  until  he  saw  the  tall,  slim 
figure  reappear. 

With  heightened  colour  she  stepped 
quickly  out  on  to  the  pavement,  and 
hastened  off  in  the  direction  she  had  come. 

For  some  minutes  Ralph  Lorimer  stood 
looking  after  her  retreating  form,  his  hand- 
some face  strained  and  anxious. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  "  he  murmured.  "  No, 
no — I  will  not  believe  it ! "  Then,  with  firm 
tread,  he  crossed  the  road  and  walked 
straight  into  the  jeweller's  shop. 

It  was  empty,  save  for  the  owner,  who  was 
standing  behind  the  counter,  with  a  glass  in 
his  eye,  examining  something  in  his  hand. 

But  for  the  moment  Ralph  remained 
dumb,  staring  with  fixed  and  eager  gaze  at  a 
small  brooch  of  lapis  lazuli  and  pearls  lying 
on  the  counter.  He  had  recognised  it 
instantly  as  the  one  ornament  Gillian  had 
worn  at  Lady  Glenhugh's., 

"Is  that  brooch  for  sale?"  he  asked, 
abruptly. 

The  jeweller  stared.  "Well,  sir,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  I've  only  just  purchased  it. 
Still,  I  could  name  you  a  price." 

"How  much?" 

The  man  looked  searchingly  at  him. 

"  It  belonged  to  a  friend  of  mine,"  said 
lorimer,  stolidly.  "I  particularly  wish  to 
get  it  back." 

"  You  shall  have  it  for  three  pounds  ten, 
sir." 

Without  a  word  Lorimer  produced  the 
money,  picked  up  the  brooch,  and  marched 
out  of  the  shop. 

"  Poor  girl ! "  he  murmured,  and  his  eyes 
were  soft  and  humid.  "  Poor  girl !  How 
glad  I  am  that  I  happened  to  see  her  ! " 
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And,  with  a  deep  feeling  of  thankfulness  in 
his  heart,  he  went  on  his  way  towards  his 
sister's  house. 

Three  weeks  passed — weeks  of  mingled 
joy  and  agony  to  Gillian.  The  two  pounds 
she  had  got  for  her  brooch  made  Peggy 
almost  weep  with  delight,  and  proved  exceed- 
ingly helpful.  But  Mrs.  Iredell  was  still 
very  ailing,  and  the  doctor's  opinion  was  that 
a  thorough  change  of  air  was  the  only  thing 
to  benefit  her,  and  recommended  a  sea 
voyage.  Naturally,  the  two  girls  were  full 
of  despair,  for  nothing  seemed  more  im- 
possible. 

But  despite  all  her  troubles  these  days 
were  strangely  sweet  to  Gillian.  She  hardly 
dared  acknowledge,  even  to  herself,  that 
Ralph  Lorimer  was  the  cause  of  this,  yet  in 
her  innermost  heart  she  knew  it. 

Since  that  eventful  night  she  had  met  him 
on  several  occasions,  for  Madame,  true  to  her 
resolution,  had  more  than  once  required 
(jillian's  services  at  concerts  and  "  At  Homes," 
and,  curiously  enough.  Captain  Lorimer  was 
always  there. 

One  day  Mrs.  Brough,  who  had  taken  a 
great  fancy  to  Gillian,  persuaded  Madame  to 
bring  the  girl  to  her  next  "  Afternoon."  Of 
course,  lorimer  was  there,  and  Gillian,  in 
consequence,  inordinately  happy.  But  she 
was  not  destined  to  remain  so  long,  for 
during  tea  Mrs.  Brough  turned  suddenly  to 
Lady  Glenhugh,  who  was  present. 

"  You  remember  that  diamond  robbery  at 
Verrall's  I  told  you  about  the  other  evening?" 

I^dy  Glenhugh  nodded. 

"  Well,  it  has  turned  out  most  curiously.  I 
was  in  there  again  this  morning,  and  asked 
Mr.  Verrall  if  he  had  ever  got  to  the  bottom 
of  the  affair,  and " 

"Yes?"  put  in  several  voices,  with  interest. 
*^Andhadhe?" 

*'  The  thief  returned  the  pendant  atwny- 
mouslyl^^  was  Mrs.  Brough's  astounding 
announcement.  She  paused  to  see  the  effect 
of  her  words,  then  added :  "  It  was  without 
doubt  that  girl,  as  I  said  from  the  first !  " 

"  How  very  odd  I  "  exclaimed  Mme. 
Perino.  **  One  doesn't  often  meet  with  such 
honest  thieves." 

At  this  there  was  a  general  laugh,  and  no 
one  .noticed  the  strained  look  on  Gillian's 
face,  or  the  eager  light  which  had  leapt 
into  Captain  Lorimer's  eyes. 

"Sudden  temptation,  you  know,"  said  Mrs. 
Brough,  "  followed  by  swift  repentance.  One 
can  forgive  that." 

And  then  they  fell  to  discussing  various 


cases  of  robberies  they  had  known,  and 
Gillian  sat  in  a  rigid  silence,  until  Ralph 
Lorimer  quietly  seated  himself  beside  her 
and  drew  her  into  conversation. 

One  wet,  miserable  evening,  a  week  later, 
Gillian  was  standing  at  the  corner  of  Brompton 
Road,  waiting  for  an  omnibus.  Her  pretty 
face  looked  tired  and  anxious,  as  one  after 
another  went  by,  full  up. 

"  Oh,  dear  !  "  she  murmured  ;  "  ten  minutes 
wasted  already,  and  I'm  getting  soaked  ! " 

She  was  just  moving  back  to  shelter  in  a 
shop  doorway,  when  she  collided  with  a  tall 
man  who  was  hurrying  by. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon ! "  he  exclaimed 
politely,  then  stopped  short.  "Gillian!  — 
Miss  Iredell  ! " 

The  girl  started  in  surprise,  then  all  the 
colour  rushed  to  her  face  as  she  recognised 
Ralph  Lorimer. 

F'or  some  moments  they  remained  dumbly 
staring  at  one  another  ;  then,  "  What  terrible 
weather  for  you  to  be  out  in  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
in  deep  concern. 

"  1  am  waiting  for  a  bus,  but  they  are  all 
full,"  she  answered,  simply. 

"  You  want  to  get  back  to  Mme. 
Perino's  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head.  "  I  am  going  to  see 
my  mother." 

"  Well,  anyway,  I  can't  allow  you  to  stand 
here  and  get  wet  through — I'm  going  to  call 
a  cab,"  he  said,  in  a  quiet,  masterful  manner 
which  admitted  of  no  argument,  and  he 
walked  to  the  edge  of  the  pavement  and 
gave  a  sharp  whistle. 

A  four-wheeler  responded  to  the  summons, 
and  Gillian,  seeing  that  any  protest  would  be 
useless,  entered.  Then,  to  her  surprise, 
Lorimer  stepped  in  and  seated  himself 
beside  her. 

"I'm  coming  with  you,"  he  said,  gently 
laying  his  hand  upon  her  arm.  "Where 
shall  I  tell  the  man  to  drive  to  ?  " 

For  a  second  Gillian  hesitated,  striving  to 
hide  the  gladness  that  filled  her ;  then,  in  a 
voice  that  trembled  a  little,  she  gave  him  her 
mother's  address. 

The  cab  started  off,  and  for  some  time 
there  was  absolute  silence  between  them. 
Suddenly  lorimer  leant  forward  and  took 
both  her  hands  in  his  own. 

"  Gillian,"  he  said,  "  look  at  me  ! " 

And  obediently  she  raised  her  eyes  to  his. 

"  Do  you  know  why  I  am  with  you  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  Do  you  not  know  that  I  love  you,  dear 
— that  I  have  always  loved  you  ?  " 
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She  would  not  speak,  but  her  face  shone 
with  a  great  joy. 

"You  love  me,  darling?  Yes,  I  know  it," 
as  he  smiled  into  her  eyes.  "  But  I  want 
you  to  tell  me  so." 

Then  the  colour  faded  from  her  cheeks; 
her  hands  dropped  limply  away  from  him. 

"  No,  no,"  she  answered,  with  a  strangled 
sob.  "It  is  impossible  ;  you  do  not 
know " 

"I  know  that  you  are  the  only  girl  I 
have  ever  loved ! "  he  said,  passionately. 
"  I  will  marry  no  one  but  you  !  Listen,  dear," 
and  he  again  got  possession  of  her  hands. 
"  There  must  be  no  more  of  this  drudgery. 
You  belong  to  me  now,  and  I'm  going  to 
look  after  you  and  your  mother  and  sister  as 
well.     We  can  be  married  at  once,  and " 

"Don%  don't!"  cried  Gillian,  piteously, 
turning  aside  that  he  might  not  witness  the 
terrible  struggle  that  was  going  on  within 
her.  Oh,  how  she 
longed  to  accept 
the  happiness  he 
held  out  to  her!  But 
he  did  not  know — 
and  if  he  did,  his 
love  would  pro- 
bably turn  to  scorn. 
Need  she  tell  ?  Oh, 
surely,  for  the  sake 
of  her  mother  and 
Peggy,  she  might 
keep  silence  and 
retain  his  love  ? 

"Gillian!"  he 
said,  hoarsely, 
"  why  do  you  turn 
away  from  me? 
Can  it  be  that  you 
do  not  love  me  ?  " 

Then  she  raised 
her  tragic  eyes  to 
his,  dim  with  the 
agony  of  a  great 
self  -  sacrifice.  "  I 
love  you  so  much," 
she  said,  "that  I 
cannot  —  I  —  I  — 
there  is  something 
I  must  tell  you, 
Ralph — something 
that,  when  you 
know,  will  alter 
everything !  Oh,  it 
kills  me  to  give 
you  up,  but — but 
I  cannot  deceive 
you!  Ralph,  I " 


But  the  words  she  would  have  spoken  were 
arrested  on  her  lips.  "  You  need  not  tell  me, 
dear,"  he  said,  very  gently.     "  I  know." 

For  a  moment  she  stared  at  him  speech' 
less,  the  hot  blood  tingling  in  her  cheeks. 

"  Ah  ! "  she  said.  "  I  thought  so  once— I 
thought  so  at  first,  but  afterwards  it  seemed 
impossible  !" 

"  Dear,"  he  said,  in  the  tenderest  voice  in 
the  world,  "do  you  think  I  would  judge  a 
life  by  one  moment's  rash  act?  Do  you 
think  I  did  not  read  the  truth  the  instant  I 
looked  into  those  sweet,  tell-tale  eyes  ?  Ah, 
you  poor  child,  how  you  have  suffered !  It 
has  made  my  heart  ache  to  see  you.  But 
that  is  over,  thank  God,  and  we  will  never 
speak  of  it  again." 

Just  then  the  cab  pulled  up. 

"  Come,  darling,"  he  said,  "  let  us  go  up 
and  see  your  mother  and  Peggy." 

And  together  they  went  up. 


FOR   A    MOMENT  SHE   STARED   AT   HIM    SPEECHLESS. 
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Y  friend,  .Mr.  Cherwell,  who 
now  comes  seldom  to  town, 
finding  an  ever-increasing  em- 
ployment for  his  interests  and 
affections  in  a  Hampshire 
garden,  tells  me  that  he  is 
more  and  more  struck  on  every  occasion  of 
these  decreasing  visits  to  the  Metropolis  by 
the  multitude  of  shabby  people  he  encounters 
in  the  streets. 

"  You  can  have  no  idea,"  he  said  to  me  the 
other  night,  shifting  the  candles  to  obtain  a 
better  view  of  the  efl"ect  produced  upon  my 
countenance  by  his  words,  "  how  marvellously 
shabby  the  Londoners  appear  in  the  eyes  of 
a  confirmed  countryman.  As  they  pass  me 
by  in  the  street  I  can  almost  persuade  myself 
that  I  am  witnessing  a  procession  of  hungry 
tramps  from  one  workhouse  to  another. 
Their  clothes  are  dirty,  their  linen  is  grimy, 
their  boots  are  without  a  shine,  and  the  brims 
of  their  hats  are  thick  w^ith  London  dust. 
There  is  a  strange  greyness,  too,  even  in  their 
faces,  as  though  the  reeky  atmosphere  had 
permanently  soiled  the  vesture  of  mortality. 
The  old  cheerfulness  is  gone ;  gone,  too,  are 
the  briskness  and  alacrity  of  the  moving 
drama.  If  I  see  a  well-dressed  person  I  find 
myself  turning  round  to  look  at  him  ;  if  I 
meet  a  smiling,  good-humoured  man  I  am 
tempted  to  think  he  has  issued  from  a 
wine-bar." 

I  learned  from  my  friend  that  he  attributes 
this  squalid,  dusty,  unbrushed,  and  grimy 
appearance  of  the  London  streets  to  the 
prevalence  of  cheap  clothes.  He  complains 
that  men  who  a  generation  ago  would  have 
worn  with  a  notable  air  one  good  suit  of 
honest  woollen   till  it   dropped   honourably 


from  their  backs,  must  now  have  three  oi 
four  suits  of  pretentious  shoddy  which  go  to 
shabby  ruin  in  the  London  atmosphere 
almost  as  soon  as  they  are  put  on.  Instead 
of  a  few  very  finely-dressed  people,  a  multi- 
tude of  respectably-dressed  people,  and  a 
picturesque  lower  orders  in  weather-tinted 
corduroys,  we  have,  so  my  friend  puts  the 
matter,  a  population  arrayed  in  one  mono- 
tonous shabbiness  of  shoddy  make-believe. 
He  goes  so  far  as  to  declare — I  know  not 
what  the  tailors  will  say  about  so  revolu- 
tionary an  idea — that  cloth  is  unsuited  for 
town  wear,  and  that  men  should  apparel 
themselves  in  strong  linens  dyed  to  rich 
browns,  deep  reds,  and  profound  blues.  A 
tough  linen,  he  says,  will  never  throw  off"  a 
shabby  appearance. 

It  was  this  conversation,  started  after 
dinner  by  my  venerable  friend  in  his  Hamp- 
shire library,  that  inspired  me,  upon  my 
return  to  the  Metropolis,  to  a  study  of  shabby 
people.  I  do  not  mean  the  multitudes  of 
merely  dusty  black-coated  and  silk-hatted 
mortals  who  peregrinate  such  thoroughfares 
as  the  Strand  and  Fleet  Street,  and  whose 
unhandselled  appearance  is  due  far  more  to 
the  atmosphere  of  the  town  than  to  any  lack 
of  convenient  guineas ;  I  mean  rather  those 
broken  gentlemen  who  mix  in  the  moving 
pageant  of  the  great  city,  and  who  declare  in 
every  spreading  seam  of  their  garments,  in 
every  broken  thread  of  their  shoe-leather, 
in  every  crumpled  angle  of  their  hats'  brims, 
and  in  every  smudge  and  smear  and  smoky 
raff*  upon  their  frayed  linen,  that  they  have 
gone  under  in  the  struggle  for  existence  and 
are  become  the  solitaries  of  disaster. 

"What   has  brought   these  men  to  their 
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poverty  and  despair?"  I  asked  myself. 
"What  were  they  five  and  ten  years  ago? 
And  where  is  it,  and  how  is  it,  that  they  now 
manage  to  drag  out  their  existence  ?  " 

The  reader,  if  his  walks  have  ever  taken 
him  through  Whitehall  and  along  the  Strand 
towards  the  alleys  of  Fleet  Street,  may  have 
seen  a  tall  and  handsome  man  shuffling 
along  in  the  crowds,  with  such  an  air  of 
distinction  in  his  countenance  that  the  sorry 
clothes,  the  napless  billycock,  and  the  broken 
boots  in  which  he  went  could  but  accentuate 
the  dignity  of  his  bearing.  And  if  the  reader 
is  familiar  with  the  facial  traits  of  English 
aristocracy  he  must  have  been  struck  by  the 
compelling  likeness  which  this  poor  gentle- 
man bore  to  one  of  our  ducal  families.  The 
prominent,  staring,  light -coloured  eye,  the 
heavy  face,  the  long  and  rounded  chin,  the 
gradual  curve  of  the  head  to  a  broad  neck 
and  high  shoul- 
ders— these,  and 
the  man's  shuf- 
fling gait,  loose- 
hanging  hands, 
and  a  habit  of 
swinging  the  head 
slightly  from  side 
to  side  as  he 
walked,  all  con- 
spired to  breed  in 
the  mind  the 
assurance  of  some 
near  relationship 
to  a  family  of  the 
greatest  distinc- 
tion and  inex- 
haustible wealth. 

This  man  was 
tramping  the 
streets  of  London 
on  an  allowance 
of  twenty  shillings 
a  week  through  a 
blind  and  insen- 
sate passion  for 
awicked  and 
worthless  woman. 
At  one  time  he 
had  given  promise 
of  a  distinguished 
career.  He  had 
an  ample  allow- 
ance from  his  father,  he  was  happily  married, 
the  House  of  Commons  was  open  to  him. 
Then  came  a  day  when  he  fell  under  the  magic 
spell  of  a  creature  nearly  fifteen  years  his 
senior,  and  honour,  duty,  loyalty,  the  present 
and  the  future,  were  cast  to  the  winds  for 


'THIS   MAN   WAS  TRAMPING  THE  STREETS   OF   LONDON   ON   AN 
ALLOWANCE   OF   TWENTY   SHILLINGS  A    WEEK." 


her  appeasement.  He  not  only  broke  the 
heart  of  his  wife,  a  favourite  of  his  father, 
but  on  the  day  of  her  funeral  he  was  dining 
in  one  of  the  principal  I^ndon  hotels  with 
his  evil  genius.  His  father  heard  of  this, 
and  immediately  cut  off  his  supplies.  He 
sold  his  wife's  jewels,  gambled  frantically  for 
fortune,  and  at  last,  clumsily  enough,  forged 
his  father's  name  to  a  bill.  The  result  was 
not  imprisonment,  but  ruin  none  the  less 
bitter  for  his  pride  and  hope.  The  woman 
indignantly  cast  him  off,  and  only  one  mem- 
ber of  his  family,  an  affectionate  maiden 
aunt,  could  be  found  to  help  him.  She 
purchased  for  him  an  annuity  of  a  pound  a 
week  and  closed  her  doors  to  him.  Ostracized 
by  all  his  world,  too  broken  and  embittered 
to  attempt  any  recasting  of  his  ruined  life,  the 
miserable  man  surrendered  to  the  poverty 
of  his   condition.       He  rented   a  garret    in 

a  dreadful  alley 
between  Fleet 
Street  and  Hol- 
bom,  and  spent 
his  days  between 
visits  to  free  libra- 
ries and  in  walk- 
ing about  the 
streets.  He  was 
fond  of  French 
literature,  and 
spent  much  of  his 
money  in  pur- 
chasing soiled, 
paper-  covered 
copies  of  his 
favourite  authors. 
He  cultivated  no 
acquaintances, 
was  extremely 
sober  in  his 
habits,  and  made 
no  effort  what- 
ever to  win  back 
the  support  and 
interest  of  his 
family.  He  was 
his  own  cook  and 
valet,  dusted  and 
cleaned  his  room 
himself,  fetched 
and  carried  every- 
thing that  came 
into  it.  How  often  he  opened  his  lips  in  his 
twelve  years  of  ostracism  I  cannot  say,  but  if 
there  was  one  man  in  London  like  to  a 
Trappist  monk  it  was  this  middle-aged  cornet 
of  an  illustrious  house.  When  they  found  him 
dead  on  the  floor  of  his  garret  a  French  novel 
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lay  open  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  a  half- 
eaten  orange  stood  upon  the  table.  Apoplexy 
struck  him  down,  apparently,  as  he  rose  from 
his  reading  to  open  a  window. 

A  more  sociable  and  an  infinitely  brighter 
vagabond  was  a  man  of  my  acquaintance  who 
once  haunted  the  steps  of  newspaper  offices 
in  Fleet  Street.  He  was  a  huge  fellow,  with 
broad  shoulders  and  long,  far-reaching  arms, 
which  reminded  one  of 
the  claws  of  a  lobster.         ,    "  ~  ~    " 

He  had  small,  sand- 
speckled  eyes,  a  blunt 
and  rosy  nose,  a  huge 
red  moustache  burned 
away  into  blackened 
gaps  by  the  stumps  of 
cigarettes,  and  a  short 
chin  which  twitched 
with  some  nervous  affec- 
tion. His  clothes  were 
of  the  dreadful  lest  kind, 
not  only  threadbare,  but 
torn  and  patched  in  fifty 
directions,  while  his 
boots  were  usually  laced 
with  odds  and  ends  of 
knotted  string.  He  wks 
in  the  habit,  winter  and 
summer,  of  wearing  upon 
his  hands  a  pair  of 
woollen  gloves,  and  he 
always  carried  with  him 
a  mighty  stick,  which 
was  more  like  a  giants 
cudgel  than  a  gentle- 
man's cane.  In  spite  of 
his  tramp-like  garments, 
his  battered  billycock 
hat,  his  broken  boots, 
and  the  grimy  silk  hand- 
kerchief bound  for  collar 
round  his  throat,  there 
was  something  so  genial 
and  pleasant  in  his  in- 
tonation that  I  never 
really  failed  to  derive  pleasure  from  his 
society. 

This  gentleman  was  an  Irishman  of  decent 
family,  and  had  soldiered  in  a  regiment  of 
Dragoons.  A  taste  for  Bohemianism  had 
induced  him  to  leave  the  Army  and  throw 
himself  into  the  lesser  ways  of  journalism. 
For  some  years  he  was  a  regular  contributor 
to  one  of  the  sporting  papers,  famous  for  its 
irreverence  and  popular  with  young  men 
for  its  hinted  indecencies.  He  fell  among 
tipplers,  and  his  great  book  remained  un- 
written.  He  composed  his  jests  at  the  counter 


THIS  GENTLF.MAN 
DECENT 


of  a  wine-bar.  Day  by  day  he  sank  deeper 
into  the  mud.  Day  by  day  his  natural  powers 
abated  and  his  earnings  decreased.  At 
length  he  came  to  the  common  lodging- 
house,  and  subsisted  on  the  half-crowns 
grudgingly  paid  by  the  daily  newspapers  for 
what  are  sometimes  called  "  items  of  intel- 
ligence." 

"I've  just  sent  a   beautiful  story   to   the 

* ,'  "   he  once   said 

to  me.  "On  my  word, 
I  believe  my  genius  is 
sprouting  again,  the  old 
buck  !  To-day,  you  must 
know,  is  the  anniversary 
of  Nelson's  birthday  ; 
he  was  a  countryman 
of  mine,  but  he  was 
bom  by  accident  in 
England  and  never  quite 
recovered  from  it ;  at 
any  rate,  he  only  had 
one  arm  and  one  eye, 
and  in  Ireland  all  the 
boys  are  born  with  two 
of  each  ;  but,  as  I  am 
telling  you,  this  Nelson 
was  bom  down  in  Nor- 
folk at  a  place  called 
Burnham  Thorp>e,  in 
the  year  1758,  where 
his  father  was  the  rector 
and  the  family  a  large 
one.  My  boy,  I've  never 
been  to  Burnham  Thorpe 
in  my  life,  but  I've 
written  to  the  paper 
saying  that  as  I  was 
gazing  at  the  sacred 
rectory  this  afternoon  I 
heard  a  little  sob  beside 
me,  and  there  was  a 
gentleman  all  the  way 
from  Nova  Scotia  show- 
ing the  place  to  his 
little  boy  in  a  Scotch 
sighed  the  little  boy 
I    heard    the    remark 


WAS   AN    IRISHMAN   OF 
KAMII.V." 


suit.  'Oh,  papa,' 
— you'll  understand 
in  Burnham  Thorpe  in  half  an  hour's  time 
from  now — *  Oh,  papa,'  said  he,  *  do  you 
think  that  Nelson  is  looking  down  at  us 
from  heaven  ? '  'Twill  be  quoted  in  all  the 
provincial  papers,  all  the  Colonial  papers, 
and  translated  into  fifty  languages,  till  I've 
got  a  circulation  as  big  as  Shakespeare, 
who  had  Irish  blood  in  his  veins.  An' 
what  will  I  get  for  it  at  all  ?  Half  a 
crown  !  By  George,  but  it's  bad  times  for 
authors  !  " 
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He  sent  as  many  canards  fl3ring  round  the 
world  as  any  journalist  who  ever  set  pen  to 
paper,  but  nothing  could  ever  bring  a  blush 
of  shame  to  his  cheeks.  "  Sure,"  he  would 
say,  "I  am  what  they  call  an  imaginative 
writer,  and  my  paragraphs  all  have  a  moral 
in  them ;  and  that's  what  the  world  wants 
more  than  money  —  morality.  Look  how 
they  pay  me,  for  instance  ;  'tis  immoral." 

I  missed  him  for  many  weeks,  after  an 
absence  abroad,  and,  making  inquiries  about 
him  on  my  return,  discovered  that  he  had 
long  passed  out  of  Fleet  Street's  know- 
ledge. The  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers 
have  been  duller  ever  since.  How  he  died, 
or  where  he  died,  no  man  can  tell  me ;  but 
he  died  in  the  harness  of  Apollo,  an  imagi- 
native writer  to  the  last.  It  was  his  custom, 
when  an  idea  occurred  to  him,  to  pull  half  a 
sheet  of  note-paper  out  of  his  pocket,  and 
write  rapidly  with  the  vanishing  stump  of  a 
lead-pencil  oft  wetted  at  his  lips.  I  have 
seen  him  writing  on  the  counter  of  a  wine- 
bar,  on  the  crown  of  his  hat  on  a  seat  by  the 
Thames,  even  with  the  paper  leaned  against 
a  shop  window  in  Fleet  Street.  He  wrote 
for  the  flying  hour,  and  did  not  even  look 
sufficiently  ahead  to  write  an  epitaph  for  his 
own  tomb.  Somewhere  in  a  gloomy  London 
cemetery  this  poet  of  the  pavement  lies  in  a 
nameless  grave. 

Shop-walkers  and  'bus-conductors, 
it  seems  to  me,  disappear  immedi- 
pitely  they  reach  middle  age.  Old 
'bus-drivers  you  may  see  on  every 
pther  'bus  that  goes  by,  but  a 
whiskered  conductor  is  so  great 
an  incongruity  that  one  almost  starts 
to  behold  him.  Where  do  they  go 
to,  these  men  who  vanish  from  their 
accustomed  places  with  middle  age  ? 
Many  a  poor  father  lives  bitterly 
on  the  charity  of  a  poorer  son, 
himself  struggling  with  a  young 
family.  Many,  after  months  and 
months  of  searching  advertisement 
columns,  take  to  tramping  the  streets 
in  search  of  any  chance  and  some- 
times doubtful  work  by  which  they 
can  live.  They  become  odd-job 
men,  and  their  wives,  by  needle- 
work or  painting  for  toy-makers, 
help  to  keep  the  wolf  from  getting 
farther  than  the  threshold.  You 
may  see  these  shabby  men  at  all 
hours  of  the  day  posting  through 
the  streets  with  stem  faces,  as 
though  charged  with  some  impor- 
tant mission.     To  wear  the  appear- 


ance of  idleness  is  a  shame  to  them  ; 
they  must  counterfeit  activity  even  if  they 
scarcely  know  how  to  get  through  the 
long  day.  And,  I  repeat,  these  men — the 
victims  of  middle  age — seldom  lapse  into 
evil  habits,  and  practise  their  code  of  respect- 
ability to  the  grave's  edge. 

But  in  London,  which  holds  all  the  varia- 
tions of  humanity,  there  are  many  shabby 
people  who  indulge  themselves  in  their 
slovenly  habits.  I  think  everybody  must  have 
seen  the  extraordinary  man  who,  stiff  as  a 
poker,  walks  like  lightning  through  the 
streets,  with  a  shabby  frock-coat  buttoned 
tightly  over  his  chest,  light  check  trousers 
turned  up  above  boots  thicker  than  any  worn 
by  a  plough-boy,  and  whose  old  silk  hat  has 
been  greased  and  pomatumed  till  it  looks 
like  the  coat  of  a  drowned  rat.  This  clean- 
shaven, pale-faced,  white-haired  young  man, 
so  I  am  told,  imagines  himself  to  be  the 
victim  of  a  world-wide  conspiracy,  and  under 
his  clothes  wears  a  complete  set  of  chain 
armour.  He  has  given  notice  to  Scotland 
Yard  that  they  must  protect  him  from 
assassins  ;  and  the  blue  foolscap  which  he  so 
often  carries  under  his  arm  is  a  document 
declaring  to  posterity  the  secret  reasons  for 
the  assassination  which  is  about  to  overtake 
him. 

Then  there  is  an  old  man  who  goes  about 
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Piccadilly,  Park  Lane,  and  the  Edgware 
Road  wearing  such  clothes  as  might  persuade 
a  workman  to  toss  him  twopence  for  a  bed 
in  a  common  lodging-house.  He  carries  a 
small  sack  in  his  hand,  and  often  stoops  in 
the  gutters  to  pick  up  scraps  of  refuse.  His 
face  is  well-nigh  fleshless,  his  eyes  are  so  dim 
that  he  can  scarcely  see,  his  body  is  so  ill- 
nourished  that  he  has  hard  work  to  drag 
it  about  with  him.  But,  far  from  suffering 
poverty,  this>  old  man  is  an  owner  of  London 
property,  and  is  said  to  have  amassed  by  his 
hideous  frugality  a  handsome  fortune,  for 
which  he  has  no  heirs.  He  has  a  garret  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Edgware  Road,  will 
not  have  a  soul  to  look  after  him,  and  clings 
with  all  the  passion  of  a  lover  for  his  mistress 
to  an  indigence  which  keeps  him  friendless, 
and  a  penury  which  afflicts  his  body  with 
pain  and  suffering. 

Another  shabby 
person  whom  I  ran 
to  earth  was  a  once 
flourishing  Army 
tutor,  and  a  man  of 
some  family  distinc- 
tion. He  might  have 
stepped  out  of  a 
Cruikshank  drawing 
or  from  the  pages  of 
Dickens.  He  was  a 
sad  sloven,  and  yet 
by  a  swaggering  man- 
ner and  a  rich  flavour 
of  conversation  con- 
ferred a  kind  of 
dignity  upon  his  rags. 
He  was  a  man  of 
middle  height,  with 
a  fat,  round,  flabby 
face,  a  loose,  jovial 
mouth,  shrewd  little 
pig's  eyes,  and  a 
square,  well  -  set  -  up 
figure.  He  was  bald, 
but  plastered  across 
his  he  d  a  plait  of 
hair  which  was  always 
slipping  backwards 
and  forwards,  and 
which  would  some- 
times stick  up  in  the 
air  like  the   crest   of 

a  cockatoo.  He  wore  a  black  cut-away 
coat  which  age  had  tinted  a  bottle-green, 
and  his  waistcoat,  which  had  a  habit 
of  wrinkling  up  over  his  chest,  betrayed  a 
leather  belt  round  his  middle,  from  whose 
control  his  greasy  trousers  were  perpetually 


slipping  down.  He  wore  a  cheap  pair  of 
spectacles  with  a  bad  crack  across  one  of  the 
glasses,  and  usually  talked  to  one  with  these 
glasses  pushed  up  on  his  forehead.  He  had 
a  rollicking  manner,  and  during  conversation 
was  wont  to  pace  up  and  down  the  room 
brandishing  a  long  black  ebony  ruler. 

This  fine  fellow  earned  a  precarious  living 
by  teaching  shorthand  and  making  a  book 
on  horse-races.  He  would  take  a  stake  of 
a  shilling  or  half  a  crown  with  the  air  of  a 
Cabinet  Minister  receiving  his  salary.  Stand- 
ing before  a  blackboard,  flourishing  a  piece 
of  chalk  in  his  hand,  and  lecturing  on  the 
mysteries  of  Pitmanic  hieroglyphics  to  three 
or  four  half-starved  clerks  who  paid  him  a 
few  pence  for  a  lesson,  he  would  pause  every 
now  and  then  to  answer  a  tap  at  the  door, 
and  receive  from  some  shopman  or  clerk  on 
the  landing  a  scrap 
of  paper  and  a  coin. 
All  this  he  did  with  a 
fine,  careless  rapture, 
never  losing  a  fraction 
of  his  dignity,  and 
never  giving  the  hum- 
blest of  his  students 
an  impression  of 
broken  fortunes.  He 
appeared  to  be  teach- 
ing shorthand  because 
he  loved  it,  and  he 
took  a  shilling  stake 
on  a  horse  as  if  he 
were  labouring  his 
hardest  to  better  the 
backer's  fortune. 

To  this  strange  and 
shabby  life  my  friend 
had  descended,  step 
by  step,  from  a  sheer 
inability  to  stick  to 
anything  for  a  long 
time.  He  had  given 
up  his  Army  tutoring 
because  it  bored  him, 
and  had  embarked 
on  the  career  of  a 
speculator  because  he 
thought  himself  sure 
of  financial  genius. 
Failing  here,  he  had 
devoted  himself  to 
life  of  an  inventor,  and  had  taken  out 
more  patents  for  useless  contrivances  than 
even  he  could  remember. 

Then  he  had  gone  in  for  authorship, 
and  his  religious  novels,  his  problem  novels, 
his   crime   novels,    his    society   novels,    and 
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his  political  squibs  (all  unpublished)  are 
as  numerous  a  progeny  as  the  children  of 
Dumas.  Always  he  was  dreaming  of  making 
a  fortune,  and  always — dragging  down  with 
him  a  wife  and  three  daughters  for  whom  he 
professed  the  tenderest  affection — he  was 
sinking  deeper  and  deeper  in  the  scale. 
And  yet  no  man  ever  walked  the  London 
streets  with  a  jauntier  step  or  preserved 
such  high  and 
generous    spirits 

through   all    the  [''''^f'/ln' 

chances   of  this  1  '^^ 

mortal  life. 

But  while 
men  of  this  kind 
are  numerous 
enough  in  Lon- 
don— and  if  one 
had  the  [time 
one  might  well 
encounter 
among  them 
some  of  the 
strangest  and 
rarest  characters 
ever  met  with  in 
fiction — still  the 
vast  multitude  of 
shabby  people 
belong  to  an  in- 
finitely depress- 
ing and  mo- 
notonous bri- 
gade of  social 
failures,  whose 
tragedy  is  their 
age  rather  than 
any  kink,  inter- 
esting or  amus- 
ing, in  their 
dispositions. 

Let  the  reader 
keep  his  eyes 
open  as  he 
walks  about  London,  and  he  will  see  on 
every  side  of  him  the  broken  soldiers  of  this 
innumerable  army.  The  old  journalist,  the 
old  clerk,  the  old  actor,  the  old  shopman, 
the  old  nondescripts  of  those  odd  and  multi- 
farious employments  whose  very  names  are 
unknown  to  most  of  us — there  they  go,  pen- 
sionless,  comfortless,  and  homeless,  living  on 
the  gratuities  of  their  children  and  seeking 
in  chance  employments  to  earn  a  casual 
sixpence  for  their  hunger. 

Among  these  people  you   may  see  often 


"THE    OLD    CURATK,    THKRADHAKK 

BROKEN,     FACING     THE     STKEETS    WI  I 

THAT    SEB   NOTHING," 


enough  the  old  curate,  threadbare  and 
broken,  pacing  the  streets  with  eyes  that  see 
nothing.  Down — down — down,  till  a  stage 
is  reached  at  which  hunger  is  only  a  numbing 
sensation  so  constant  as  to  arouse  no  suffer- 
ing, and  the  blood  becomes  so  habitually 
chilled  that  frost  and  bitter  winds  make 
little  difference  to  normal  discomfort.  The 
common  lodging-houses,  the  miserable  garrets 

in  court  and 
alley,  and  the 
cheap  bedrooms 
in  small  subur- 
ban streets  are 
always  full  of 
London's 
shabby  people. 
And  in  the 
streets,  jostling 
shoulders  with 
them,  move  the 
respectably- 
dressed,  middle- 
aged  men  in 
constant  employ- 
ment,  before 
whose  eyes  is 
the  perpetual 
menace  of  dis- 
charge  and 
poverty. 

My  old  friend 
will  have  it  that 
a  fal^e  Idea  of  respectability  is 
at  the  bottcmi  of  this  tremen- 
dous, if  sordid,  tragedy.  "  People," 
he  says»  "  have  given  up  thrift 
to  cut  a  petty  figure  in  the  social 
world.  They  live  in  houses  whose 
rents  arc  too  dear  for  them,  and 
wear  clothes  which  are  unsuited 
to  their  employments.  Instead  of 
saving  up  for  a  rainy  day,  instead  of 
a  wise  insurance  and  a  healthy 
humility  of  outlook,  the  masses  of 
men  and  women  in  London  are  always 
pushing  on  to  a  nearer  and  nearer  imitation 
of  the  rich,  which,  while  it  brings  them  no 
real  comfort  of  soul,  infallibly  leads  them 
into  ultimate  ruin  and  despair." 

Whatever  the  cause,  for  him  who  has  eyes 
to  see  the  streets  of  London  are  crowded 
with  the  derelicts  of  social  progress,  and  only 
the  angel  of  pity  knows  how  much  sorrow, 
how  much  patience,  and  how  much  hero?em 
are  concealed  under  the  fading  and  thread- 
bare shoddy  of  the  city's  shabby  people. 


in    Hampshire 


AND 
H     HVFS 


Vol.  XXXV. — 37. 


Digitized  by 


Googte^ 


Sir^oirkey  Tnim^inr^Ss   His  Marks. 

By    ARTHUR    MORRISON. 


HIS  is  another  tale  of  Snorkey 
Timnis,  the  disreputable  ac- 
quaintance of  whom  I  have 
written  in  other  places.  It  is 
now  years  since  I  saw  Snorkey, 
and  I  never  had  the  faintest 
excuse  for  such  an  acquaintanceship,  except 
that  he  was  an  amusing  scoundrel  and  full  of 
information  that  cannot  be  derived  from  any 
person  of  the  smallest  respectability.  Many 
of  his  adventures  he  has  told  me  himself; 
some  I  have  learned  from  other  sources ; 
this  came  to  me  in  hints  and  instalments, 
both  ways. 

It  was  at  a  time  long  after  Snorkey's 
adventure  with  the  bags  of  bricks  at  Liverpool 
Street,  after  he  had  told  it  me  in  a  faro-house 
at  Whitechapel ;  the  time,  in  fact,  was  when 
the  banker  at  that  same  faro-table  was  the 
envy  of  Snorkey's  soul  and  his  ideal  of 
sublunary  good  fortune.  From  Snorkey's 
point  of  view,  indeed,  there  was  reason. 
Snorkey  was  a  mere  Cockney  picker-up  of 
trifles  —  and  other  things — that  were  not 
too  carefully  watched  ;  Mr.  Issy  Marks 
during  the  day  was  a  wholesale  merchant 
with  a  fancy-goods  warehouse  in  a  little  turn- 
ing out  of  Houndsditch,  and  in  the  evening 
he  sat  at  the  receipt  of  custom  at  the  faro- 
den,  the  only  man  at  the  table  who  always 
won.  Indeed,  he  paid  the  proprietor  fifteen 
shillings  an  hour  for  the  privilege  of  sitting 
banker,  and  made  a  very  handsome  thing  of 
it  on  the  top  of  that.  Why  Snorkey  and 
others  like  him  should  have  persisted  in  con- 
tributing nightly  to  Mr.  Issy  Marks's  income 
was  not  a  question  easily  to  be  resolved  by 
the  impartial  observer ;  the  language  where- 
with they  signalized  their  regular  losses  wholly 
precluded  the  supposition  that  they  did  it 
out  of  sheer  benevolence  to  Mr.  Marks.  Yet 
they  were  far  from  being  fools  in  the  ordinary 
sense,  and,  in  fact,  were  rather  apt  to  pride 
themselves  on  their  general  knowingness ; 
still  they  came,  stood  before  the  eight  squares 
chalked  on  the  table,  saw  their  stakes  de- 
crease and  vanish  by  a  system  which  plainly 
and  obviously  must  benefit  the  banker  all 
through,  and  nobody  else,  went  away  poor 
and  angry,  and  came  again  the  next  night 
and   all  the  nights  after  that  to  lose  more 
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money.  There  was  no  reason  in  it,  but  there 
was  the  phenomenon,  and  Mr.  Marks  did 
very  well  out  of  it,  as  did  many  another 
"  banker  "  in  many  another  gambling-house 
in  those  parts. 

For  this,  and  for  the  presumed  wealth  in 
the  fancy-goods  business,  Mr.  Issy  Marks 
was  regarded  with  much  envy.  The  business 
had  its  place  in  a  humpbacked  little  old 
house  that  stood  uncomfortably  shouldered 
and  squeezed  between  two  larger  buildings, 
not  so  old  but  quite  as  dirty,  in  a  rather 
grimy  little  street  that  led  from  Houndsditch 
to  some  undiscovered  region  beyond.  There 
were  bigger  houses  among  them  than  Mr. 
Marks's,  and  busier ;  but  his  had  the  reputa- 
tion— at  least  among  his  humbler  admirers 
—  of  carrying  a  solid  trade  of  the  sort 
called  "snug." 

Now,  it  was  the  quaint  and  interesting 
custom  of  Snorkey,  and  all  his  friends  of 
like  habits,  to  inspect  very  often  and  with 
loving  care  the  premises  of  prosperous  persons 
who  aroused  their  respect  and  envy,  as  Mr. 
Marks  had  done  Snorkey's.  They  counted 
the  windows  and  speculated  on  the  probable 
interior  fastenings  of  doors.  They  peeped 
through  keyholes  unobserved,  affectionately 
patted  shutters,  and  groped  inquiringly  about 
their  iron  fastenings.  Their  kindly  interest  even 
extended  to  the  houses  adjoining,  the  roofs, 
ladders,  trap-doors,  and  possible  means  of 
intercommunication.  They  have  been  known 
to  stand  in  cold  streets  for  hours  watching 
the  lights  on  the  window-blinds  that  screened 
the  objects  of  their  solicitude,  and  even  the 
most  careless  of  them  never  omitted  to  make 
sympathetic,  if  unostentatious,  inquiries  as 
to  the  coirrings  and  goings  of  the  inmates 
and  the  exact  positions  of  their  sleeping 
apartments. 

Snorkey,  therefore,  was  aware  that  Mr. 
Issy  Marks's  warehouse  was  locked  up  and 
left  to  itself  at  night.  He  knew,  also,  that 
the  back  of  the  place  could  be  reached 
from  a  paved  alley  by  the  scaling  of  an  easy 
wall;  that  packing-cases  littered  the  back- 
yard ;  and  that  any  person  standing  on  one 
or  two  of  the  largest  could  reach  a  window 
that  was  not  barred.  Such  things  as  these 
were    always    among    the    first    noticed    by 
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Snorkey  in  any  house  in  which  he  took  an 
intelligent  interest.  And,  as  regards  this  par- 
ticular house,  observation  had  taught  him 
other  things  also.  For  instance,  although 
the  stock  generally  was  not  of  a  costly 
description,  there  was  a  good  deal  of  cheap, 
thin,  showy  silver,  which  would  melt  down 
just  as  well  as  the  same  metal  in  heavier  and 
more  expensively-finished  pieces.  There  was 
a  little  safe  in  the  back  room  on  the  grorund 
floor,  and  there  was  all  the  possibility  of  a 
little  jewellery.  On  the  whole,  Snorkey 
decided  that  he  had 
fallen  in  love  with 
Mr.  Marks's  ware- 
house, and  must 
take  an  early  oppor- 
tunity to  scrape  a 
closer  acquaintance. 

The  opportunity, 
in  fact,  seemed  to 
be  occurring  every 
night ;  so  that  be- 
tween the  moment 
when  Snorkey  fully 
realized  the  state  of 
his  affections  and 
the  evening  on 
which  he  seized  his 
opportunity  very  few 
hours  elapsed. 

It  was  Mr. 
Marks's  habit  to 
bolt  and  bar  his 
warehouse  at  seven 
each  evening  and 
bid  it  and  its  busi- 
ness farewell  till  the 
next  morning  —  for 
he  lived  at  Mile 
End.  On  the  even- 
ing of  Snorkey's 
venture  he  left  as 
usual,  and  Snorkey, 
from  a  convenient 
entry,  saw  him  go. 
So  much  being 
ascertained,  the 
adventurer  loitered 
an  hour  amid  the 
society  of  the  Three 
Tuns,  and  then  leisurely  took  his  way  to  the 
faro  "  club." 

This  place  was  reached  by  way  of  an 
innocent-looking  door,  with  a  very  respectable 
electric  bell,  at  the  end  of  a  little  court  of  newly- 
built  offices  and  shops.  If  you  were  known, 
the  door  instantly  opened  to  your  ring  ;  if  you 
were  not,  you  might  ring  the  battery  down 


THE    DOOR-KEEPER   SAT  ON    A    PAI 
BVB   NEAR   THB 


without  effect.  That  was  because  the  door- 
keeper sat  on  a  pair  of  steps  within,  with  his 
eye  near  the  fanlight.  Snorkey  Timms  was  no 
stranger,  and  with  no  more  delay  than  sufficed 
for  the  silent  opening  and  closing  of  the 
door  and  a  careful  groping  through  a  long 
passage  he  emerged  into  the  light  and  noise  of 
the  gambling-room.  Mr.  Marks  was  there  as 
usual,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  his  hat  at  the 
back  of  his  head,  and  his  eyes  on  the  cards  he 
was  shuffling  and  dealing  on  the  table  before 
him.  An  eager  little  crowd  was  clubbed 
thickly  round  the 
other  three  sides  of 
the  table,  the  rear 
rank  climbing  on 
the  backs  of  the 
ranks  before  them, 
every  man  with  his 
hand  thrust  out  to 
its  fullest  reach,  fol- 
lowing the  fortunes 
of  his  stake  where 
it  lay  on  the  chalked 
diagram,  and  eager 
to  snatch  at  the 
winnings  that  came 
so  sparsely. 

Snorkey  staked  a 
shilling,  partly  be- 
cause he  was  always 
ready  to  gamble, 
and  partly  because, 
in  view  of  the  pos- 
sible events  of  the 
night,  it  was  not 
"the  game"  to  make 
himself  conspicuous 
by  a  change  in  his 
usual  habits  on  this 
particular  evening. 
The  shilling  went 
into  Mr.  Marks's 
heap,  followed 
quickly  by  another, 
and  two  more,  and 
some  others  after 
that. 

.  "  Banker's  'avin' 
VVnucht:"  "'^"''''  "'^"  "^'  all  the  luck  again," 
remarked  a  friend 
to  Snorkey.  "  Turns  up  the  card  with  most 
agin  it  every  time,  an'  'e's  halved  stakes 
eight  times  since  I  come  in." 

Snorkey  tried  a  double  chance  with  two 
shillings,  and  lost  them  in  successive  turns. 

"  No  good — it's  givin'  'im  yer  money 
to-night,"  remarked  the  friend.  "  There's  a 
chap  over  there's  bin  puttin'  down  half  quids 
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an'  quids,  and  never  savin*  a  stake.     Marks's 
luck's  in  to-night" 

As  a  fact,  the  banker's  luck  always  is  in  at 
faro,  but  tonight  it  was  favouring  him  so 
well  that  even  the  punters  noticed  it;  and 
punters  at  faro  must  either  be  blind  in 
general  to  the  banker's  luck  or  take  it  as 
a  matter  of  course.  As  his  loose  silver 
dwindled  and  Mr.  Marks's  heap  of  money 
rose,  Snorkey  grew  the  more  resolved  on  his 
project  for  the  night,  and  more  and  more 
persuaded  that  his  claim  on  the  Marks  estate 
was  a  justifiable  and,  indeed,  almost  a 
legal  one. 

He  stayed  about  the  faro-table  till  near 
eleven,  and  then  sauntered  quietly  out.  It 
was  scarce  more  than  five  minutes'  walk  to 
the  house  by  Houndsditch,  and  the  street, 
the  warehouse,  and 
the  alley  behind 
were  all  quiet  and 
dark.  But  there 
was  a  light  in  a  top 
window  in  the 
house  to  the  left  of 
Marks's,  and,  as 
Snorkey  had  the 
whole  night  before 
him  for  his  adven- 
ture, he  waited,  and 
took  a  turn  about 
the  streets  to  kill 
time. 

When  he  returned 
it  was  nearer  twelve 
than  eleven,  and 
the  lodger  in  the 
next  house  was  in 
bed.  Snorkey 
wasted  no  more 
time,  but  hurried 
into  the  paved  alley 
and  scaled  the  wall. 

Mr.  Marks's 
back -yard  was  an 
uncomfortable 
place  to  traverse  by 
night,  short  as  the 
distance  was ;  for 
unseen  boxes  and 
cases  met  the  shins 
and  knuckles  of 
the  explorer,  and, 
while  the  quietest 
possible  progress 
involved  some 
amount  of  noise, 
there    was     always 

fk^      ^».m»A..      ^f        "rriS    NOT    KASY  TO  SET   ONE 

the    danger   ot  another,  on  a  dark 


knocking  over  soaiething  with  a  thunderous 
clatter. 

Snorkey  was  cautious  and  slow,  for  there 
was  no  need  to  hurry.  He  reached  the  wall 
of  the  house  and  stood  to  listen.  It  was  a 
still  night — too  still  for  such  an  enterprise  as 
Snorkey's;  small  sounds  were  very  clear. 
But  then,  if  every  burglar  refused  to  work 
except  in  perfect  conditions,  the  whole 
industry  would  come  to  a  standstill. 

There  was  no  sound  to  cause  uneasiness. 
There  was  the  tread  of  a  policeman,  of 
course,  but  that  was  reassuring.  It  is  a 
pleasant  sound  in  the  ear  of  a  burglar, 
audible  for  an  enormous  distance,  giving 
him  confidence ;  when  he  cannot  hear  it  he 
is  never  sure  that  the  policeman  isn't  watch- 
ing him.  This  friendly  sound  came  from 
Houndsditch,  harmoni- 
ously beating  time  for  the 
now  subdued  hum  of 
L*>ndon.  The  sky  was 
clear  and  cloudless  above, 
though  dark;  and  a  few 
stiirs  looked  down  on 
Snorkey's  experiment  and 
winked  encouragingly. 

It  is  not  easy  to  set  one 
rough  packing-case  firmly 
oti  another,  on  a  dark 
night,  without 
noise ;  and  when 
you  have  done  it, 
even  with  a  little 
noise,  it  is  still 
more  difficult  to 
climb  on  the  top 
case  without  a  great 
I  deal  more  noise 
'  still,  and  more  than 
J  a  chance  of  a 
clamorous  tumble. 
But  these  difficulties 
were  surmounted, 
1  and  once  the  win- 
dow was  reached, 
that  offered  no 
difficulties  at  all. 
For  Snorkey  had 
brought  his  tools. 
First,  a  catch-'em- 
alive-oh  paper, 
doubled  inward,  so 
as  to  go  safely  in  the 
pocket.  This,  being 
carefully  opened 
out,  was  spread  over 
the  pane  nearest  the 

ROUGH     PACKINGCASK  FIRMLY  ON  .       fncteninff      and 
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smacked  in  the  middle  with  the  flat  hand. 
The  pane  was  abolished,  and  came  away  in 
a  hundred  fragments,  all  sticking  to  the  paper, 
and  all  quiet.  Then  it  needed  but  the 
insertion  of  a  hand  to  open  the  catch,  and 
the  window  was  conquered. 

Snorkey  climbed  in,  shut  the  window 
quietly,  and  pulled  down  the  blind — a  thing 
that  Mr  Marks  had  neglected.  Then  he 
produced  some  more  tools.  First,  a  lantern 
made  of  a  little  tin  box  with  a  stump  of 
candle  in  it,  so  that  light  was  only  thrown 
where  needed,  and  a  puff  would  quench  it. 

Now  when  the  scrap  of  candle  was  lit,  the 
first  thing  revealed  to  his  sight  was  not  at  all 
what  Snorkey  was  looking  for.  It  was,  in 
fact,  a  heap  of  shavings  on  the  floor — wet 
shavings.  It  was  partly  under  a  table  which 
was  piled  above  with  cardboard  boxes,  many 
of  them  broken.  The  boxes  seemed  damp, 
too,  and  when  Snorkey  approached  to 
examine  them  he  grew  aware  of  a  distinct 
smell  of  paraflfin  oil.  There  was  nothing  in 
the  boxes,  it  would  seem,  but  more  shavings, 
and  paper — also  wet.  Snorkey's  eyebrows 
lifted  and  his  lips  pursed.  But  he  saved  the 
whistle  for  a   future  occasion. 

He  looked  about  the  room.  The  walls 
were  lined  with  shelves  and  stacked  with 
boxes,  but  there  seemed  very  little  in  the 
boxes.  Mr.  Marks  appeared  to  be  stocking 
a  deal  of  straw  and  dirty  paper  ;  also  shavings, 
again.  But  there  was  one  box  of  hair- 
brushes which  much  interested  Snorkey. 
He  knew  that  Marks  sold  many  of  those 
cheap,  silver-backed  hair-brushes  whereof 
the  silver  covering  behind,  thin  as  paper,  was 
stamped  into  much  highly-relieved  ornament, 
with  a  view  to  a  spurious  massiveness 
of  appearance ;  and  he  had  designed  to 
rip  off  those  silver  backs  with  a  jack-knife 
and  roll  them  up  for  easier  transport.  Well, 
here  were  the  very  brushes.  But  the  silver 
backs  had  been  ripped  off  already  ! 

Snorkey  dropped  the  lid  on  the  box  and 
saved  up  another  whistle.  Then  he  went 
out  on  the  landing  (where  there  were  more 
shavings)  and  down  the  narrow  stairs  almost 
into  another  heap  of  shavings  at  the 
bottom.  He  made  straight  for  the  little  safe, 
pulling  from  his  inner  coat  pocket  as  he 
went  the  "  stick  "  whose  Christian  name  is 
James  or  Jemmy. 

It  was  an  elegant  little  weapon,  with  a  fine 
chisel  end,  and  he  began  by  thrusting  that 
chisel  end  in  the  crack  of  the  door  near  the 
top.  There  are  some  of  these  cheap  safes 
from  which  you  may  tear  off  the  outer  plate 
of  the   door  in   this   very   elementary  way. 


This,  however,  did  not  seem  to  be  one  of 
them,  for  the  immediate  result  was  nothing 
but  the  breaking  of  a  fragment  from  the  point 
of  the  "James." 

Snorkey  gazed  ruefully  at  the  broken  point, 
for  he  had  borrowed  the  tool,  and  then  gave 
a  twist  to  the  cross  handle  in  the  middle  of 
the  door.     The  safe  was  unlocked  ! 

The  door  swung  open  and  disclosed 
account-books  and  nothing  else.  At  the 
bottom  were  two  little  drawers,  which  were 
certainly  locked,  but  came  open  with  bent 
fronts  at  the  first  wrench  of  the  "stick." 
They  were  empty. 

Snorkey  looked  round  the  room  and  shook 
his  head  despondently.  There  was  a  perfect 
wealth  of  common  shell  boxes  and  cheap 
sponges  here,  but  that  was  not  the  sort  of 
wealth  he  had  come  for.  The  room  also  had 
its  heap  of  shavings,  piled  against  a  stack  of 
the  shell  boxes,  and  a  three-gallon  can  of 
paraffin  oil  stood  near  it. 

He  entered  the  shop  very  quietly,  for  now 
he  might  be  heard  from  the  street.  The 
stock  he  disregarded,  but  tried  the  till.  It 
contained  not  so  much  as  a  button.  Clearly 
this  was  not  the  venture  Snorkey  had  looked 
for.  He  shook  his  head  again  and  returned 
to  the  back  room.  Then  he  very  deliberately 
pocketed  his  tools,  blew  out  his  candle,  and 
sat  on  the  stairs  to  wait  for  Mr.  Marks.  For 
he  had  seen  things  that  made  him  expect  him. 

It  was  very  quiet,  and  more  than  a  little 
dull.  But  presently  the  humour  of  the 
situation  so  presented  itself  to  Snorkey  that 
the  silence  was  broken  by  a  chuckle,  which 
grew  into  something  rather  like  a  snigger. 
Mr.  Marks  would  find  an  unexpected  card 
had  turned  up,  this  deal ! 

The  church  clocks  began  to  strike  twelve, 
some  near,  some  far,  and  presently  St. 
Botolph's,  clanging  loud  and  close.  In  the 
midst  of  the  strokes  there  was  a  thump  at 
the  front  door ;  startling  for  the  moment, 
but  only  a  policeman  testing  the  fastenings. 
His  receding  tramp  was  quite  clear,  now  that 
the  clocks  had  ceased  to  strike. 

Mr.  Marks  was  very  slow,  and  more  than 
once  Snorkey  was  in  danger  of  falling  asleep. 
He  was  listening  for  the  stroke  of  one,  and 
wondering  if  he  might  already  have  missed 
it  by  dozing,  when  at  last  there  came  the 
expected  click  in  the  lock,  and  with  extra- 
ordinary suddenness  Marks  was  in  the  shop 
with  the  door  closed  behind  him.  Plainly 
he  must  have  been  watching  his  opportunity, 
and  had  reached  the  door  and  turned  the 
familiar  lock  swiftly  and  quietly.  And  in 
another   moment    he   was    groping    in    the 
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back  room,  within  two  yards  of  his  visitor. 
Snorkey  felt  for  his  matches  and  his  lantern, 
but  as  he  did  so  a  match  was  struck  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  revealed  Marks  in 
the  act  of  lighting  a  lantern  of  his  own. 
Snorkey  waited  till  the  flame  was  well  estab- 
lished and  the  lantern  closed,  and  then  said, 
cheerfully,  "  Ah  !  Good  mornin',  Mr.  Marks  ! " 
With  a  bounce  and  a  faint  yelp  Mr.  Marks 
sprang   back  against  a  pile  of  boxes,  livid 


ha'  made  a  good  stroke  o'  business  to-night ; 
shavings,  or  waste  paper,  or  paraflfin.  Not 
wantin'  'em  Fve  repented.     Lock  me  up." 

Mr.  Marks  clapped  his  hand  distractedly 
to  the  side  of  his  head.  "  You  go — go 
avay  ! "  he  said. 

Snorkey  shook  his  head,  put  down  the 
lantern,  and  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  table. 
"  Couldn't  think  of  it,"  he  said.  "  Couldn't 
think  o*  goin'  away  now,  after  all  the  wicked- 


MK.    MARKS  SPRANG   BACK   AGAINST  A   PILE  OP    BOXES,    LIVID  AND  GASPING. 


and  gasping,  with  a  terrified  whimper  in  his 
throat, 

"  All  right,  Mr.  Marks  1  Don't  jump ! 
It's  only  me  !  Quite  a  old  friend  !  "  And 
Snorkey  lifted  the  lantern  and  held  it  by  the 
side  of  his  face,  whereon  flickered  something 
vastly  like  a  grin. 

"Vat  d'you— d'you  vant?"  gasped  Marks, 
panting  with  the  shock.      **  Vat  d'you  vant  ?  " 

"  Want  to  give  meself  up,"  answered 
Snorkey,  crisply.  "  Burglary — breakin'  an' 
enterin' ;    I'm  a  'orrid  criminal.     I  broke  in." 

Marks  gulped  twice  before  he  got  a  word 
out.     "  You  broke  in  ?  "  he  repeated. 

*'  Burglariously  busted  your  back  window, 
an'  been  waitin'  'ere  about  an  hour  an'  a  'alf 
to  confess.     I've  repented." 

"  You— you — vat?" 

"  I've  repented.  Anybody  would  as  didn't 
come  for  shavings.    If  I'd  wanted  shavings  I'd 


ness  I've  committed.  My  conscience  wouldn't 
stand  it.  You  fetch  the  p'lice  an'  'ave  me 
punished  proper." 

Mr.  Marks  looked  up  and  down  the  room 
and  toward  the  shop  and  up  the  stairs, 
thoughtfully.  The  shock  of  surprise  was 
passing,  to  be  succeeded  by  a  desperate  per- 
plexity. 

"All  right,"  he  said  at  length.  "I  don't 
want  to  punish  you  ;  you  can  go." 

"  No,  no,"  Snorkey  replied,  cordially. 
"  Don't  you  let  your  feelin's  get  worked  on, 
Mr.  Marks.  You  dunno  what  a  'orrid  chap 
I've  bin.  O'  course,  I've  repented  now,  but 
that  was  only  'cos  of  the  shavings.  You  can't 
rightly  count  a  repentance  'cos  of  shavings — 
not  by  the  proper  rules." 

"Go  along,"  answered  Marks,  with  a  furtive 
lowering  of  voice.  "  I  tell  you  I  von't  say 
noddin'  about  it.    Ve  understand  each  other." 
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Snorkey  shook  his  head.  "  I  doubt  it, 
Mr.  Marks,"  he  sighed.  "  It  ain't  easy  for  a 
gent  like  you  to  understand  a  thorough 
wrong  'un  like  me  ;  anyhow,  it  seems  a  bit 
'ard  this  time.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you 
forgive  me — goin'  to  take  mercy  on  me  ?  " 

"Yes;  go  on." 

"Mr.  Marks,  you're  a  nobleman.  Vm 
willin'  enough  ;  I  can  be  took  mercy  on — on 
very  reasonable  terms.  My  little — er — com- 
mi.ssion,  as  you  might  say,  for  bein'  forgiven 
ought  to  be  about  fifty  quid,  I  should  say, 
this  time." 

"Vat?" 

"  Fifty  quid,  I  said.  You  see,  it  wants 
rather  a  lot  o'  forgiveness  for  a  burglary  as 
wicked  as  this.  The  drawers  in  your  safe's 
all  bent  anyhow,  an'  your  first-floor  back 
window's  quite  shockin'." 

"You've  got  a  fine  cheek,"  snarled  Mr. 
Marks,  by  this  time  much  recovered.  "  Vy 
you  expect  me  to  pay  anyting  ?  You're  lucky 
not  to  be  took  up  ! " 

"  What  I  said  meself ! "  replied  Snorkey. 
"  Fetch  the  p'lice.  Or  I'll  go  an'  fetch  'em  if 
you  like." 

"  No,  no  !  But  fifty  quid's  ridic'luth  ! 
Besides,  I  got  no  money  here  !  " 

"All  right;  I'll  wait  here  for  it  till  the 
momin'.  It's  warmer  'ere  than  out  in  the 
cold,  unfeelin'  streets." 

"  No,  no  !  You  must  go  !  Now,  come, 
be  reathonable,  Mr.  Thnorkey.  I'll  see  you 
to-morrow  an'  make  it  all  right.  Tholemn 
vord  I  vill  ! " 

Snorkey  winked  and  shook  his  head  in- 
exorably. "  You  don't  understand  the  wicked 
feelin's  of  a  'ardened  criminal,  Mr.  Marks. 
D'ye  know,  I'm  sunk  that  low  I  wouldn't  take 
your  word  for  it !  I  wouldn't !  Shockin', 
ain't  it?" 

"  But  fifty's  out  o'  reathon.  It'th  abthurd  ! " 

"  Well,  beat  me  down,  Mr.  Marks.  Offer 
me  forty." 

"  No,  no — ridicl'uth.  I've  got  a  quid  vid 
me  ;   p'r'aps  thirty  bob." 

"  Ridic'lous,  too,  ain't  it  ?  Why,  I've 
broke  the  point  of  a  tool  as  is  worth  as  much 
as  that.  And  if  I  'adn't  turned  up  the  place 
might  'a'  'bin  afire  !  It  might,  the  dangerous 
way  things  like  paraffin  is  left  about !  It 
might  'a'  broke  out  any  minute  if  it  'adn't 
bin  for  me." 

"  I'll  give  ye  five  quid,  come  !  " 

"Can't  be  done  at  the  price.  My  con- 
science won't  allow  it ;  it's  a  special  good 
conscience,  is  mine.  It  comes  a  lot  dearer 
than  that  1 " 


"  But  ven  I've  got  no  more  vat  can  I  do  ?  " 

"Just  now  you  'adn't  got  no  more  than 
thirty  bob  ;  now  it's  growed  to  five  quid.  If 
I  stop  'ere  you'll  be  a  millionaire  by  the 
momin',  Mr.  Marks,  Exquire,  an'  all  through 
me.     I'll  stop." 

"  No,  no ;  be  a  thport,  Mr.  Thnorkey,  an' 
give  a  man  a  chance.  Val'll  you  take — 
reathonable  ?  " 

"Ah,  you  see,  it's  growed  a  bit  more 
a'ready.  I  said  it  would.  You'd  better  let 
me  stop,  for  your  own  sake.  But  if  you'd 
really  rather  not,  why,  1  think  I  can  make  a 
better  guess  at  what  you've  got  on  you 
than  you  can  yourself.  If  you've  got  five 
quid,  an'  a  bit  more,  on  ye,  it  means  you 
'aven't  took  your  winnin's  home  from  the  club 
yet.  You  always  change  the  silver  afore  you 
come  away,  I  know.  I  guess  twenty  quid.  If 
there's  more — why,  you  can  keep  it  for  your 
honesty.      But  that's  my  charge — ab-so  ! " 

Time  was  going,  and  as  a  fact  the  sum  in 
Mr.  Marks's  pockets  was  well  above  his  tor- 
mentor's estimate.  He  thought  for  a  moment, 
looked  into  Snorkey's  eyes  with  a  gaze  of 
agonized  reproach,  turned  his  back,  and 
counted  out  the  money  in  gold.  Tl^en  he 
turned  again  with  a  sigh  and  paid  it  over. 

"He  seemed  quite  out  o'  temper  payin* 
over  that  little  bit,"  Snorkey  said,  long  after- 
ward, relating  the  adventure.  "  Quite  rusty  he 
was.  'Adn't  got  what  you  might  call  a  sense 
of  'umour,  I  s'pose.  Some  people  ain't.  But 
I  told  'im  very  cheerful  to  be  careful  about 
strikin'  matches  an'  such,  with  all  them  com — 
combustious  things  about,  an'  I  come  away. 
I  come  down  the  street,  an'  turned  into 
Houndsditch,  an'  there  what  should  I  see  but 
a  fire-alarm  post  You  know  where  it  is — 
just  at  the  corner.  Well,  you  know,  I  felt  a  bit 
nervous  about  Mr.  Marks.  It  was  a  danger- 
ous kind  o'  place  for  anybody  to  be  about  in 
with  a  light,  an'  somehow  I  'ad  a  'orrid  sort  o' 
presentiment  that  the  'ouse  might  catch  afire 
after  all.  You  know  the  way  one  o'  them 
presentiments  gets  'old  of  you,  sometimes. 
Well,  this  'ere  one  o'  mine  was  that  strong  that 
I  took  my  chance  with  the  alarm.  I  smashed 
the  glass,  an'  I  tugged  the  'andle  till  I  very 
near  tugged  it  out,  an'  then  I  ran  'ome  fast, 
'cos  it  was  late. 

"An'  the  most  remarkable  co-in-«dence 
about  the  'ole  thing  was— when  the  fire- 
engines  got  round  there,  there  was  a  fire ! 
There  was,  on  my  solemn  davy !  Wasn't 
it  wonderful  ?  An'  Mr.  Marks  got  in  sich  a 
muddle  explainin'  'ow  the  accident  'appened 
that  they  gave  him  two  years'  hard  !  " 
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Illustrations   from    Photographs 
Bond    Street, 

HE  beauty  of  women  appeals 
to  all  men,  but  not  to  all  men 
alike;  and  artists,  particularly 
those  who  have  devoted  them- 
selves to  the  limning  of  the 
human  figure,  are  supposed  to 
have  strongly-pronounced  preferences  of  their 
own.  With  a  view  of  putting  these  prefer- 
ences to  the  test,  we  have  submitted  a  selec- 
tion of  the  photographs  of  eight  of  the  most 
beautiful  women  of  to-day  to  a  number  of 
representative  figure-painters.  The  result  is 
indicated  in  the  following  pages. 

One  of  these  photographs,  which  we  have 
numbered  "3,"  is  awarded  the  palm  by  no 
fewer  than  five  artists,  these  being  Sir  Luke 
Fildes,  R.A.,  Mr.  J.  W.  Waterhouse,  R.A., 
Mr.  Arthur  Hacker,  A.R.A.,  the  Hon.  John 
Collier,  and  Mr.  Byam  Shaw.  The  one 
point  on  which  all  these  authorities  were 
agreed  was  the  beauty  of  the  lady's  eyes. 

"  Her  eyes,"  said  Mr.  Hacker,  "  are  most 
feeling  and  expressive.  Of  course,  I  am  not 
looking  at  any  of  the  portraits  from  the  point 
of  view  of  costume  or  photography.  I  am 
simply  having  regard  to  the  face.  As  photo- 
graphs and  examples  of  photography  one  or 
two  of  the  others  rather  attract  me,  but  the 
features  are  either  simpering  or  stupid." 

"  If  I  had  to  select  one  of  these  ladies," 
said  Mr.  Waterhouse,  **  as  a  model  for  paint- 
ing, I  should  have  no  hesitation  about  my 
choice.  The  lady  of  my  preference,  indeed, 
reminds  me  very  much  of  one  of  my  models. 
After  she  had  been  sitting  to  me  for  some 


by    Lafayette,   Ltd.,    179,   New 
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time  she  went  on  the  stage,  and,  succeeding 
in  obtaining  fairly  important  parts,  she 
naturally  did  not  care  to  resume  her  former 
profession,  and  for  some  time  I  have  lost 
sight  of  her.  She  sat  only  for  the  face.  The 
face,  as  in  this  photograph,  is  so  singularly 
beautiful  that  I  was  very  sorry  to  lose  the 
opportunity  of  painting  it,  and  I  have  written 
once  or  twice  lately  to  the  lady^s  old  address, 
but  without  obtaining  a  reply." 

The  following  was  the  Hon.  John  Collier's 
comment  on  the  series  of  photographs. 
"  This  "  (indicating  No.  3)  "  is  the  one  which 
appeals  to  me,"  said  the  painter,  whose 
subject- pictures  of  ladies  belonging  to  what 
is  called  "  the  Smart  Set "  have  been  a  feature 
of  the  Royal  Academy  during  the  past  few 
years.  "  She  has  a  really  fine  face  with  plenty 
of  character  about  it." 

Mr.  Byam  Shaw  kindly  examined  the 
photographs  submitted  to  him,  and  made 
a  most  careful  comparison  between  them, 
but  when  his  choice  was  made  in  favour 
of  No.  3  he  had  practically  nothing  to  say 
in  explanation  of  it.  But  it  was  made  with 
something  like  enthusiasm,  and  as  he  said 
good-bye  he  exclaimed,  "  I  shall  look  out  for 
my  beauty  in  The  Strand  Magazine." 

Sir  I^uke  Fildes  was  equally  emphatic  in 
his  judgment,  but  he  also  gave  it  almost 
without  comment. 

The  other  most  popular  candidate  proved 
to  be  No.  2.  She  secured  the  votes  of 
Mr.  Marcus  Stone,  R.A.,  Mr.  Solomon  J. 
Solomon,  R.A.,  and  Mr.  Ellis  Roberts,  who, 
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though  not  numbered  in  the  ranks  of  the 
Academicians,  has  won  renown  as  a  painter 
of  beautiful  women's  portraits. 

Mr.  Stone  at  once  made  the  criticism  that 
several  other  artists  had  done  when  he  passed 
the  batch  of  photographs  in  review  before 
him.  "  There  is  not,  in  my  opinion,"  he  said, 
"sufficient  individuality  about  any  of  these 
photographic  examples.  For  one  thing  they 
are  nearly  all  dressed  in  the  fashion  of  to-day. 
One  lady's  photograph,  indeed,  would  serve 
admirably  as  a  fashion-plate.  The  present- 
ment of  women  in  a  more  abstract  way  is 
what  appeals  to  an  artist,  I  thinks  In  two 
or  three  years  portraits  painted  as  these 
photographs  have  been  taken  would  become 
obsolete.  I  am,  fortunately,  not  a  portrait- 
painter,  but  if  1  were  I  should  always  try  to 
induce  my  sitters  to  allow  themselves  to  be 
painted  in  costumes  which  are  not  dis- 
tinctively of  the  moment.  Our  best  portrait- 
painters  do  this,  I  believe,  but,  of  course, 
they  are  sometimes  obliged  to  give  way  to 
ladies  who  desire  to  be  painted  in  the  most 
up-to-date  fashion.  What  I  mean  is  well 
illustrated  in  some  of  the  later  portraits  of 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  The  ladies  are  painted 
in  drapery  or  some  other  kind  of  dress  which 
looks  as  well  to-day  as  when  it  was  painted." 

Mr.  Solomon  in  replying  took  the  trouble 
to  "  place  "  all  the  eight  photographs  accord- 
ing to  the  order  of  his  preference,  the  first 
position,  as  already  indicated,  being  given  to 
No.  2. 

Mr.  Ellis  Roberts  was  frankly  enthusiastic 
in  their  praise.  "  I  fear  you  have  set  me  an 
impossible  task,"  he  complained.  "  How* 
can  I  make  a  selection  when  aii  are 
beautiful? 

"The  real  difficulty,  however,  lies  in  the 
fact  that  an  exceedingly  beautiful  woman 
sometimes  makes  an  indifferent  photograph. 
Again,  some  ladies  look  beautiful  from  every 
point  of  view,  whilst  others  are  limited  to  one 
or  two  positions. 

"In  awarding  the  *  golden  apple'  to  the 
most  beautiful  woman,  one  ought  to  see  the 
ladies  themselves.  If  I  must  make  a  selec- 
tion among  the  eight  photographs,  I  would 
name  No.  2." 

"  I  should  say,"  remarked  Mr.  G.  D.  Leslie, 
R.A.,  "that  the  one  marked  *4'  was  taken 
from  the  "best-looking  girl.  The  '  cauliflower ' 
style  of  dressing  the  hair  now  in  fashion  is 
very  trying  to  the  beauty  of  most  young 
ladies.  Hair  is  lovely,  but  the  shape,  size, 
and  situation  of  the  padded  masses  at  present 
worn  are  entirely  out  of  graceful  harmony 
with  natural  l>eauty." 
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"  You  have  set  me  a  difficult  task,"  said 
Sir  James  Linton,  late  President  of  the  Royal 
Institute  of  Painters  in  Water-Colours,  when 
the  photographs  were  submitted  to  his  criti- 
cal judgment,  "as  all  the  ladies  are  beautiful, 
and  all  have,  as  is  natural,  some  little  draw- 
back —even  the  one  I  select.  No.  4  is  over- 
powered by  the  enormous  mass  of  hair  ;  she 
would  do  much  more  justice  to  her  beautiful 
features  if  her  hair  were  more  closely  dressed. 
I  have  drawn  a  line  in  pipeclay,  easily 
removed  by  a  piece  of  dry  bread,  to  show 
what  I    mean." 

Thus  dealt  with,  the  lady's  coiffure,  as 
shown  on  the  photograph,  was  reduced  in  its 
dimensions  by  more  than  one  half.  In  this 
criticism,  it  will  be  observed.  Sir  James 
Linton  and  Mr.  l^slie  were  at  one. 

"  Still,  in  spite  of  the  hair,"  continued  Sir 
James,  "  I  think  she  is  the  most  beautiful, 
though  so  closely  run  by  two  or  three  of  the 
others  as  to  have  made  it  difficult  for  me  to 
definitely  select." 

Of  the  eight  photographs,  it  will  thus 
be  seen  that  only  three  have  obtained  the 
favour  of  any  of  the  Royal  Academicians 
and  other  artists  who  have  consented 
to  pass  judgment  upon  I  hem.  No.  3  is 
supported  by  five  votes.  No.  2  by  three, 
while  two  artists  declare  for  No.  4. 

We  wonder  whether  this  award  is  in 
accordance  with  predominant  opinion  on  the 
part  of  readers  of  The  Strand  Magazine. 
Whilst  some  have  hesitated  to  express  any 
preference  of  all  these  living  subjects  of  the 
camera,  others  have  found  great  difficulty  in 
doing  so  owing  to  the  high  standard,  judged 
by  the  same  criterion,  to  which  they  all 
attain.  The  least  enthusiastic  opinion  of 
all,  moreover,  to  which  any  of  the  artists 
give  expression  happens  to  be  bestowed 
upon  the  photograph  of  the  lady  who  secures 
from  his  brother  painters  the  largest  measure 
of  approval. 

The  truth,  perhaps,  is  that  the  ideal  beauty 
of  the  artist  is  never,  or  scarcely  ever,  em- 
bodied in  one  woman.  When  he  paints  his 
ideal  beauty  it  is  usually  with  the  assistance 
of  several  models,  one  woman  sitting  for  eyes 
and  nose,  another  for  mouth  and  neck,  and 
so  on.  There  are  instances  to  the  contrary, 
of  course,  such  as  Rossetti's  "Miss  Siddal,' 
the  lady  who  afterwards  became  his  wife,  and 
Lord  Leighton's  "Dorothy  Dene."  But 
many  artists  have  recorded  how  impossible 
they  have  found  the  search  for  any  one  model 
to  embody  all  the  graces  and  charms  of 
womanhood  as  they  exist  in  the  ideal  woman 
of  their   imagination.      A    painter   has   this 
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among  other  advantages  over  the  photo- 
grapher— that  he  can  quite  conveniently 
produce  his  picture  from  several  models. 
The  photographer,  in  the  production  of  his 
picture,  is  limited  by  the  mechanical  action 
of  the  camera  to  one.  To  him  may,  there- 
fore, well  be  denied  that  presentment  of  a 
perfect  vision  of  loveliness  which  becomes 
almost  a  commonplace  achievement  on  the 
part  of  the  painter. 

By  way  of  contrast,  the  eight  photographs 
were  submitted  to  a  jury  of  laymen  chosen 
indiscriminately  from  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances. Their  verdict  was  more  or  less 
favourable  to  the  whole  eight.  The  ladies 
favoured  by  the  artists  were  also  favoured 
by  them  in  equally  eulogistic  terms,  whilst 
those  which  had  made  no  appeal  to  artistic 
eyes  were  the  subject  of  obviously  sincere 
encomiums. 

Of  No.  I  it  was  said — or  implied — that 
the  photograph  was  an  example  of  beauty  in 
repose,  the  beauty  which,  apart  from  the 
uniformity  of  the  physical  features,  owes  so 
much  to  placidity  of  temperament  and 
serenity  of  soul.  "  This  is  evidently  the 
portrait  of  a  woman,"  it  was  said,  "who 
unites  a  beautiful  character  with  a  beautiful 
face.  It  is  not  the  beauty,  perhaps,  which 
would  carry  men  off  their  feet — metaphori- 
cally speaking,  of  course— in  the  whirl  of  the 
ball  •  room.  She  could  never  exercise  the 
fascination  of  the  coquette,  but  she  could 
excite  the  love  which  is  stronger  than  death." 


Of  the  more  dazzling  kind  of  personal 
charm,  it  was  agreed  that  there  was  ample 
manifestation  in  the  photograph  of  No.  6. 
There  was  the  slightest  suggestion  of  self-will, 
perhaps,  about  the  lips,  but  it  was  more  than 
redeemed  by  the  urbanity  expressed  in  the 
eyes.  The  delicate  poise  of  the  nose  accorded 
well  with  the  perfect  contour  of  the  neck — 
so  excellently  set  off  by  the  corsage — and 
with  the  tresses  of  luxuriant  hair  combined 
to  present  a  picture  of  fair  womanhood  such 
as  one  might  not  see  twice  in  the  course  of 
a  London  season. 

Of  the  more  generous  physique  of  No.  7 
praise  equally  unstinted  came  from  other 
members  of  our  lay  jury.  The  rounder 
features  of  this  lady  were  of  a  softer  and,  to 
them,  even  more  attractive  type  of  beauty, 
which  was  brought  into  admirable  relief 
by  the  Greek  drapery  in  which  the  sitter  or 
the  photographer  had  chosen  to  have  the 
picture  taken.  The  half-turned  face,  perhaps, 
did  not  do  the  lady  full  justice.  It  suggested 
a  charming,  warm  -  hearted  creature  of  the 
kind  which  can  fulfil  with  equal  success  the 
rdle  of  social  queen  or  devoted  mother. 
Finally,  the  graceful,  well  -  proportioned 
figure  of  No.  8,  with  the  half-wistful,  half- 
smiling  countenance,  was  not  without  its 
admirers.  Thus  the  case  stands  between 
the  artist -judges  and  the  lay  jury.  The 
appeal  is  now  to  the  vox  populi  as  repre- 
sented by  the  readers  of  The  Strand 
Magazine. 
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(NE  day,  carding 
long  instrument  bag, 
he  came  out  of  the 
little  surgery  above 
tlie  chemist's  shop, 
and  made  his  name. 
Before  that  it  had  been  hard  going  with  him. 
Young,  poor,  without  prestige,  a  new  name  in 
the  town,  his  office  in  a  mean  quarter,  the  only 
patients  he  had  were  those  who  did  not  pay. 
But  after  he  accomplished  that  miracle-like 
thing  by  the  railway  track,  where  a  great 
crowd  saw  him  bring  back  to  life  a  boy  who 
had  been  pulled  out  of  a  tank-car,  presumably 
long  dead  from  oil  fumes,  the  broad  way  rose 
easily  for  him  to  a  dizzy  summit  of  success. 

No  more  now  of  the  little  surgery,  with 
its  scant  furniture,  dingy  windows,  and  the 
smoke- belching  engines  thundering  by  out- 
side. No  more  rye-sandwiches  and  beer  at 
the  free  lunch  counter.  No  more  meander- 
ing about  the  streets  in  a  cheap  top-buggy  in 
mock  response  to  calls.  No  further  agonies 
of  fear  lest  remunerative  work  should  never 
come— moments  far  worse  than  those  in  the 
garret-rooms  at  college,  where  he  had  acted 
as  janitor,  cooked  his  meals  on  an  oil-stove, 
studied  far  into  the  night  by  a  kerosene-lamp, 
and  arrayed  himself  on  Saturday  evenings  in 
such  poor  state  as  he  could  command,  to  go 
across  the  river  and  play  a  violin  in  a 
drink ing-hall  for  money. 

All  this,  though  in  reality  not  very  distant, 
seemed  so  far  away  as  to  be  unreal.  Now, 
instead  of  an  agony  of  waiting,  it  was  an 
agony  of  work.  One  triumph  in  surgery  had 
followed  another,  until  they  called  him  "  The 
White   Wizard  "—"  white  "    because    of  the 
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marble  like  palter  of  his  face»  "wizard  " 
becau^e  the  things  hti  did  had  nc^ver 
been  done  bt^fort  by  man  in  that 
jmrt  of  the  world,  'M\  hy,''  said  the 
comrnuriity — and  it  spokL*  truly — 
"  he  opens  men*s  bodies  and  takes 
out  whatever  threatens  to  kill.  He  gives 
people  new  skin,  and  puts  fresh  blood  in 
their  veins.  By  virtue  of  his  novel  skill 
those  sweet  girl-twins  of  the  rich  man — loved 
and  pitied  of  everyone  because  of  their 
beauty  and  their  infirmity  —  scarcely  re- 
member the  sad  years  of  their  crooked  and 
useless  legs.  It  is  even  claimed  that,  by 
some  magic  with  the  skull,  he  can  banish 
idiocy  and  insanity,  and  turn  a  thief  into  an 
honest  main.  Parents  throughout  the  city, 
in  the  country,  and  in  distant  towns,  thinking 
of  their  little  ones,  ask  themselves,  with  a 
pang  of  terror,  *  What  should  we  do  if  death 
snatched  away  this  white-faced  antagonist  of 
deformity  and  disease  ? '  " 

And  yet,  with  all  this  chorus  of  praise — 
this  practical  deification— most  people  said 
that  Dr.  Kregg  was  a  hard  man— as  hard  as 
he  was  clever.  Sometimes  his  thin-lipped 
mouth  sputtered  oaths  as  a  Gading-gun 
sputters  ^nissiles.  His  faCe,  in  addition  to 
its  whiteness,  was  memorable  for  much  :  the 
sharp  definition  of  the  jaws,  the  nose,  and 
the  brow-lines  ;  the  steady  glow  of  the  grey 
eyes  ;  the  irresistible  cast  of  the  whole  ex- 
pression. And  this  face,  individual  to  the 
last  degree,  was  exquisitely  true  to  the  spirit 
behind  it.  Terribly  intense  was  Dr.  Kregg, 
terribly  determined,  terribly  diflScult  to  deflect 
or  defeat.  Well  might  they  call  him  hard, 
for  he  was  a  good  deal  like  a  piece  of  iron — 
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•  •  MY  LITTLE  GIRL,    DCXTTOR,    IS  DYING  OF   DIPHTHERIA,'  SAID  SHOKTS." 


hammered  close  and  smooth  on  the  anvil  of 
poverty  and  labour  and  pain.  His  body  was 
the  merest  detail— dwarfed  to  nothing  by  the 
imperious  and  luminous  quality  of  his  mind. 
New  Year's  Eve,  and  without  a  snowstorm, 
thick,  a-sparkle,  and  softly  murmurous. 
Dr.  Kregg,  in  full  evening  dress,  walked  up 
and  down  in  his  warm  drawing-room,  biting 
at  the  stump  of  a  cigar.  Early  in  the  evening 
he  had  spoken  at  a  physicians'  banquet, 
holding  young  and  old  alike  in  a  charmed 
sp»ll  by  his  lucid  and  metallic  eloquence. 
J^ter  he  had  hurried  to  the  hospital  to  carve 


potential  death  out  of  the  frame  of  a  stricken 
man.  Tired  he  was  beyond  words.  His 
eyes  were  sunken,  his  cheeks  hollow,  his  face 
preternatu rally  white.  His  mind  was  oscil- 
lating between  the  scene  at  the  banquet — the 
brilliancy  of  the  lights,  the  intensity  of  the 
circling  faces — and  the  poor  anaesthetized 
mortal  on  the  operating  table,  with  the  white- 
clad  physicians  and  nurses  clustering  about. 

"  Come  in  !  "  he  cried,  sharply,  at  a  knock 
on  the  door. 

"  A  gentleman  to  see  you,  doctor," 

"  VVho  is  it,  Halls  ?  " 
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'^  Richard  Shonts,  doctor." 

"  Dick  Shonts,  Halls  —  not  Richard  ! 
What's  he  want?" 

"  He  says  his  little  girl  is  dying,  doctor.'* 

"What's  the  matter  with  her?  He's 
probably  lying." 

"  Diphtheria,  he  says,  doctor." 

"  Eh  ?     Show  him  in." 

Through  the  doorway  shambled  a  red- 
faced  man  of  middle  age,  clad  in  a  tightly- 
buttoned  jacket  suit,  with  a  huge  woollen 
muffler  wound  about  his  neck,  and  his 
trousers  tucked  in  the  tops  of  his  boots. 
There  was  snow  on  his  boots  and  clothes, 
and  he  was  shivering  from  a  long  ride 
through  the  cold.  His  cap  was  in  his  hand, 
and  his  air  was  one  of  mingled  grief  and 
apology.  Clearly  all  was  not  right  between 
this  man,  a  dissolute-looking  countryman, 
and  Dr.  ,Kregg. 

"What's  this  you  say?"  demanded  the 
doctor,  with  asperity. 

"  My  little  girl,  doctor,  is  dyin'  of 
diphtheria,"  said  Shonts,  shuffling  from  one 
foot  to  the  other,  and  crumpling  his  cap 
between  his  big-knuckled  hands. 

"  And  you  have  the  *  brass '  to  come 
again  to  me — you  loafer  and  sot !  Have  I 
not  treated  you  and  your  wife  and  your 
children  for  years  for  nothing — not  even 
thanks  —  not  even  immunity  from  your 
insolence  ?  " 

"  Drink,  doctor — only  drink.  It  sends  a 
man  crazy." 

"  And  are  you  really  silly  enough  to  expect 
me  to  drive  twenty  miles  through  this  winter 
night  to  try  to  save  one  of  your  brats  ?  " 

"  Doctor  ! " 

"  Are  you  such  a  fool  ?  Halls  !  Show 
this  man  out !  " 

"  My  wife  sent  to  tell  you  she  specially 
begged  you  to  come,  because  the  country 
doctors  have  given  Vertie  up." 

"  Halls  I  " 

"  This  way,  please,"  said  Halls,  and  Shonts 
turned  to  follow. 

"  Get  some  doctor  with  whom  you  haven't 
played  the  insolent  dead-beat  for  ten  years  !  " 
shouted  Dr.  Kregg  after  the  retreating 
countryman. 

The  street  door  dosed  after  Shonts,  and 
Halls  returned  to  know  whether  the  doctor 
had  any  further  orders  for  the  night. 

"  Bar  that  street  door  and  muffle  the  tele- 
phone," said  Dr.  Kregg.  "We're  going  to 
bed  in  this  house  now.  Don't  disturb  me 
until  ten  in  the  morning.     Do  you  hear  ?  " 

"  Yes,  doctor,"  and  Halls  silently  with- 
dr<?w. 


Dr.  Kregg  continued  his  restless  pace  to 
and  fro,  chewing  nervously  at  his  cigar,  his 
face  angry  and  gloomy.  It  was  near  mid- 
night, the  time  when  pandemonium  would 
be  let  loose  in  the  tooting  and  shrieking  of 
whistles,  the  blowing  of  horns,  and  the  ring- 
ing of  bells,  by  way  of  greeting  to  the  New 
Year.  Dr.  Kregg's  look,  instead  of  relaxing, 
grew  more  contracted,  his  pace  quicker. 
Drawing  out  his  thin  gold  watch,  he  glanced 
thoughtfully  at  its  beautiful  face.  Suddenly 
then,  swinging  round,  he  pressed  a  button. 

"  Yes,  doctor  ?  "  said  Halls,  after  a  little 
delay. 

"Tell  the  chauffeur  to  bring  the  big  car  to 
the  front  door  at  once.  Tell  him  to  bundle 
up  snugly,  and  to  lose  no  time.  Quick 
now  ! " 

Dr.  Kregg  stepped  into  the  hallway, 
examined  the  contents  of  his  instrument 
•bag,  took  some  medical  and  surgical  para- 
phernalia from  a  cabinet  and  packed  them 
in  the  bag,  slipped  on  wool-lined  overshoes, 
wrapped  a  heavy  silk  scarf  about  his  neck, 
put  on  a  great  fur-lined  overcoat,  drew  a  seal- 
skin cap  over  his  head,  lit  the  remnant  of  his 
cigar,  picked  up  the  bag,  and  stood  just  inside 
the  drawing-room  door,  waiting.  As  he  stood 
there  the  storm  regathered  on  his  face. 
Gradually  the  reflection  of  anger  dominated 
that  of  all  other  emotions,  and  out  of  his 
mouth  burst  a  volley  of  oaths.  He  replaced 
the  bag  in  the  hall,  took  off  and  hung  up  his 
coat  and  cap,  and  was  re-entering  the  drawing- 
room,  biting  and  puffing  at  his  cigar,  when  the 
manservant  appeared. 

"  The  car  is  waiting,  doctor." 

"  The  deuce  it  is  !  Tell  the  chauffeur  to 
go  back  to  the  garage  !  Halls,  have  you 
barred  the  door  and  muffled  the  telephone  ? 
ril  be  hanged  if  I  leave  this  house  again 
to-night ! " 

All  about  that  lonely  grey  cottage,  on  this 
death-night  of  the  old  year,  fell  the  feathery, 
muffling  snow.  Within  those  narrow  con- 
fines there  were  only  two  persons  who 
really  counted — the  mother  and  her  eldest 
daughter,  Mrs.  Shonts  and  Vertie.  The.se 
were  they  who  kept  the  wolf  from  the  door, 
and  held  the  lonely  home  together.  The 
other  children  were  too  young  to  be  much 
else  than  a  care.  Dick,  the  husband  and 
father,  sometimes  worked  a  bit  in  the  coal- 
mines, sometimes  on  one  farm  or  another, 
sometimes  in  the  timber.  But  after  every 
pay  day  it  was  the  same  ignominious  story — 
drinking  and  brawhng  in  the  bar-room,  and 
staggering  home  in  the  small  hours  of  the 
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morning,   to   collapse   into   days    of    sullen 
inertia. 

Through  it  all  toiled  and  endured  heroically 
Mrs.  Shonts  and  Vertie,  each  the  picture  of  the 
other,  frail  and  sad  and  sweet  and  old-looking. 
In  the  bygone  days,  when  life  was  radiant, 
when  young  Richard  Shonts,  galloping  to  see 
her  of  a  Sunday  evening  on  his  lustrous-eyed 
dapple-grey,  seemed  to  the  girl  the  very 
romance  of  gallantry  and  manhood — in  those 
long-vanished  days  she  who  was  to  become 
Mrs.  Shonts  was  celebrated  for  her  beauty. 
To  the  seeing  eye  she  was  beautiful  yet — 
strangely,  holily  beautiful.  Her  cheeks  and 
eyes  were  hollow,  her  hands  red  and  not  so 
shapely  as  before,  her  frocks  no  longer  dainty 
and  white,  with  trimmings  of  lace  and  ribbon ; 
but  through  all  rough  appearances,  past  all 
obstructions,  burst  the  fineness  and  the 
sanctity  of  her  character.  When  she  looked 
at  one,  spoke,  she  was  the  living  picture  of- 
quiet-eyed,  kindly,  all-enduring  patience. 

And  in  the  daughter  the  mother  lived 
again — but  so  pathetically  !  Aged  only  ten, 
yet  Vertie  was  already  a  woman.  Indeed,  no 
one  could  remember  when  she  was  not  a 
woman.  On  the  very  day  of  her  birth  she 
sighed  audibly,  and  seemed  distinctly  care- 
worn. From  the  time  she  could  toddle  she 
worked.  The  story  of  the  activities  of  her 
little  feet  and  hands  would  have  made  a  big 
and  crowded  book.  She  milked,  and  sewed, 
and  washed,  and  ironed,  and  cooked.  She 
chopped  and  carried  firewood,  and  fed  the 
chickens  and  pigs,  and — occasionally — spent 
a  little  time  at  the  one-roomed  white  school- 
house  on  the  hill  two  miles  away.  In  the 
early  and  late  summer  she  picked  strawberries, 
gooseberries,  blackberries,  peaches,  pears, 
and  apples,  for  jam,  for  jelly,  and  for  canning 
Hardly  a  wild  thing  in  the  woods  but  knew 
her  quaint,  busy  little  figure ;  her  thin,  quick 
hands,  all  prfcked  and  berry-stained,  her 
curly  brown  hair,  swarthy  face,  arched  lips, 
and  sky-blue  eyes. 

And  now,  in  mid-winter,  this  little  denizen 
of  the  hedgerows  and  the  thickets,  this 
woman  of  ten,  this  prop  and  stay  of  a 
toppling  home  and  a  broken  heart,  seemed 
like  to  die.  The  old  doctor  of  the  thick 
girth  and  the  heavy  moustache  said  there  was 
no  hope,  and  it  appeared  that  he  was  incon- 
testably  right.  He  brought  another  doctor, 
a  still  older  man,  from  another  village,  and 
this  man  acquiesced  in  the  hopeless  view. 
As  night  was  falling  on  this  New  Year's  Eve, 
Vertie  lost  the  power  of  further  speech  with 
her  mother,  and  the  latter,  rushing  to  Dick 
in  an  uncontrollable  access  of  terror,  bade 


him  borrow  a  swift  horse  from  a  neighbour- 
ing farm  and  ride  with  all  his  might  to  the 
city,  to  venture  a  last  appeal  to  Dr.  Kregg  to 
overlook  the  past,  and  to  make  a  final  effort 
to  save  their  sore-smitten  first-bom. 

In  the  little  grey  cottage,  as  the  deepening 
snow  transfigured  the  world  without,  Mrs. 
Shonts  bent  over  her  child.  The  light  in 
the  room,  coming  partly  from  an  oil-lamp 
and  partly  from  blazing  logs  in  the  yawning 
fireplace,  showed  the  mother  and  daughter 
in  one  corner ;  the  doctor,  with  folded  hands 
and  solemn  mien,  in  front  of  the  fire ;  a  cat 
in  a  knot  on  the  hearth ;  a  kettle  simmering 
on  a  crane.  On  the  mantelpiece,  and  on  a 
round  table  close  to  the  bed,  were  bottles 
and  glasses  and  spoons.  Obviously  much 
had  been  done  to  arrest  the  disease — dosing 
and  swabbing  and  cauterizing  and  ice-pack- 
ing. But  all  the  devices  and  medicines,  like 
the  mother's  wild,  sob-shattered  prayers,  had 
failed. 

Mrs.  Shonts,  for  some  hours,  had  hoped 
that  Dr.  Kregg  would  come.  But  now  she 
was  hopeless.  Recalling  more  clearly,  as 
she  meditated,  the  doctor's  intense  feeling 
against  Dick,  she  grieved  that  she  had  not 
kept  him  at  home  and  gone  herself.  She 
knew  he  would  fail — of  the  very  warp  and 
woof  of  his  life  was  failure.  It  was  towards 
two  in  the  morning  when  began  the  final 
struggle.  Breathing  had  become  steadily 
more  difficult  since  midnight.  Cradled  in  a 
crucible,  Vertie  was  not  easily  daunted,  still 
less  easily  vanquished.  The  fight  she  had 
made  had  been  almost  superhuman  in  its 
ever-recurring  rallies,  its  dogged,  indomitable, 
pathetic  tenacity.  But  at  last  the  spirit  of 
the  child  was  yielding ;  the  rallies  came  less 
frequently — they  had  practically  stopped. 

As  the  hands  of  the  clock  pointed  to  two 
the  mother  noticed  something  that  sent  her 
grief-wrung  heart  to  the  lowest  depths  that 
may  be  reached  in  life — the  winsome  little 
face  was  growing  black.  With  a  shrill, 
unhuman  cry  she  sprang  to  the  doctor's  side, 
and  caught  his  lapels  in  a  tigress-like  grip. 

"  Doctor  !  "  she  screamed,  "  Vertie  cannot 
breathe ! " 

"  No,  Mrs.  Shonts,"  answered  the  doctor, 
tenderly,  brushing  the  wild-flung  hair  back 
from  her  forehead  ;  "  it  is  the  end." 

**  The  end  !  " 

"  Yes,  poor  woman  !— the  end." 

"  Vertie  will  die  ?  " 

"  She  cannot  live." 

"  She  must  not  die  !  I  cannot  have  her 
die !  Do  something,  doctor !  Cut  that 
obstruction  away  ! " 
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"'doctor!'  shb  screamed,  'vbrtie  cannot  breathe!'" 


"  Poor  woman  ! ' 

She  released  her  hold  and  fell  back,  with 
an  awful  look  in  her  tragedy-haunted  face. 

"  You  will  let  Vertie  die,"  she  said,  slowly, 
her  voice  unrecognisable,  her  hands  clench- 
ing and  unclenching.  "  You  will  not  cut — 
not  give  antitoxin — call  it  a  *  new-fangled 
poison.'  "  Then,  hissingly  :  "  I  could  kill  you 
for  your  cowardice  and  your  incompetence  ! " 

"  Mrs.  Shonts  ! ''  exclaimed  the  doctor, 
rising,  his  great  bulk  seeming  to  fill  half  the 
room, 


"  Do  something  ! "  she  reiterated.  "  Don't 
stand  there  idle !  Do  something— or  leave 
Vertie  and  me  alone  ! " 

Without  another  word,  jmtting  on  his  hat 
and  coat,  he  went  out.  She  turned  back 
and  stood  above  the  struggling  child.  As  in 
a  clear  light  she  saw  Vertie's  restless  life  from 
the  cradle  to  this  cruel  moment,  and  with  all 
her  will,  with  all  her  soul,  she  determined 
that  the  child  should  not  go  alone.  She 
loved  the  smaller  children— she  pitied,  even 
loved,  her  self-indulgent,  weak-willed  husband 

Digitized  by  VjUUV  ii:! 


296 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


— but  she  could  not  stay  in  the  world  without 
Vertie ;  without  Vertie  she  could  not  support 
her  back-breaking  load.  She  would  stand 
there,  frozen,  until  the  little  body  quit  writh- 
ing; until  the  sweet,  blackened  face  were 
white  again ;  until  Vertie  were  free.  Then 
she  would  let  go  the  frail  spar  to  which  she 
clung,  and  drift  with  the  worn-out  little  berry- 
picker  into  the  limitless  unknown. 

All  at  once,  as  she  stood  thus,  in  Mrs. 
Shonts's  ears  grew  up,  expanded,  gathered 
tone,  a  noise  not  unlike  the  hum  of  the  big 
saws  up  the  ravine,  as  they  tore  their  way 
through  the  thick  logs  of  pine  and  poplar. 
Then  she  saw  snowflakes  careering  about  the 
room,  and  felt  the  icy  wind  on  her  cheek. 
Quickly  she  turned  round,  and  before  her, 
piercing  and  brilliant,  shone  the  unmis- 
takable, unforgettable  face  of  the  White- 
Wizard.  He  had  shut  the  door,  set  down 
his  bag,  removed  his  cap,  and  was  moving 
towards  her,  throwing  off  his  huge  fur-lined 
ulster  as  he  came.  He  was  still  in  evening 
dress,  and  it  marked  acutely  the  burnished 
steel  of  his  eyes,  the  marble  of  his  skin,  and 
the  wire-drawn  thinness  of  his  frame.  His 
familiar  glance,  alight  with  questioning,  burnt 
into  her  dead-cold  stare. 

"How's  Vertie?" 

No  reply. 

Brushing  the  stiff  figure  aside,  he  caughr 
the  dying  girl  in  his  arms  and  lifted  her 
sharply  erect. 

*'  Sit  in  that  chair,"  he  cried,  "  and  take 
the  child  on  your  lap.  Fold  her  arms  and 
hold  them  tightly." 

Automatically  Mrs.  Shonts  obeyed. 

Tearing  open  his  bag.  Dr.  Kregg  drew  out 
an  in.strument  and  sterilized  it.  Then  he 
pried  apart  the  tight-shut  teeth  and  intro- 
duced the  instrument  into  the  throat.  To 
Mrs.  Shonts  it  looked  like  a  silver  tube. 
Hope  faintly  stirred  in  her  heart.  The  breath 
of  the  White  Wizard  was  in  her  face,  the  firm 
pressure  of  his  body  against  her  arms.  She 
could  see  his  tapering  fingers  deftly  plying 
the  silver.  Slowly,  by  very  gentle  stages,  it 
slipped  down,  down.  The  patient  did  not 
struggle,  could  not  struggle.  At  last,  the 
tube  in  the  trachea,  the  child  gave  a  slight 
quiver.  Securely  the  doctor  held  the 
instrument,  and  waited.  All  at  once,  a 
slight,  increasing,  swelling  inhalation  ;  then 
a  corresponding  exhalation.  Then  another, 
and  another,  and  the  Whixe  Wizard  heaved 
a  deep  sigh.  Mrs.  Shonts  wanted  to  look 
at  his  face,  to  see  what  it  said,  but  she 
merely  clung  to  Vertie's  hands,  and  did 
not  move. 


"Now  we'll  put  her  back  into  bed,"  said 
the  doctor,  just  above  a  whisper. 

Again  on  the  pillow,  Vertie  went  on 
breathing  —  not  regularly,  but  breathing. 
Mrs.  Shonts  tried  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  doctor's  face,  but  it  hung  too  close 
above  the  child.  Finally  he  stood  up,  his 
hands  at  his  sides,  still  gazing  down,  and 
Mrs.  Shonts  read  into  his  look  a  slight  ray 
of  hope.  Then  she,  too,  fixed  her  eyes  on 
Vertie  —  dotingly,  longingly,  a  tempest  of 
emotion  beginning  once  more  to  shake  her 
whole  body. 

"Oh,  doctor  ! "  she  cried,  suddenly,  "the 
black  is  going  !  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Isn't  that  a  little  colour  in  the  lips  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

Loudly  the  doctor  s  watch  ticked  off  the 
seconds  m  his  pocket.  Then  again  the 
mother : — 

"  Her  eyelids  are  twitching  !  " 

"  Yes." 

"  They're  going  to  open,  doctor  !  " 

"  I  hope  so — believe  so." 

"  She's  trying — oh,  doctor  !  doctor  !  Vertie 
is  half  smiling  at  me  !  " 

Briefly,  she  stood  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  woe  and  joy  battling  for  the  mastery 
of  her  features,  and  then,  wildly  clasping  her 
head,  fell  like  a  plummet  to  the  floor.  As 
he  sprang  to  her  assistance,  Dr.  Kregg  saw 
the  door  pushed  timidly  open,  and  Dick, 
pinched  and  numb  from  his  long  ride,  tip>- 
toed  in. 

"  Here,  Dick  !  "  cried  the  doctor,  snatching 
a  flask  of  brandy  from  his  bag,  "give  your 
wife  some  of  this  and  put  her  to  bed.  When 
she  is  conscious,  tell  her  to  go  to  sleep— that 
I  will  watch  Vertie.  Then  come  back  to 
me." 

Dr.  Kregg  returned  to  the  child,  feeling 
her  pulse,  noting  her  breathing,  while  Dick 
drew  his  wife  near  to  the  fire,  and  forced  the 
brandy  between  her  livid  lips.  After  he  had 
•  carried  her  away,  to  lay  her  beside  the  babies, 
Dr.  Kregg  sterilized  another  instrument,  and 
injected  a  quantity  of  antitoxin  into  Vertie's 
tissues.  By  and  by,  breathing  naturally,  the 
child  slept. 

The  White  Wizard  took  a  turn  about  the 
room,  glancing  at  the  bare  floor  and  walls,  of 
which  he  had  known  more  or  less  ever  since 
he  began  the  practice  of  medicine.  Taking 
the  lamp  from  the  mantel,  he  went  into  the 
kitchen,  observing  more  bareness  here — the 
small  table,  with  its  cheap  red  and  white 
cloth ;  the  plain  wooden  chairs ;  the  old 
(:ook  stove,  warped  and  broken  ;  the  empty 
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**  WILDLY  CLASPING  HER  HBAD,  SHB  FELL  LIKE  A   PLUMMET  TO  THE  FLOOR." 


arder.  Returning  to  the  sick  room,  he 
threw  more  logs  on  the  fire,  and  watched  the 
black  smoke  and  showers  of  sparks  rush  up 
the  wide  chimney.  The  kettle  had  boiled 
dry  ;  he  swung  it  clear  of  the  fire.  His  eyes 
fell  on  the  cat,  knotted  tightly  close  by  the 
chimney  wall. 

"Even  the  cat,'*  he  muttered,  "is  half 
famished." 

"  Dick,"  said  the  doctor,  as  the  chilled  and 
spiritless  man  re-entered  the  room,  **  I  have 
given  Vertie  an  injection  of  antitoxin " 

"Antitoxin,  doctor?  The  village  physician 
said  it  was  poison  ! " 

VoL  XXXV.- 


"  Happily,  it  is,"  replied  Dr.  Kregg ;  "  if  it 
were  not,  it  would  be  powerless  to  antidote 
that  other  poison  which  was  killing  the  child. 
We'll  let  the  tube  stay  where  it  is  for  a  few 
days,  when  the  diphtheric  membrane  will 
come  away,  leaving  the  air-passage  free." 

The  White  W^izard  put  on  his  cap  and 
ulster. 

"  Dick,"  he  said,  reaching  into  his  waist- 
coat pocket,  "here  is  something  I  wish  to 
entrust  to  you.  Go  to  the  village  early 
to-day,  and  buy  the  nicest  New  Year's 
present  you  can  find.  Give  it  to  Vertie, 
with  Dr.  Kregg's  compliments  and  love. 
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Also  get  something  for  the  babies,  some 
clothes  for  your  wife,  and  some  food  for 
that  larder.  And,  Dick,"  he  added,  ''  I'll 
be  back  in  a  day  or  two,  to  see  Vertie — 
and  you.     Meanwhile,  a  Happy  New  Year  ! " 

"Ciad,  Halls,''  said -the  chauffeur  to  the 
butler  the  next  morning,  "you  should  'a' 
been  with  Doc  and  me  last  night ! " 

"  Yes  ?  "  responded  Halls,  sleepily.  "  What 
happened  ?  " 

"  We  had  the  linse  of  our  lives  ! " 

"  Blamed  if  1  don't  think  we're  always 
havin'  the  time  of  our  lives  about  this 
bouse.  No  more  jobs  in  a  doctor's  service 
for  me." 

"Cheer  up,  old  man!  You're  gettin' 
cranky.  We  touched  only  the  high  places, 
Halls.  Forty  miles  in  the  dark  over  a  dirt 
road,  with  the  car  snortin'  and  groanin'  like  a 
wounded  rhinoceros.  About  half  the  lime, 
I  guess,  we  was  in  the  cornfields.  I  killed  at 
least  three  dogs,  scared  a  herd  o'  browsin' 
cows  into  a  river,  and  knocked  an  inquisitive 
billygoat  through  the  front  window  of  a  cross- 
roads grocery." 

"You  idiot!"  exclaimed  Halls.  "Why 
didn't  you  slow  down  ?  " 

"  Slow  down  ! "  retorted  the  chauffeur, 
doubling  up  with  laughter. .  "  I  did  slow 
down — once  or  twice,  only  to  have  Doc  poke 
his  head  out  and  threaten  to  pull  me  off  the 
car  by  the  scruff  o'  the  neck." 

Entering  the  main  hall,  the  butler  saw  an 
anxious  face  on  the  stairway — that  of  the 
mistress.  Dr.  Kregg's  wife.  She  had  just 
come  from  the  doctor's  room,  where  she  had 
found  the  bed  untouched.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  the  big  motor-car  had  been  buzzing  at 
brief  intervals  all  through  the  night,  and  her 
heart  ached  for  her  husband.     Two  or  three 


times  she  had  risen  and  looked  put,  always 
to  find  the  snow  falling  thickly  and  cease- 
lessly from  a  sullen  sky. 

"  Where's  the  doctor,  I  ialls  ?  "  she  cried. 

"  Why,  madam,  I  suppose  in  his  room." 

"  At  what  hour  did  he  come  in  ?  " 

"  Finally,  at  daybreak,  madam." 

"  Was  he  well  ?  " 

"  I  think  so,  madam— although  he  acted 
somewhat  strangely  during  the  night,  order- 
ing the  car  ©ut  and  back  twice,  after  mid- 
night, before  at  last  deciding  to  go  to  the 
home  of  Richard  Shonts  in  the  country." 

Without  speaking  again  Mrs.  Kregg  hurried 
down  the  steps,  noting  the  muffled  telephone 
as  she  passed.  In  the  drawing-room,  enter- 
ing noiselessly,  she  saw  a  bulky  object  on 
the  great  couch — the  doctor,  wrapped  in  his 
ulster,  and  with  the  sealskin  cap  drawn  low 
on  his  brow.  In  the  semi-darkness  she 
crept  close  and  listened.  Was  he  breathing  ? 
Her  heart  stood  still,  and  she  darted 
nearer,  placing  her  ear  almost  against  his 
lips.  It  was  a  peaceful  sleep.  Two 
hours  later  she  returned,  noiselessly,  as 
before.  The  light  was  better  now,  and  she 
could  distinctly  see  a  thin  streak  of  white 
face  between  close-muffling  wings  of  fur. 
The  doctor  was  still  asleep,  and  when  his 
wife  reappeared  in  the  hall,  where  the  high- 
risen  New  Year's  sun  lavished  its  genial 
splendour,  there  was  a  great  and  peculiar  joy 
in  her  amethyst  eyes.  She  had  had  a  long 
and  proud  and  loving  look  at  him  whom 
she  had  so  adored  as  a  fair-haired,  roguish, 
ruddy  boy— him  whom  she  still  worshipped 
as  the  hard,  impatient,  imperious,  but  golden- 
talented  and  golden-hearted  surgeon— and 
not  before,  in  months  and  months,  had  she 
seen  so  happy,  so  tender  an  expression  on  his 
tired  and  beautiful  face. 
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"MY   AFRICAN  JOURNEY/' 

BY  THE   RT.  HON.  WINSTON  SPENCER  CHURCHILL,  M.P. 
I.-THE    UGANDA   RAILWAY. 


f 

H  E  aspect  of  Mombasa  as  she 
rises  from  the  sea  and  clothes 
herself  with  form  and  colour 
at  the  swift  approach  of  the 
ship  is  alluring,  and  even 
delicious.  But  to  appreciate 
all  these  charms  the  traveller  should  come 
from  the  North.  He  should  see  the  hot 
stones  of  Malta,  baking  and  glistening  on  a 
steel-blue  Mediterranean.  He  should  visit 
the  Island  of  Cyprus  before  the  autumn 
rains  have  revived  the  soil,  when  the 
Messaoria  Plain  is  one  broad  wilderness  of 
dust,  when  every  tree — be  it  only  a  thorn 
bush — is  an  heirloom,  and  every  drop  of 
water  is  a  jewel.  He  should  walk  for  two 
hours  at  midday  in  the  streets  of  Port  Said. 
He  should  thread  the  long  red  furrow  of  the 
Suez  Canal,  and  swelter  through  the  trough 
of  the  Red  Sea.  He  should  pass  a  day 
among  the  cinders  of  Aden,  and  a  week 
among   the   scorched   rocks   and    stones    of 


Northern  Somaliland  ;  and  then,  after  five 
days  of  open  sea,  his  eye  and  mind  will  be 
prepared  to  salute  with  feelings  of  lively  and 
grateful  delight  these  shores  of  vivid  and 
exuberant  green.  On  every  side  is  vegeta- 
tion, moist,  tumultuous,  and  varied.  Great 
trees,  clad  in  dense  foliage,  shrouded  in 
creepers,  springing  from  beds  of  verdure, 
thrust  themselves  through  the  undergrowth ; 
palms  laced  together  by  flowering  trailers  ; 
every  kind  of  tropical  plant  that  lives  by  rain 
and  sunshine  ;  high  waving  grass,  brilliant 
patches  of  purple  bougainvillea,  and  in  the 
midst,  dotted  about,  scarcely  keeping  their 
heads  above  the  fertile  flood  of  Nature,  the 
red  roofed  houses  of  the  town  and  port  of 
Mombasa. 

The  vessel  follows  a  channel  twisting  away 
between  high  bluffs,  and  finds  a  secure 
anchorage,  land-locked,  in  forty  feet  of 
water  at  a  stone's  throw  from  the  shore. 
Here  we  are  arrived  at  the  gate  of  British 
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East  Africa  ;  and  more,  at  the  outlet  and 
debouchment  of  all  the  trade  of  all  the 
countries  that  lap  the  Victoria  and  Albert 
I^kes  and  the  head  -  waters  of  the  Nile. 
Along  the  pier  now  being  built  at  Kilindini,  the 
harbour  of  Mombasa  Island,  must  flow,  at  any 
rate  for  many  years,  the  main  stream  of  East 
and  Central  African  commerce.  Whatever 
may  be  the  produce  which  civilized  govern- 
ment and  enterprise  will  draw  from  the  enor- 
mous territories  between  Southern  Abyssinia 
and  I^ke  Tanganyika,  between  Lake  Rudolf 
and  Ruwenzori,  as  far  west  as  the  head-streams 
of  the  Congo,  as  far  north  as  the  Lado 
enclave ;  whatever  may  be  the  needs  and 
demands  of  the  numerous  populations  com- 
prised within  those  limits,  it  is  along  the 
unpretentious  jetty  of  Kilindini  that  the  whole 
traffic  must  pass. 

For  Kilindini  (or  Mombasa,  as  I  may  be 
permitted  to  call  it)  is  the  starting-point  of 
one  of  the  most  romantic  and  most  wonderful 
railways  in  the  world.  The  two  iron  streaks 
of  rail  that  wind  away  among  the  hills  and 


foliage  of  Mombasa  Island  do  not  break 
their  smooth  monotony  until,  after  piercing 
Equatorial  forests,  stretching  across  immense 
prairies,  and  climbing  almost  to  the  level  of 
the  European  snow-line,  they  pause  —  and 
that  only  for  a  time — upon  the  edges  of  the 
Great  I^ke.  And  thus  is  made  a  sure, 
swift  road  along  which  the  white  man  and 
all  that  he  brings  with  him,  for  good  or  ill, 
may  penetrate  into  the  heart  of  Africa  as 
easily  and  safely  as  he  may  travel  from 
Ix)ndon  to  Vienna. 

Short  has  been  the  life,  many  the  vicissi- 
tudes, of  the  Uganda  Railway.  The  adven- 
turous enterprise  of  a  Liberal  Government, 
it  was  soon  exposed,  diso^^ned,  to  the  mer- 
ciless criticism  of  its  parents.  Adopted  as 
a  cherished  foundling  by  the  Conservative 
party,  it  almost  perished  from  mismanage- 
ment in  their  hands.  Nearly  ten  thousand 
pounds  a  mile  were  expended  upon  its  con- 
struction ;  and  so  eager  were  all  parties  to 
be  done  with  it  and  its  expense  that,  instead 
of    pursuing    its   proper   and   natural   route 
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across  the  plateau  to  the  deep  waters  of  Port 
Victoria,  it  fell  by  the  way  into  the  shallow 
gulf  of  Kavirondo,  lucky  to  get  so  far.  It 
is  easy  to  censure,  it  is  impossible  not  to 
criticise,  the  administrative  mistakes  and 
miscalculations  which  tarnished  and  nearly 
marred  a  brilliant  conception.  But  it  is 
still  more  easy,  as  one  traverses  in  forty- 
eight  hours  countries  which  ten  years  ago 
would  have  baffled  the  toilsome  marches 
of  many  weeks,  to  underrate  the  diffi- 
culties in  which  unavoidable  ignorance 
and  astonishing  conditions  plunged  the 
pioneers..  The  British  art  of  "muddling 
through "  is  here  seen  in  one  of  its  finest 
expositions.  Through  everything  —  through 
the    forests,    through    the    ravines,   through 


Let  us,  then,  without  waiting  in  Mombasa 
longer  than  is  necessary  to  wish  it  well  and 
to  admire  the  fertility  and  promise  of  the 
coastal  region,  ascend  this  railway  from  the 
sea  to  the  lake.  And  first,  what  a  road  it  is ! 
Everything  is  in  apple-pie  order.  The  track 
is  smoothed  and  weeded  and  ballasted  as  if 
it  were  the  London  and  North  -  Western. 
Every  telegraph-post  has  its  number;  every 
mile,  every  hundred  yards,  every  change  of 
gradient  has  its  mark ;  not  in  soft  wood,  to 
feed  the  white  ant,  but  in  hard,  well-painted 
iron.  Constant  labour  has  steadily  improved 
the  grades  and  curves  of  the  permanent-way, 
and  the  train  —  one  of  those  comfortable, 
practical  Indian  trains — rolls  along  as  evenly 
as  upon  a  European  line. 


"  WE   START   FROM    MOMUASA  STATION,   TAKING  OUR   PLACES   UPON   AN  ORDINARY  GARDEN   SEAT   FASTENED  ON   TO 
FTOma\  THE  COWCATCHER   OF  THE   ENGINE."  LPAo<0(mijA 


troops  of  marauding  lions,  through  famine, 
through  war,  through  fis^  years  of  excoriating 
Parliamentary  debate,  muddled  and  marched 
the  railway ;  and  here  at  last,  in  some  more 
or  less  effective  fashion,  is  it  arrived  at  its 
goal.  Other  nations  project  Central  African 
railways  as  lightly  and  as  easily  as  they  lay 
down  naval  programmes ;  but  here  is  a  rail- 
way, like  the  British  Fleet,  "  in  being  " — not  a 
paper  plan  or  an  airy  dream,  but  an  iron  fact 
grinding  along  through  the  jungle  and  the 
plain,  waking  with  its  whistles  the  silences  of 
the  Nyanza,  and  startling  the  tribes  out  of 
their  primordial  nakedness  with  "Americani" 
piece  goods  made  in  Lancashire. 


Nor  should  it  be  supposed  that  this  high 
standard  of  maintenance  is  not  warranted  by 
the  present  financial  position  of  the  line. 
The  Uganda  Railway  is  already  doing  what 
it  was  never  expected  within  any  reasonable 
period  to  do.  It  is  paying  its  way.  It  is 
beginning  to  yield  a  profit — albeit  a  small 
profit — upon  its  capital  charge.  Projected  as 
a  political  railway  to  reach  Uganda,  to  secure 
British  predominance  upon  the  Upper  Nile, 
it  has  already  achieved  a  commercial  value. 
Instead  of  the  annual  deficits  upon  working 
expenses  which  were  regularly  anticipated 
by  those  most  competent  to  judge,  there  is 
already  a  substantial  profit  of  nearly  eighty 
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thousand  pounds  a  year.  And  this  is  but  the 
beginning,  and  an  imperfect  beginning ;  for 
at  present  the  line  is  only  a  trunk,  without 
its  necessary  limbs  and  feeders,  without  its 
deep  water  head  at  Kilindini,  without  its  full 
tale  of  steamers  on  the  lake ;  above  all, 
without  its  natural  and  necessary  extension 
to  the  Albert  Nyanza. 

We  may  divide  the  journey  into  four  main 
stages — the  jungles,  the  plains,  the  mountains, 
and  the  lake,  for  the  lake  is  an  essential 
part  of  the  railway,  and  a  natural  and  in- 
expensive extension  to  its  length.  In  the 
early  morning,  then,  we  start  from  Mombasa 
Station,  taking  our  places  upon  an  ordinary 
garden  seat  fastened  on  to  the  cow-catcher  of 
the  engine,  from  which  position  the  whole 
country  can  be  seen.  For  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  we  are  still  upon  Mombasa  Island,  and 


will .  become  shorter  every  year,  are  planta- 
tions of  rubber,  fibre,  and  cotton,  the  begin- 
nings of  those  inexhaustible  supplies  which 
will  one  day  meet  the  yet  unmeasured 
demand  of  Europe  for  those  indispensable 
commodities.  Every  few  miles  are  little  trim 
stations,  with  their  water-tanks,  signals, 
ticket-offices,  and  flower-beds  complete  and 
all  of  a  pattern,  backed  by  impenetrable  bush. 
In  short,  one  slender  thread  of  scientific 
civilization,  of  order,  authority,  and  arrange- 
ment, drawn  across  the  primeval  chaos  of 
the  world. 

In  the  evening  a  cooler,  crisper  air  is 
blowing.  The  humid  coast  lands,  with  their 
glories  and  their  fevers,  have  been  left  behind. 
At  an  altitude  of  four  thousand  feet  we 
begin  to  laugh  at  the  Equator.  The  jungle 
becomes  forest,  not  less  luxuriant,  but  dis- 


*' THB  TRAIN,    CROSSING   THE   CHANNEL    BV    A    LONG    IKON     IIRIOGF,    ADUKKSSKS     ITSKI.K  IN    EARNEST     TO    THE   CONTINENT   OK 

Froma\  Africa."  \PhiAografK 


then  ihe  train,  crossing  the  intervening 
channel  by  a  long  iron  bridge,  addresses 
itself  in  earnest  to  the  continent  of  Africa. 
Into  these  vast  regions  the  line  winds  per- 
severingly  upon  a  stiff  up-grade,  and  the  land 
unfolds  itself  ridge  after  ridge  and  valley  after 
valley,  till  soon,  with  one  farewell  glance  at 
the  sea  and  at  the  fighting  -  tops  of  His 
Majesty's  ship  Venus  rising  queerly  amid  the 
palms,  we  are  embraced  and  engulfed  com- 
pletely. All  day  long  the  train  runs  upward 
and  westward,  through  broken  and  undulating 
ground  clad  and  encumbered  with  super- 
abundant vegetation.  Beautiful  birds  and 
butterflies  fly  from  tree  to  tree  and  flower 
to  flower.  Deep,  ragged  gorges,  filled  by 
streams  in  flood,  open  out  far  below  us 
through  glades  of  palms  and  cr  cikt  covered 
trees.     Here  and  there,  at  intervals,  which 


tinctly  different  in  character.  The  olive 
replaces  the  palm.  The  whole  aspect  of  the 
land  is  more  friendly,  more  familiar,  and  no 
less  fertile.  After  Makindu  Station  the  forest 
ceases.  The  traveller  enters  upon  a  region 
of  grass.  Immense  fields  of  green  pasture, 
withered  and  whitened  at  this  season  by 
waiting  for  the  rains,  intersected  by  streams 
and  watercourses  densely  wooded  with  dark, 
fir-looking  trees  and  gorse-looking  scrub,  and 
relieved  by  bold  upstanding  bluffs  and  ridges, 
comprise  the  new  panorama.  And  here  is 
presented  the  wonderful  and  unique  spectacle 
which  the  Uganda  Railway  offers  to  the 
European.  The  plains  are  crowded  with 
wild  animals.  From  the  windows  of  the 
carriage  the  whole  zoological  gardens  can  be 
seen  disporting  itself  Herds  of  antelope 
and   gazelle,    troops    of    zebras — sometimes 
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four  or  five  hundred  together — watch  the 
train  pass  with  placid  assurance,  or  scamper 
a  hundred  yards  farther  away,  and  turn 
again.  Many  are  quite  close  to  the  line. 
With  field-glasses  one  can  see  that  it  is  the 
same  everywhere,  and  can  distinguish  long 
files  of  black  wildebeeste  and  herds  of  red 
kongoni — the  hartebeeste  of  South  Africa — 
and  wild  ostriches  walking  sedately  in  twos 
and  threes,  and  every  kind  of  small  deer  and 
gazelle.  The  zebras  come  close  enough  for 
their  stripes  to  be  admired  with  the  naked 
eye.  We  have  arrived  at  Simba,  "The 
Place  of  Lions,"  and  there  is  no  reason  why 
the  passengers  should  not  see  one,  or  even 


fined  himself  morosely  to  the  river-beds  and 
to  the  undisturbed  solitudes  which,  at  a  dis- 
tance of  two  or  three  miles,  everywhere  engulf 
the  Uganda  Railway. 

Our  carriage  stopped  upon  a  siding  at 
Siinba  Station  for  three  days,  in  order  that 
we  might  more  closely  examine  the  local 
fauna.  One  of  the  best  ways  of  shooting 
game  in  this  part  of  the  world,  and  certainly 
the  easiest,  is  to  get  a  trolly  and  run  up  and 
down  the  line.  The  animals  are  so  used  to 
the  passage  of  trains  and  natives  along  the 
one  great  highway  that  they  do  not,  as  a  rule, 
take  much  notice,  unless  the  train  or  trolly 
stops,    when   their   suspicions    are    at    once 


"the  land  unfolds  itself,  rid<.e  after  ridgk  and  vallev  after  valley." 
Vmm  a  Photograph. 


half-a-dozen,  stalking  across  the  plain,  respect- 
fully observed  by  lesser  beasts.  Indeed,  in 
the  early  days  it  was  the  custom  to  stop  and 
sally  out  upon  the  royal  vermin  whenever 
met  with,  and  many  the  lion  that  has  been 
carried  back  to  the  tender  in  triumph  before 
the  guard,  or  driver,  or  anyone  else  could 
think  of  time-tables  or  the  block  system, 
or  the  other  inconvenient  restrictions  of  a 
regular  service.  Farther  up  the  line,  in  the 
twilight  of  the  evening,  we  saw,  not  a  hundred 
yards  away,  a  dozen  giraffes  lollopping  off 
among  scattered  ^ trees,  and  at  Nakuru  six 
yellow  lions  walked  in  leisurely  mood  across 
the  rails  in  broad  daylight.  Only  the  rhino- 
ceros is  absent,  or  rarely  seen,  and  after  one 
of  his  species  had  measured  his  strength, 
unsuccessfully,  against  an  engine,  he  has  con- 


aroused.  The  sportsman  should,  therefore, 
slip  off  without  allowing  the  vehicle  or  the 
rest  of  the  party  to  stop,  even  for  a  moment ; 
and  in  this  way  he  will  frequently  find  himself 
within  two  hundred  and  fifty  or  three  hundred 
yards  of  his  quarry,  when  the  result  will  be 
governed  solely  by  his  skill,  or  want  of  skill, 
with  the  rifle. 

There  is  another  method,  which  we  tried 
on  the  second  day  in  the  hopes  of  finding  a 
waterbuck,  and  that  is,  to  prowl  about  among 
the  trees  and  undergrowth  of  the  river-bed. 
In  a  few  minutes  one  may  bury  oneself  in  the 
wildest  and  savagest  kind  of  forest.  The  air 
becomes  still  and  hot.  The  sun  seems  in  an 
instant  to  assert  his  just  prerogative.  The 
heat  glitters  over  the  open  spaces  of  dry  sand 
and    pools    of    water.       High    grass,    huge^ 
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boulders,  tangled  vegetation,  multitudes  of 
thorn  bushes,  obstruct  the  march,  and  the 
ground  itself  is  scarped  and  guttered  by  the 
rains  into  the  strangest  formations.  Around 
you,  breast  high,  shoulder  high,  overhead, 
rises  the  African  jungle.  There  is  a  brooding 
silence,  broken  only  by  the  cry  of  a  bird,  or 
the  scolding  bark  of  baboons,  and  the  crunch- 
ing of  one's  own  feet  on  the  crumbling  soil. 
We  enter  the  haunt  of  the  wild  beasts  ;  their 
tracks,  their  traces,  the  remnants  of  their 
repasts,  are  easily  and  frequently  discovered. 
Here  a  lion  has  passed  since  the  morning. 
There  a  rhinoceros  has  certainly  been  within 
the  hour— perhaps  within  ten  minutes.  We 
creep  and  scramble  through  the  game  paths, 
anxiously,  rifles  at  full  cock,  not  knowing 
what  each  turn  or  step  may  reveal.  The 
wind,  when  it  blows  at  all,  blows  fitfully,  now 
from  this  quarter,  now  from  that ;  so  that 
one  can  never  be  certain  that  it  will  not 
betray  the  intruder  in  these  grim  domains  to 
the  beast  he  seeks,  or  to  some  other,  less 
welcome,  before  he  sees  him.  At  length, 
after  two  hours'  scramble  and  scrape,  we 
emerge  breathless,  as  from  another  world, 
half  astonished  to  find  ourselves  within  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  railway  line,  with  its 
trolly,  luncheon,  soda  water,  ice,  etc. 

But  if  one  would  seek  the  rhinoceros  in 
his  open  pastures,  it  is  necessary  to  go  farther 
afield ;  and  accordingly  we  started  the  next 


morning,  while  the  stars  were  still  shining,  to 
tramp  over  the  ridges  and  hills  which  shut  in 
the  railway,  and  overlook  remoter  plains  and 
valleys  beyond.  The  grass  grows  high  from 
ground  honeycombed  with  holes  and  heaped 
with  lava  boulders,  and  it  was  daylight  before 
we  had  stumbled  our  way  to  a  spur  command- 
ing a  wide  view.  Here  we  halted  to  search 
the  country  with  field-glasses,  and  to  brush 
off"  the  ticks — detestable  insects  which  infest 
all  the  resorts  of  the  game  in  innumerable 
swarms,  ready  to  spread  any  poison  among 
the  farmers'  cattle.  The  glass  disclosed 
nothing  of  consequence.  Zebra,  wildebeeste, 
and  kongoni  were  to  be  seen  in  troops  and 
herds,  scattered  near  and  far  over  the  plains, 
but  never  a  rhinoceros  !  So  we  trudged  on, 
meaning  to  make  a  wide  circle.  For  an 
hour  we  found  nothing,  and  then,  just  as  we 
were  thinking  of  turning  homewards  before 
the  sun  should  get  his  full  power,  three 
beautiful  oryx,  great,  dark-coloured  antelope 
with  very  long,  corrugated  horns,  walked 
over  the  next  iDrow  on  their  way  to  water. 
Forthwith  we  set  off  in  pursuit,  crouching  and 
creeping  along  the  valley,  and  hoping  to 
intercept  them  at  the  stream.  Two  passed 
safely  over  before  we  could  reach  our  point 
The  third,  seeing  us,  turned  back  and  dis- 
appeared over  the  hill,  where,  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  later,  he  was  stalked  and  wounded. 
It  is  always  the  wounded  beast  that  leads 
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Here  the  shepherd  lad  passed  many  a  happy 
hour,  carving  odd  designs  and  figures  in  the 
nuts  or  bits  of  wood  around  him. 

A  day  of  trouble  came,  however,  to  the 
peaceful  household.  The  milch-cow  and  the 
sheep  must  be  sold !  Denys,  then  a  lad  of 
twelve,  had  never  wandered  beyond  the 
limits  of  his  native  village.  He  begged  hard 
to  be  allowed  to  accompany  his  father  to  the 
neighbouring  town  of  Estaing,  and  the  two 
set  out  together  to  the  fair. 

As   they    descended   the   high   land    into 
the  smiling  valley  beyond  the  lad's  heart  beat 
high  with  excitement  and  pleasure.     Thrilled 
with  the  beauty  around  he  paid  small  heed 
to    his   former  charges, 
who  wandered  into  for- 
bidden  pastures  till  re-  ^ 
called  by  the  tired  voice 
of  the  father. 

At  length  they 
reached   the   bridge   on  ^ 

the  outskirts  of  the 
town,  where  the  little 
Denys  was  awestruck 
on  beholding  for  the 
first  time  a  man  in 
stone,  who  appeared  to 
his  childish  eyes  of 
superhuman  beauty. 
The  stone  face  was 
turned  towards  the  lad, 
and  seemed  to  smile 
and  call  him  forward. 
The  boy  could  scarcely 
tear  his  eyes  from  the 
figure.  Many  times 
during  the  day  he  stole 
away  from  fair-grounds 
and  sheep  to  gaze  his  full 
upon  the  new  marvel. 

Returning  home  at 
nightfall  with  his  father, 
the  lad  felt  he  could 
never  more  be  happy 
till  he  too  had  made 
stone  men ;  and  he 
swore  to  himself  that 
he  would  do  so.  We 
shall  see  how  he  kept 
his  word. 

Some  days  afterwards,  when  the  inhabitants 
had  gone  to  hear  "  Mass  "  in  the  neighbour- 
ing village,  and  the  hamlet  was  deserted,  the 
would-be  artist  gathered  armfuls  of  coarse, 
damp  earth  and  set  to  work  in  such  good 
earnest  that  by  the  time  the  villagers  returned 
a  giant,  with  arms  outspread  and  threatening 
gesture,  stood  before  them  in  the  roadway. 

Vol.  XXXV.— 42. 
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'I'he  women  were  paralyzed  with  fear, 
and  the  men  stood  open-mouthed.  At 
last  the  good  cure,  realizing  whose  the  work 
must  be,  reassured  the  frightened  crowd, 
and,  pointing  out  the  culprit,  exclaimed, 
"  We  shall  one  day  be  proud  of  our 
village  lad  ! " 

After  the  fair  at  Estaing  the  two  elder 
boys  (whose  fortunes  interlinked  for  many 
years)  worked  together  on  a  neighbouring 
farm,  saving  all  they  could  from  their  meagre 
wages,  till,  in  a  year  or  two,  the  elder  was 
able  to  leave  Gavernac  and  enter,  as  a  law- 
student,  the  seminary  at  Rodez. 

Denys,  who  had  not  forgotten  either  his 
stone  man  or  his  resolu- 
tion, worked  early  and 
~  '  late,  till  at  last  he  fol- 
lowed his  brother  to 
Rodez.  He  was  then 
eighteen,  but  the  semin- 
ary could  not  teach  him 
the  one  thing  he  craved 
to  learn.  He  must  seek 
elsewhere. 

He  wandered  round 
the  old  cathedral  pre- 
cincts. The  curiously- 
carved  saints  in  their 
niches  and  the  reliefs 
in  wood  or  stone,  fixed 
here  and  there  to  the 
weather-stained  pillars, 
were  so  many  precious 
models  on  which  to 
feast  his  hungry  eyes. 

At  length  he  came 
upon  an  old  stone- 
cutter who  undertook 
orders  from  time  to 
time  for  the  neighbour- 
ing churches.  The 
good  man,  struck  by 
the  frank  simplicity  of 
the  lad,  acceded  to 
his  earnest  prayer,  and 
accepted  the  few  little 
wooden  figures  (carved 
in  earlier  shepherd  days 
in  the  shade  of  the  old 
chestnuts)  in  payment 
of  lessons,  and  promised  a  few  francs  daily 
when  orders  should  be  plenty.  So  the  lad 
spent  many  happy  days  with  old  Mahoux. 

At  length  an  order,  more  important  than 
usual,  came  from  the  village  of  Cahors.  As 
it  would  require  many  months  to  complete 
it,  the  old  man  sent  his  apprentice  to  do  the 
work.     It  was  not  without  a  pang  that  Denys 
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ba4/^  fare  well  to  his  old  friend  and  the  work- 
shop in  the  shade  of  his  beloved  cathedral. 
Soon  after  his  arrival  at  Cahors  news  came 
from  his  brother,  who  had  successfully  passed 
his  examination  and  was  now  a  law-student 
in  Paris. 

"  Come,"  he  wrote  to  Denys  ;  "  though  I 
have  but  an  attic  and  a  bed  they  are  enough 
for  two  ! "  Denys,  however,  had  started  on 
his  work  and  was  not  to  be  tempted  thus. 
Nor  was  it  till  the  task  was  completed 
that  he  set  out  for  the  city  of  his  desire. 
Paris,  that  cradle  of  modern  art,  claimed  him 
for  her  own  !  Thus  the  brothers  were  united 
once  more. 

Louis  sjjent  his  days  at  the  law  school, 
while  Denys  worked  from  seven  till  twelve 
for  an  ornamentist  at  two  francs  per  day. 
His  afternoons  were  spent  at  one  or  other 
of  the  free 
classes,  where 
drawing  and 
modelling  are 
often  admirably 
taught.  The 
brothers  met 
every  night  in 
the  library  of 
Sainte-Gene- 
vi^ve,  where  the 
one  could  read 
la  w  books, 
beyond  his 
means  of  pur- 
chase, while  the 
other  devoured 
all  he  could  find 
which  might  in 
any  way  develop 
his  knowledge 
of  art. 

At  ten  the 
gates  were 
closed,  and  the 
brothers  wended 
their  way  to  the 
heights  of  Belle- 
ville, there  to  share  their  modest  room 
early  morning. 

After  working  some  years  in  the  free 
schools  Denys  became  the  pupil  of  Jouffroy, 
then  of  Chapu,  and  finally  of  Falqui^re. 
The  "  service  militaire,"  however,  soon 
separated  the  brothers,  but  our  student  con- 
tinued to  work,  snatching  time  between  his 
"exercices  de  tir"  to  prepare  the  compo- 
sition which  won  for  him  the  "  Grand  Prix 
de  Rome." 

It  was  during  one  of  the  short  holidays 
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accorded  him  while  a  student  at  the  Villa 
Medicis  that  he  first  visited  London,  and, 
although  Paris  had  charmed  him  by  its 
grace  and  beauty,  London  left  an  indelible 
souvenir  upon  his.  mind.  He  thus  describes 
his  first  impressions.  On  arriving  in  the 
mighty  city  he  exclaimed :  "  Quel  senti- 
ment de  grandeur,  d'immensit^,  on  ^prouve 
ici ;  quelle  puissance  merveilleuse ;  c'est, 
en  v^rit^,  le  pouls  de  I'univers."  And  the 
student  from  Rome,  with  its  treasures 
of  the  Vatican ;  from  Florence,  with  its 
Santa  Croce,  was  so  struck  on  entering  the 
Abbey  at  Westminster  that  the  cry  burst 
from  him  unawares,  "  I  have  found  it  at  last ! 
This  is  indeed  the  Sanctuary  of  Beauty  ;  the 
Necropole  where  the  student  may  follow  the 
history  of  centuries  of  Art ;  the  Temple 
Venerable,    indeed,    where    the    soul    must 

realize  the 
absolute  unity 
of  all  things  and 
the  power  of  a 
*  Ix)ve  Divine.' " 
*•  The      Elgin 

Marbles,     the 
National    Gal- 
'  lery,  and,  finally, 

Burlington 
House,  with  its 
yearly  exhibi- 
tion, engrossed 
his  attention. 
The  National 
Gallery  he  could 
never  tire  of  ; 
and  it  was  the 
English  School- 
of  Painting,  as 
represented 
there,  which 
charmed  him 
most.  Not  so, 
however,  at  Bur- 
lington House. 

"  Reynolds, 
Gainsborough, 
Romney,  Hogarth,  Turner,  Constable— these 
men,"  said  Puech,  "  were  painters.  They  drew 
in  colour.  Your  English  artist  of  to  day  is  a 
marvellous  draughtsman  ;  but  he  has  not 
the  courage,  Xh^feu  sacre,  of  his  predecessors. 
He  seems  to  me  to  have  made  an  over- 
conscientious,  skilful  drawing,  perfect  in  the 
very  smallest  detail,  and  then  to  have  cleverly 
coloured  it.  One  day  he  will  go  back  to 
the  glorious  freedom  of  the  earlier  school, 
which  has  so  largely  inspired  modern  art  in 
France." 
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"  La  Sir^ne,"  the  result  of  Puech's  second 
year  in  Rome,  has  been  universally 
admired. 

Soon  after  this  his  mind  seems  to  have 
undergone  a  change.  Leaving  the  classic 
and  symbolic,  he  braved  all  the  traditions  of 
that  academic  school  whose  offspring  never- 
theless he  was.  Seduced  by  the  memory  of 
Paris,  where  he  had  suffered  and  conquered 
so  much  already,  he  produced  the  lovely 
figure  of  "  La  Seine,"  his  third  "  Envoie  de 
Rome."  This,  with  his  masterpiece  "  St. 
Antony  of  Padua "  (here  reproduced),  com- 
pleted his  studies  at  the  Villa  Medicis. 

On  his  return  to  Paris  the  former  student 
found  himself  welcomed  as  a  master.  He  is 
the  first  "  Prix  de  Rome  "  who  has  had  four 
of  his  studies  bought  by  the  State.    Puech  is 


justly  regarded  by  his  countrymen  as  their 
greatest  sculptor. 

One  day,  while  President  Loubet  was 
sitting  for  his  portrait,  he  drew  some  photo- 
graphs from  his  pocket  and  handed  them  to 
Puech,  saying,  "  The  Czar  will  soon  be  here. 
I  must  have  a  present  ready  to  offer  him.  I 
can  think  of  nothing  original  worthy  of  the 
august  visitor  which  can  be  done  at  such 
short  notice.  Can  you  not  make  a  portrait 
from  these  photographs  without  seeing  the 
original  ?  " 

Puech  promised,  and  the  bust  was  duly 
presented  to  Nicholas  IL  Both  the  Czar 
and  Czarina  were  delighted  with  the  pleasant 
surprise  the  President  had  prepared  for  them. 
At  their  request  the  bust  (of  which  a  photo- 
graph is  next  reproduced)  was  immediately 
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forwarded  to  the  Winter  Palace,  where, 
amongst  numerous^  other  iKjrtraits,  it  occupies 
the  place  of  honour*  The  artist  received  the 
cross  of  *^  Commander  of  the  Order  of  St, 
Stanislas'*  as  a  token  of  appreciation  from 
his  Imperial  model 

The  monumtfnt  for  the  tomb  of  Chaplin — 
i€  pel  Hire  de  la  /emnn\  and  decorator  of  the 
former  palace  of  the  I'uileriejs — is  one  of  the 
most  pleasing  of  its  kin<l,  and  xvos  a  worthy 
tribute  to  the  memtjry  of  a  faithful  friend. 

It  would  be  impossible  in  this  short  space 
to  mention  all  ihtr  groups,  monumejvEs,  and 
portraits  which  have  sprung  from  thtj  fertile? 
brain  and  gifted  hand  of  Denys  Fuech, 
There  is  onCj  however,  which  must  be  men- 
tioned, as  it  IS  a  work  lo  excite  universal 
comment*  It  is  a  monument  presented  to 
the  Prince  of  Monaco  by  the  crowned  heads 
of  Europe  collectively.  Its  position  is  in 
front  of  the  museum^  where  the  Prince  has 
placed  the  numerous  treasures  brought  with 
him  from  his  scientific  expeditions.  The 
Kmperor  U'illiam  promised  his  suhscriplion  on 
the  understanding  that  his  name  should  head 
the  list  of  subscribers  to  be  engraved  on  the 


pedestal  The  Prince  is  represented 
on  the  deck  of  his  yacht  in  thought- 
t\il  attitude  ;  his  eyes  are  fixed  en 
the  blue  at  his  feet— he  fain  would 
tear  their  secrets  from  the  depths 
below.  The  pedestal  is  ornamented 
by  reliefs  -  rare  shells  and  curious 
deep-sea  creatures  dear  to  the  heart 
of  the  princely  explorer. 

Denys  Puech  was  three  times 
candidate  for  promotion  to  the  Aca- 
demy. The  first  time  he  received 
but  six  votes,  and  eigliteen  the 
second  time.  The  third  time  he  was 
elected  with  a  majority  of  nineteen. 
But  neither  admiration,  Hattery, 
financial  success,  nor  his  nomina- 
tion as  *'  Membre  de  Tlnstitut  de 
France"— the  highest  honour  his 
country  can  bestow  on  her  illus- 
trious sons  —  has  changed  him 
much.  We  recognise  the  shepherd 
lad  of  earlier  days  in  the  simple, 
courteous  gentleman  who  is  also 
a  great  artist. 
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AN    INDIAN    STORY. 
By  EMMA  BROOKE. 


ATE  one  afternoon  Colonel 
Danvers,  of  Thierthally, 
Mysore,  sat  in  his  veranda 
awaiting  more  or  less  patiently 
the  arrival  of  his  nephew,  Bob 
Iverson,  to  dinner.  ;3ot)  was 
a  lieutenant  in  the  —  M.N. I.,  anS  it  hap- 
pened that  his  company  had  come  fnto  camp 
at  Thierthally.  The  year  was  18738  and  the 
day  was  hot  and  close. 

Colonel  Danvers  was  one  of  the  deputy- 
commissioners  who,  last  century,  were 
appointed  to  administer  the  affairs  of 
Mysore  during  the  minority  of  the  Rajah. 
The  head -quarters  .of  his  court  was  at 
Thierthally,  and  there  he  had  built  his 
bungalow. 

Round  about  the  veranda  was  a  low  parapet 
wall ;  the  Colonel,  from  his  seat  in  a  shady 
corner,  looked  across  the  compound  towards 
a  group  of  handsome,  he^vy- shadowed 
tamarind  trees.  The  fragrance  of  champaka 
flowers  filled  the  air,  and  the  silence  was  only 
broken  by  the  shrill  "  tret-tret "  of  a  beautiful 
white-tailed  bird  which  flew  uneasily  in  and 
out  of  a  pepper-vine.  The  vine  twined  about 
a  betel-nut  tree  that  lifted  its  crest  close  to 
the  tamarinds. 

The  uneasy  flight  of  the  bird  puzzled  the 
Colonel,  and,  watching  narrowly  for  a  cause, 
he  became  aware  that  the  heavy  shadows 
under  the  tamarinds  suffered  a  slight  modifi- 
cation, such  as  might  be  occasioned  by 
stealthy  movements  within  them.  Then 
came  a  gleam  of  something  white,  and 
almost  immediately  a  dark-skinned  native 
passed  from  them  into  the  open,  near  the 
betel-nut  tree.  He  wore  a  turban  and  a  loin- 
cloth, and  had  a  small  leathern  wallet  slung 
over  his  shoulder  by  a  strap.  To  the 
Colonel's  surprise,  he  advanced  straight  to- 
wards the  veranda,  pausing  some  six  feet 
from  the. wall  to  salaam  silently. 

*'  What's  your  business  here  ? "  asked  the 
Colonel. 

The  man  made  no  reply,  but,  looking 
steadily  at  him,  slipped  his  hand  into  the 
wallet  and  advanced  nearer  the  parapet. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  cried  the  Colonel 
in  the  Kanarese  dialect. 

"Nothing,  O  sahib  I" 


And  as  in  illustration  of  his  words  he 
drew  from  his  wallet  a  handful  of  silver  coins 
of  the  heavier  kind. 

"  Now,  what  the  deuce  does  this  mean  ? " 
muttered  the  Colonel. 

The  native,  with  imperturbable  indolent 
dignity,  laid  his  coins  in  a  row  upon  the 
wall,  fastened  his  eyes  briefly  but  piercingly 
upon  the  Colonel,  raised  his  hand,  and  began 
to  make  passes  in  the  air.  Then  the  Colonel 
became  aware  of  a  most  stupefying  and 
unprecedented  fact.  As  the  man  continued 
his  passes  the  coins  visibly  stirred;  then 
they  rose  and  stood  upon  their  edges  and 
began  to  spin,  slowly  at  first,  by  degrees  with 
rapidity,  and  at  last  fell  back  to  their  places 
with  a  silvery  clash.  Whereupon  the  owner 
clapped  his  hands  and  extended  them,  and 
the  coins  flew  through  the  air  and  returned, 
with  a  hustling  jingle,  into  his  open  palms. 
With  a  gleam  of  triumph  in  his  eye  he 
glanced  at  the  Colonel,  quietly  replaced  the 
coins  in  his  wallet,  and  turned  on  his  heel. 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  the  Colonel. 

The  man  paused  without  approaching. 

"  Come  back !  I  want  you  to  do  that 
again.     I  will  pay  you  to  do  that  again." 

The  man  faintly  smiled,  shook  his  head, 
and,  at  a  run,  sought  the  shade  of  the  tamarind 
trees,  where  he  disappeared. 

The  Colonel  had  witnessed  many  strange 
phenomena  in  India,  and  had  found  them 
inexplicable,  but  never  had  he  been  so  far 
from  a  satisfactory  explanation  as  at  present. 
Had  the  whole  thing  been  an  illusion  pro- 
duced by  a  mesmeric  influence  of  which  he 
was  unconscious?  Or  was  it  merely  an  ex- 
traordinarily clever  use  of  a  concealed 
magnet  by  an  expert  conjurer?  Above  all, 
why  should  the  man  have  risked  his  intrusion 
into  the  compound  to  exhibit  his  skill 
unpaid  ? 

His  reflections  were  broken  by  the  clank 
of  a  spurred  foot  on  the  veranda  and  the 
voice  of  his  nephew. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  be  late,"  said  the  young 
lieutenant ;  "  Tve  been  detained  in  camp  by 
a  case  of  cholera." 

"Ah!"  said  the  Colonel,  rising;  "that 
means  you  are  fast  here  in  cantonment  for 
weeks,  if  not  for  months." 
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"  I  suppose  it 
does,"  said  Bob. 

He  spoke 
gloomily,  for  his 
aim  was  Bangalore 
— cheerful,  gay 
Bangalore !  To  be 
trapped  in  dull 
T  h  i  e  r  t  h  a  1 1  y 
seemed  the  very 
malice  of  fate. 

"  Come  in,  my 
boy,"  said  the 
Colonel,  kindly. 
"At  least  I  can 
give  you  a  good 
dinner." 

During  dinner 
came  the  hour  of 
sunset,  and  a  blaze 
of  glory  gathered 
over  the  land- 
scape ;  as  an  aj)- 
propriate  frame 
and  foreground 
to  the  picture 
were  the  creeper- 
hung  veranda  and 
the  figure  of  a 
white-turbaned, 
white-coated  peon, 
who  had  slid  to  a 
corner  there  to  be 
in  readiness  if 
wanted. 

"Your  p  r  o  - 
longed  stay  here 
would  have  been 
a  godsend  to  my 
lonely  life,"  said 
the  Colonel,  when 
dessert  was  on  the 
table  and,  save  for 
the  peon,  they 
were  alone.  "  But, 
unfortunately,  I  go  on  Jummabundy*  shortly." 

"That's  bad  luck,"  said  the  young  man, 
absently. 

"The  most  I  can  do  is  to  offer  you 
my  bungalow  and  my  servants  during  my 
absence." 

Bob  thanked  him  heartily  and  dropped 
into  silence.  Inwardly  he  was  questioning 
whether  it  would  be  permissible  in  an 
impecunious  lieutenant,  and  one,  moreover, 
in  debt,  to  write  to  the  loveliest  girl  in 
Bangalore  and  acquaint  her  with  the  disaster 
to  the  —  M.N.I,  at  Thierthally.    He  regretted 

*  Taking  a  court  on  circuit. 


'  AS   THE   MAN    CONTINUED    HIS    PASSFS   THK   COINS   VISIBLY   STIRRED. 


his  debts.  They  were  a  heavy  weight  upon 
his  mind.  Raising  his  eyes  wearily  he  missed 
the  figure  of  the  peon. 

"  The  peon's  gone  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  He  had  no  business  to  leave  until  dessert 
is  over.     Clap  your  hands.  Bob." 

Bob  clapped  as  he  was  ordered,  but 
clapped  in  vain.  Some  fifteen  minutes 
passed  without  response ;  then  Appao,  the 
butler,  appeared  on  the  veranda  at  the  open 
windows  and  salaamed. 

"  Where  has  that  rascally  peon  gone, 
Appao  ?  "  asked  the  Colonel,  as  he  and  Bob 
step[)ed  out  on  the  veranda  together. 
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Appao  spread  his  hands  and  became 
voluble  in  explanation.  It  api^eared  that 
the  godowns  (servants*  quarters)  were  in  ex- 
citement, owing  to  the  unprecedented  arrival 
of  a  yellow-cloaked  traveller,  who  was  enter- 
taining them  with  stories  of  the  far  country 
whence  he  came. 

"  There's  no  objection  to  the  servants 
listening  to  the  tales  of  the  holy  man,"  said 
the  Colonel ;  "  but  the  peon  should  have 
waited  until  his  duties  were  over.  Where 
does  the  traveller  hail  from  ?  " 

"  The  yellow  cloaked  one  say  he  come  from 
very  far,  sahib — even  from  Trichinopoly,*' 
said  Appao.  And  in  his  solemn  eye  lurked 
the  hint  of  a  sly  twinkle. 

"He  calls  that  a  far  country,  does  he?" 
laughed  the  Colonel ;  and  he  waved  his  hand 
in  dismissal     But  Appao  did  not  move. 

"The  sacred  yellow  cloak  is  a  disguise, 
O  sahib.     This  man  no  traveller." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  Colonel,  quickly. 

"No  traveller,"  repeated  Appao;  "I  saw 
him  with  the  pack-bullocks  and  the  betel- 
nut  drovers  on  the  hills.  O  sahib,  he  a 
Korchar." 

The  face  of  the  Colonel  became  grave. 
It  is  a  peculiarity  of  the  wandering  tribe  of 
the  Korchars  that,  by  long-inherited  custom, 
they  bind  themselves  to  thieving  as  a  by- 
occupation,  adding  this  nefarious  pursuit  to 
more  honest  callings ;  and  in  the  practice, 
prolonged  through  generations,  they  have 
acquired  inconceivable  dexterity.  Of  all  this 
the  Colonel  was  not  ignorant ;  moreover,  it 
happened  that,  for  various  reasons,  the  man's 
connection  with  the  betel -nut  drovers  struck 
him  unpleasantly. 

"  See  him  off  the  premises  at  once  !  "  said 
he,  sharply. 

The  butler  shook  his  head. 

"  No  good,  sahib ;  let  not  Appao  drive  the 
thieving  Korchar  away.  Give  Appao  leave, 
O  sahib,  to  take  him  into  the  dwelling  as  a 
servant" 

Bob  removed  the  cigarette  from  his  lips 
and  grinned.  The  Colonel  stroked  his 
moustache  and  mused.  Appao  waited  in 
dignity,  his  arms  crossed  upon  his  shoulders. 

"  Why  should  I  do  that,  Appao  ?  " 

"  If  the  Korchar  eat  salt  in  the  house  of 
the  sahib,  he  protect  the  goods  of  the  sahib. 
But  if  the  sahib  drive  him  away,  he  lick  the 
walls  of  the  house  bare  as  the  plate  of  a 
hungry  dog." 

"  Then  take  him  on  as  an  under-gardener," 
said  the  Colonel. 

And  the  butler,  well  pleased,  salaamed  and 
departed. 


"  Uncle,"  said  Bob,  "are  you  mad  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  Colonel,  slowly ;  "  it  is 
possible  that  what  Appao  says  is  true,  and 
that  my  only  chance  lies  in  taking  into  my 
service  a  man  whom  I  suspect  to  be  an 
emissary  sent  to  rob  me." 

"  Sent  ?  " 

"  Have  you  never  heard  that  I  am  a  gem- 
collector  ?  " 

"  There's  a  rumour  going  round  that  you 
are." 

"  W^ell,  a  few  days  ago  I  purchased  from 
a  wealthy  merchant  of  Gubbi  in  Toomgoor, 
interested  in  the  betel-nut  trade,  this  stone." 

He  drew  from  his  pocket  a  small  packet, 
opened  it,  and  laid  the  gem  in  his  nephew's 
hand. 

"  Gemini  !  "  cried  Bob.  "  What  a  ruby  ! 
It  fairly  burns  and  spits  fire.  I  expect  you 
gave  a  fortune  for  it,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  gave  what  would  be  a  fortune  to  many 
a  rogue  in  debt,"  said  the  Colonel,  smiling. 

Bob  coloured  and  glanced  at  his  uncle  with 
a  startled  air. 

"  I  shall  be  sorry  to  leave  any  unusual 
responsibility  on  your  shoulders  when  I  go 
away,"  continued  the  Colonel,  "  but  will  you 
undertake  something  for  me  ?  " 

"Of  course,"  said  Bob;  "anything  you  like 
and  that  I  can  do  for  you." 

"  It  relates  to  that  merchant  of  Toomgoor. 
I  think  he  wants  his  stone  back  as  well  as 
keeping  the  price.  Perhaps  he  would  like 
other  gems  besides." 

"  You  don't  mean  that  you  house  the  gems 
here?" 

"That's  where  the  trouble  comes  in. 
I  do ;  and  I  shall  have  to  leave  them  in  your 
charge.  Come  !  Light  the  lamps  for  me  in 
the  dining-room,  and  I  will  show  you." 

In  the  dining-room  was  a  recess  in  which 
stood  a  cabinet  of  inlaid  wood  ;  it  was  on 
castors,  and  the  Colonel  wheeled  it  easily 
aside.  In  the  wall  behind  were  two  small 
iron  doors,  which  on  being  unlocked  showed 
a  steel  panel  whose  spring  acted  upon 
receiving  a  certain  number  of  deft  touches, 
each  one  lighting  in  a  particular  spot  in  a 
particular  rotation.  The  fingers  of  the 
Colonel  went  through  the  operation  with 
lightning-like  rapidity,  and  the  panel  slid 
back,  displaying  the  velvet-lined  shelves  with 
their  treasure.  He  laid  the  ruby  amongst 
the  other  gems,  closed  the  panel  and  the 
iron  doors,  and  replaced  the  cabinet.  His 
actions  throughout  were  marked  by  a  certain 
dispatch. 

"  I  didn't  see  how  you  manipulated  the 
spring  of  the  panel,"  exclaimed  Bob. 
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"  It  takes  time  to  learn,"  returned  the 
Colonel,  smiling,  "  and  I  don't  care  to  linger 
over  the  affair.  I  wanted  to  put  the  gem  in 
safety  while  I  am  certain  that  no  one  is 
about." 

As  he  spoke  he  remembered  his  conjuring 
visitor  of  the  early  evening,  and  stepped  out 
on  the  veranda  to  make  sure  that  he  was  not 
lurking  near.  Night  had  fallen,  and  there  was 
no  moon ;  but  the  lights  from  the  windows 
streamed  into  the  compound,  and  he  satisfied 
himself  that  no  one  was  at  hand. 

The  next  morning  when  walking  early  in 
the  compound  he  encountered  there  a  small, 
lithe  man  at  work  ;  he  was  thin  to  emaciation, 
and  the  Colonel  surmised  in  him  one  of  the 
sufferers  from  the  drought,  followed  by  famine, 
which  had  afflicted  Mysore  in  the  years 
between  1875  and  1877,  and  from  which 
disaster  the  district  was  only  now  beginning  to 
recover. 

"  Hast  thou  eaten  food  this  morning  ? " 
asked  the  Colonel,  kindly. 

At  this  the  man  turned  with  a  hoarse 
exclamation  and,  prostrating  himself  at  the 
feet  of  the  old  soldier,  muttered  unintelligible 
sentences  in  Kanarese.  Then  the  Colonel, 
not  without  some  inward  amusement  at  his 
own  predicament,  remembered  the  thieving 
Korchar  who  had  entered  his  service  on  the 
previous  evening. 

"  Appao  has  taken  thee  into  my  service,  as 
I  know,"  said  he.  "  Do  thy  duty  ;  be  true  to 
thy  master." 

Two  or  three  days  later  he  set  off  with  his 
court  on  circuit. 

The  circuit  was  an  unusually  busy  and 
harassing  one ;  drought  and  famine  had  left 
behind,  not  only  disease  and  suffering,  but  a 
plentiful  crop  of  petty  attempts  at  extortion. 
In  the  mass  of  business  the  Colonel  forgot 
the  incidents  immediately  preceding  his 
departure.  But  presently  they  were  brought 
to  mind  by  a  singular  personal  affliction, 
which  added  to  the  exhaustion  entailed  by  a 
pressure  of  affairs.  He  began  to  suffer  from 
depression,  waking  morning  by  morning  in  a 
spirit  of  heavy  foreboding,  and  in  time  found 
that  this  distressing  mental  cloud  was  attached 
to  a  recurring  dream.  It  was  some  time 
before  he  could  summon  to  his  waking  hours 
any  clear  presentment  of  the  vision  that 
harassed  him  by  night ;  but  at  last,  on  a 
sudden  and  with  a  great  mental  shock,  he 
had  the  picture  clear.  He  saw  the  wooden 
cabinet  in  the  recess  of  his  dining-room  at 
Thierthally,  and  before  it  the  figure  of  Bob 
in  an  attitude  of  absorbed  reflection.  Was 
this  [Xirturbing  and  recurring  phantasy  a  trick 


of  an  over-fatigued  brain ;  or  was  it  a  warn- 
ing of  disaster — of  some  trouble  connected 
with  his  nephew  and  the  gems  ?  The  dream 
persisted  and  robbed  him  of  peace. 

Finally  he  determined  to  hurry  on  his 
work  and,  leaving  the  minor  cases  to  a 
subordinate,  to  return  unannounced  to  Thier- 
thally. 

A  few  days  later  he  rode  into  the  town  an 
hour  before  sunset,  and  dismounting  gave  the 
horse  to  his  syce,  with  directions  to  place  it 
in  the  public  stables  for  the  night ;  and  walk- 
ing to  the  bungalow  came  unnoticed  to  the 
front.  The  day  had  been  sultry  and  the 
cuscus  mats  hung  over  the  windows — over  all 
the  windows  save  one  ;  the  French  windows 
of  the  dining-room  stood  wide  open,  and  one 
half  had  been  left  uncovered.  No  one  was 
within;  on  looking  into  his  bedroom  he  saw 
no  one  there,  and,  passing  on  to  the  office, 
found  that  also  deserted.  The  absence  of 
the  servants  did  not  surprise  him,  for  at  this 
hour  they  were  usually  in  their  quarters.  But 
if  Bob  was  not  dining  at  the  bungalow,  why 
had  he  left  the  place  open  and  unguarded  ? 

The  office  was  gratefully  cool  and  dark  in 
the  shade  of  the  cuscus- tattys,  whereas  over 
the  dining-room  floor  fell  a  broad  streak  of 
light  from  the  uncovered  window.  He 
remained,  therefore,  in  the  office,  and, 
drawing  a  lounge  chair  near  the  open  door, 
so  as  to  command  a  view  of  the  dining-room, 
sat  down  to  await  events,  but  shortly  fell 
into  a  deep  slumber,  from  which  he  wakened 
to  find  that  the  night  had  come,  and  that  the 
streak  of  light  had  changed  to  the  strong 
glare  from  a  full  moon.  And  still  the  place 
was  deserted. 

This  circumstance  renewed  his  uneasiness, 
and  convinced  him  that  mischief  was  afloat. 

In  India  the  peculiar  brilliancy  of  the 
moonlight  is  accompanied  by  shadows  of 
contrasting  depth  ;  the  spot-  where  he  sat  was 
heavy  with  them,  so  was  the  near  corner  of 
the  dining-room  between  the  outer  wall  and 
the  door  of  the  office.  Into  this  corner  he 
stepped  and  there  seated  himself,  slipping 
his  hand  into  his  pocket  as  he  did  so,  to 
make  sure  of  his  revolver.  From  his  position 
he  had  command  of  every  part  of  the  room, 
including  the  bedroom  door  which  stood  ajar ; 
by  turning  his  head  slightly  he  could  have 
seen  the  office  door  out  of  which  he  had 
come,  had  not  that  part  lain  in  impenetrable 
shadow.  He  knew  not  what  he  waited  for, 
but  sat  on  in  indomitable  patience,  finding 
for  some  time  no  change — save,  indeed,  that 
the  strip  of  moonlight  moved  nearer  the 
recess. 
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At  last  came  that  thrill  which  is  apt  to 
seize  the  nerves  of  anyone  standing  on  the 
brink  of  an  unusual  event.  He  had  heard 
nothing — not  the  slightest  rustle  of  a  sound 
— but  became  aware  of  a  diminution  of  the 
light,  and  perceived  that  through  the  un- 
covered window  a  shadow  was  cast  upon  the 
floor,  having  the  shape  of  a  turbaned  head 
and  the  bare  arms  and  shoulders  of  a  man ; 
it  moved  over  the  threshold  and  into  the 
room  slowly,  and  then  paused.  There  was 
no  more  than  the  head  and  shoulders,   so 


'  THKN*  HE  SAW  THAT  THE  ARMS  ROSE  AND  THAT  THE  HANDS  MOVED  RHYTHMICALLY, 
MAKING  REGULAR  PASSES  IN  THE  AIR." 

VoL  XXXV.— 43. 


that  he  knew  the  body  casting  the  shadow 
stood  a  little  distance  back.  Then  he  saw 
that  the  arms  rose  and  that  the  hands  moved 
rhythmically,  making  regular  passes  in  the 
air.  There  was  no  sound  ;  but  so  weird  and 
stealthy  was  the  effect  of  the  shadowy,  snatch- 
ing fingers,  marking  their  mysterious  move- 
ments on  the  moonlit  floor,  that  he  felt  his 
heart  grow  cold  and  his  breath  almost  stop. 
So  far,  not  for  an  instant  had  he  thought  of 
the  conjurer ;  now  he  remembered  him.  It 
was  more  than  probable  that  with  him  he 

had  to  do. 

But  for  what 
purpose  was  he 
here?  He  could 
form  no  faint  idea 
of  his  aim,  and 
therefore  waited 
on  the  event,  until 
a  slight  sound 
came  which 
brought  him  the 
first  indication  of 
what  his  seasoned 
courage  might 
expect. 

The  sound  came 
from    the    recess, 
and  he   perceived 
— or    was    it    an 
illusion      of     the 
sight?  — that   the 
cabinet  was  mov- 
ing on  its  castors, 
not  lightly  as   he 
himself  had  been 
wont  to  move  it, 
but     slowly    and, 
as  it  were,  unwill- 
ingly.      Presently 
he  was  sure  of  the 
fact,  for  he  found 
that  the  iron  doors 
became   gradually 
visible   behind. 
Could  it   be  that 
the  gems  were  the 
conjurer's  object? 
?>om     some    un- 
known  source  he 
had    received 
knowledge    of 
them?  If  that  were 
so,  his  former  visit 
was   explained   as 
a    forced     oppor- 
recon- 


t unity    for 
noitring. 
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The  ColoneFs  nerve  was  steady  enough ; 
he  even  felt  a  profound  interest,  and  deter- 
mined that — in  so  far  as  he  could  permit  it 
without  danger — the  man  should  play  his 
game  unhindered.  Hardly  had  he  formed  this 
resolve  when  the  cabinet,  whose  progress 
had  been  of  the  slowest,  gave  a  quick  run 
forwards  and  stopped  dead.  The  iron  doors 
were  now  completely  revealed  ;  also  more  of 
the  shadow  was  thrown  over  the  floor. 

But  had  there  been  some  other  sound  in 
the  room  ?  A  breath,  a  stir  of  life,  so  far 
unperceived  ?  With  an  almost  unconscious 
impulse  the  Colonel's  glance  leapt  to  the 
bedroom  door,  which  stood  open  some  ten 
inches,  and,  settling  there  with  a  snap  of  the 
eyelids  at  the  unwelcome  surprise,  perceived, 
through  the  aperture,  a  black  face  whose 
eyes  glared  like  a  sulky  tiger's. 

He  stole  his  hand  to  his  hip  pocket. 
There  was  an  accomplice,  and  he  was  in  a 
tighter  fix  than  he  had  dreamed.  Well,  he 
had  been  in  many  an  awkward  corner  before 
this,  and  had  brought  himself  safely  from  it. 
But  the  intricacy  of  the  matter  was  some- 
what heightened,  the  question  no  longer 
being  simply  when  he  should  interfere,  but 
rather — if  firing  became  necessary — in  which 
direction  he  should  aim  his  revolver  first. 

He  was  debating  this  nice  point  when  from 
the  recess  came  a  fresh  sound — very  small, 
very  strange.  It  resembled  the  turning  of 
the  lock  in  the  iron  doors  under  the  key. 
Yet  no  more  than  the  shadow  of  the  con- 
jurer's hands  was  upon  the  safe,  moving 
there  quiveringly,  rapidly,  with  a  shocking 
suggestion  of  greed.  It  could  hardly  be  a 
surprise,  and  yet  it  was  in  a  kind  of  spell- 
bound stupor  that  he  heard  the  lock 
reluctantly  yielding ;  it  slid  back  with  a 
creaking,  grinding  noise,  and  the  iron  doors 
moved  forward  on  their  hinges.  Nothing 
now  save  the  steel  panel  and  its  ingenious 
spring  lay  between  the  conjurer  and  the 
gems.  The  Colonel  glanced  towards  the 
bedroom  to  see  what  accompanying  change 
he  might  find  there.  He  discovered  that 
the  expression  of  the  black  face  had  intensi- 
fied to  savagery,  that  a  bare  foot  was  planted 
forward  in  the  moonlight,  while  in  the 
uplifted  hand  a  knife  glittered.  At  the 
same  moment  the  glaring  eyeballs,  roving 
over  the  room,  seemed  to  rest  upon  and 
scoop  out  the  secret  of  his  own  dark  corner. 
At  once  the  Colonel  came  to  his  decision, 
and,  easing  his  arm,  he  brought  his  revolver 
into  aim  upon  him. 

Then  it  was  that  the  unexpected,  the  totally 
unexpected,  occurred.    As  an  officer  of  the 


British  Army  and  an  official  of  Her  Majesty's 
Government,  the  Colonel  found  time  to 
reproach  himself  that  in  his  mental  equipment 
a  serious  flaw  should  be  discovered.  He  had 
forgotten,  clean  forgotten,  the  office  door  1 
He  was  reminded  of  it  with  a  jolt.  Por  as 
he  raised  his  revolver  it  was  dexterously 
twisted  from  his  fingers  by  the  hand  of 
another,  while  his  throat  was  caught  in  the 
vice-like  grip  of  a  hooked  elbow,  and  before 
he  could  emit  a  gasp  of  astonishment  a  hand 
upon  his  mouth  prevented  him. 

The  Colonel  knew  when  he  was  defeated. 
The  plot  to  rob  him  of  his  gems  was  more 
extensive  and  better  engineered  than  he  had 
thought ;  as,  obviously,  his  life  was  not 
worth  a  moment's  purchase.  He  remained 
absolutely  quiet,  even  making  shift  to  notice 
that  almost  the  whole  of  the  conjurer's 
shadow  was  now  in  the  room  ;  and  with  that 
found  place  for  a  hope  that  the  hooked 
elbow  would  fall  short  of  throttling  him  until 
he  had  time  to  test  the  perfection  of  his 
complicated  spring.  The  spring  was  his  own 
invention,  and,  since  mind  was  here  measured 
against  mind,  it  was  a  point  to  his  pride  that 
the  uncanny  powers  should  prove  powerless 
against  it. 

His  hope,  however,  was  short-lived.  The 
faintest  rustle  close  at  hand  admonished 
him  of  some  new  movement  on  the  part  of 
his  assailant,  and  a  hot  breath  came  upon 
his  cheek.  Ah  !  where  was  Bob  ?  He 
closed  his  eyes  in  expectation  of  some  swift 
death,  then  as  suddenly  opened  them  again. 
The  pressure  on  his  throat  had  relaxed,  and 
he  became  aware  of  an  almost  voiceless 
whisper  in  his  ear. 

"  Don't  shoot ;  keep  still." 

The  revolver  was  pushed  back  to  his 
fingers  and  the  hooked  elbow  withdrawn. 
In  the  immensity  of  his  relief  he  felt  more 
stunned  than  he  had  been  by  the  terror. 
For  the  whispering  voice  was  Bob's. 

By  now  the  conjurer  himself  had  appeared 
upon  the  threshold.  His  eyes  were  fixed, 
his  aspect  was  as  one  undergoing  excessive 
and  prolonged  effort,  and  almost  lost  to  con- 
sciousness of  a  world  outside  himself.  He 
paced  slowly  into  the  room,  the  control  of 
his  steps  being  in  contrast  to  his  hand  move- 
ments, which  seemed,  in  shadow,  to  pluck 
and  grip  at  the  steel.  In  the  bedroom  the 
attitude  of  the  accomplice  had  not  altered  ; 
obviously  he  had  not  detected  the  presence 
of  the  watchers  in  the  corner.  But  would 
the  spring  yield  or  would  it  hold?  The 
Colonel  askfd  the  question  in  an  incredible 
glow  of  interest,  but  was  destined  never  to 
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receive  a  reply.  For  at  the  very  height  of 
the  excitement,  when  the  movements  of  the 
hands  had  reached  a  point  resembling  frenzy, 
the  man  in  the  bedroom  leapt  from  his  con- 
cealment, and  by  the  sheer  impetus  of  his 
assault  brought  the  conjurer  to  the  ground. 
At  the  moment  Bob  jerked  the  cuscus-tatty 
from  the  near  window,  flooding  the  room 
with  moonlight,  and  on  the  floor  the  two 
natives  were  plainly  visible,  rolling  together, 
struggling,    snarling,   and  gasping   like  wild 


"  ON   THE    FI.OOK  THE   TWO   NATIVRS    WKKK  PLAINLY  VISIBLE, 
SNARLING,   AND   GASl'ING   LIKE   WILD 


animals.  Presently  it  was  clear  that  he  of 
the  bedroom  got  the  better  in  the  fight ;  at 
last  he  so  far  freed  himself  as  to  be  able  to 
raise  his  knife  for  a  blow.  But  there  Bob 
interfered. 

"  Halt,  there  !  "  he  cried. 
Not  too  willingly  the  victor  rose  and 
stood  aside,  while  the  Colonel  hauled  the 
exhausted  conjurer  to  a  chair  and  kept 
him  prisoner  while  he  with  great  minuteness 
examined  his  gaunt,  dark  features. 

"Ah!"  he  ex- 
claimed, when  his 
scrutiny  was  over, 
"  once  you  visited 
me  as  a  merchant 
ofGubbiin  Toom- 
koor.  A  second 
time  you  had 
thrown  off*  that  dis- 
guise and  came  as 
a  conjurer  to  ex- 
hibit your  skill. 
Now  I  see  you  in 
your  true  charac- 
ter as  a  thief  I 
shall  not  forget 
your  features." 

At  these  words 
the  native,  whose 
exhaustion  was  not 
so  great  as  he 
feigned,  gave  a 
sudden  upward 
spring,  and,  when 
the  Colonel  would 
have  seized  him 
again,  slipped  like 
an  eel  from  his 
hands  and  fled  into 
the  night. 

"  Let  him  go  !  " 
cried  the  Colonel, 
as  Bob  ran  for- 
ward. "  Even  if 
you  caught  him 
you  could  not  take 
him,  for  the  man 
is  oiled." 

He  turned  to- 
wards the  second 
native,  who  stood 
patiently  waiting 
his  notice.  When 
the  eyes  of  the 
Colonel  fell  on 
him,  the  man  in- 
stantly prostrated 
himself     on     the 


ROI.IING  TOGETHER,    STRUGGLING, 
ANIMALS." 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


324 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


ground  and  murmured  broken  sentences  in 
Kanarese.  At  that  the  Colonel's  memory 
stirred,  and  a  sudden  light  broke  upon  him. 

"  The  Korchar  ! "  he  exclaimed. 

"  The  sahib's  gardener,  O  protector  of  the 
wretched ! "  corrected  the  man,  anxiously. 
"  The  sahib  say,  *  Do  thy  duty.  Be  true  to 
thy  master.'  I  eat  the  sahib's  salt.  I  true 
to  my  salt.  I  watch,  and  I  see  t>.ief  about. 
He  man  of  the  Lambadi  tribe;  he  great  thief. 
He  steal  a  man's  teeth  from  his  mouth.  I 
watch  him  as  I  garden;  he  not  know  I  watch. 
At  night  he  hide  in  the  tamarinds  and  come 
near  and  make  his  magic.  He  has  devil 
inside.  I  watch  to-night,  for  the  moon  at  full 
and  I  know  he  come.  I  find  the  young 
sahib  gone  and  the  windows  open.  I  lift  the 
cuscus-tatty  and  creep  to  the  bedroom  on  my 
hands  and  knees  and  hide,  before  he  drop 
from  the  tree." 

The  Korchar's  story  was  corroborated  by 
Bob  over  a  late  supper.  Early  in  the 
Colonel's  absence  the  young  lieutenant  had 
become  persuaded  that  a  plot  to  rob  his 
uncle  was  at  work ;  for  returning  one  day 
unexpectedly  from  camp  he  noticed  that  the 
cabinet  was  displaced  from  its  right  position. 
This  displacement  of  the  cabinet  occurred 
more  than  once,  and  his  suspicions  fastened 
on  the  Korchar,  whose  persistency  in  garden- 
ing towards  sunset  in  the  front  had  puzzled 
and  annoyed  him.  But  in  time  he  altered 
his  surmise.  One  night  he  caught  sight  of 
someone  lurking  near  the  veranda ;  then  the 
Korchar,  like  a  noiseless  shadow,  glided  from 
a  concealed  corner  and  the  would-be  thief 
fled.  The  Korchar,  then,  was  also  on  the 
watch  ?  By  degrees  he  became  convinced  of 
the  man's  fidelity,  and  presently  found  a  kind 
of  sporting  interest  in  his  game. 

"  But,  apart  from  this  interest,"  continued 
Bob,  "  I  had  an  anxiety  of  my  own.  How 
could  I  tell  whether  the  gems  were  safe  on 
the  shelves  or  not  ?  The  thief  might  remove 
them  and  leave  no  trace.  I  had  heard  of  the 
neatness  and  finish  of  Indian  thieves  in  this 
respect.  It  was  only  the  continued  watchful- 
ness of  the  Korchar  which  allowed  me  to 
hope  I  was  still  guarding  a  treasure  and  not 


the  empty  shelves.  I  regretted  that  I  did 
not  know  the  use  of  the  spring.  Many  a 
time  have  I  stood  before  the  cabinet  in  great 
anxiety,  trying  to  reproduce  in  memory  some 
vision  of  your  manipulation  of  it,  but  in 
vain.  The  gems  might  be  there  or  they 
might  not ;  I  could  not  tell.  And  then 
some  fresh  assiduity  on  the  Korchar's  part 
would  reassure  me  for  a  day  or  two.  At  last 
the  matter  got  on  my  nerves,  and  I  resolved 
to  arrange  a  trap  by  which,  if  possible,  to 
resolve  my  doubt.  I  had  remarked  that  the 
appearance  of  the  stealthy  figure  was  more 
frequent  when  the  moon  was  full,  so  I 
planned  my  trap  for  this  evening.  First  I 
managed  to  rid  myself  of  the  solicitous  atten- 
.tions  of  your  excellent  Appao  and  the  rest, 
then  I  openly  departed  from  the  bungalow, 
leaving  the  windows  as  you  found  them. 
Afterwards  I  secretly  returned  and  climbed 
up  the  veranda  and  hid  there.  Presently  I 
ascertained  that  the  Korchar  was  at  hand. 
I  did  not  see  him  enter.  Before  the  moon 
rose  I  dropped  down  and  got  into  the  oflfice. 
Here,  to  my  amazement,  I  found  you  sleep- 
ing. That  bothered  my  plans  a  little,  but  I 
decided  to  let  things  take  their  course  and  to 
act  as  events  might  direct.  I  followed  you 
when  you  stepped  into  the  dining-room ;  but 
only  when  you  aimed  your  revolver  at  the 
faithful  Korchar  did  I  think  it  necessary  to 
act  at  all." 

"  Ah,  my  boy,"  cried  the  Colonel,  ruefully, 
"  it  was  then  I  got  my  bad  five  minutes  !  " 

A  few  days  later  the  —  M.N.I,  marched 
on  to  Bangalore.  Some  little  time  afterwards 
Lieutenant  Iverson  sailed  from  India  on 
leave,  wearing  about  his  person  a  belt  in 
which  were  sewn  his  uncle's  priceless  gems ; 
these  he  brought  with  him  for  safe  deposit  in 
an  English  bank.  Also  next  his  heart  he 
carried  a  letter  from  the  prettiest  girl  in 
Bangalore,  while  in  his  mind  he  had  the 
cheering  knowledge  that  his  debts  were  paid 
and  his  future  secured  by  his  good  uncle. 

As  for  the  Korchar,  he  was  promoted  to 
the  post  of  matey,  and  served  at  the  Colonel's 
table  under  Appao,  the  butler,  and  wore 
a  good  white  suit  and  a  crimson  belt. 
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SPECTACLE  that  is  attract- 
ing more  than  ordinary  atten- 
tion on  the  Continent  just  now 
is  a  company  of  seventy-five 
performing  Polar  bears.  Now, 
to  train  a  single  specimen  of 
these  beautiful,  snowy-white  creatures  of  the 
Far  North  to  go  through  certain  evolutions 
for  the  amusement  of  the  public  is  no  light 
task.  All  professional  trainers  are  agreed 
that  one  of  the  most  difficult  beasts  to  train, 
and  one  of  the  most  unreliable,  is  the  Polar 
bear.  To  train  a  whole  company  of  these 
creatures,  therefore, 
and    not     merely    a 


ever  placed  before  the  public.  No  one, 
except  those  acquainted  with  the  modern 
methods  of  training  wild  beasts,  can  grasp 
the  enormous  amount  of  patience  and 
the  disappointments  encountered  in  getting 
together  such  a  large  number  of  perform- 
ing animals.  Indeed,  it  has  virtually  taken 
fifteen  years  to  collect  and  train  this  one 
group  of  giant  white  bears.  Every  now  and 
again  a  valuable  performing  animal  would 
die  or  get  disabled  in  a  fight  with  its  com- 
panions, or  develop  a  dangerous  temper,  and 
another  beast  had  to  be  secured.  Suddenly 
a  bear,  for  no  appa- 
renl    reason,     would 


small    group,    to 

perform  together 

and  do  all  kinds 

of  tricks  and  feats,  must  rank  as  a  wonderful 

and  a  daring  accomplishment. 

The  individual  who  has  succeeded  in  this 
great  task  is  Mr.  Wilhelm  Hagenbeck,  a 
brother  of  Mr.  Carl  Hagenbeck,  ihe  cele- 
brated animal  dealer  of  Hamburg.  His 
troupe  of  performing  Polar  bears  represents 
the  latest  and  the  greatest  animal  exhibition 


refuse  to  perform 
with      anolher 
member    of    the 
troupe,  and  had  to  be  supplied  with  a  com- 
panion with  whom  he  would  agree. 

It  is  quite  a  fascinating  spectacle  to 
watch  the  bears  enter  the  arena.  To 
the  ordinary  spectator  the  animal j  look 
alike,  so  far  as  build  and  size  are  concerned, 
yet  they  vary  in  age  from  one  to  seventeen 
years.     "Although  I  know  every  animal  in 
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"  DRINKING  OUT  OK    hOTTLES  ON    THE  SKE-SAW." 


the  company,"  said  Mr.  Hagenbeck,  "and 
have  taught  each  one  to  recognise  its  name, 
and  have  been  among  many  of  them  fifteen 
years,  I  cannot  now  tell  by  their  expressions 
the  mood  of  the  animals.  This  is  one  of 
the  characteristics  of  the  Polar  bear.  Their 
expression  remains  the  same,  and  it  is 
impossible  to  detect,  by  watching  their  faces, 
whether  they  are  pleased  or  cross.  Now  in 
most  wild  animals,  such  as  the  lion,  you  can 
tell  by  the  expression  of  the  beast's  face  and 
by  its  actions  whether  it  is  in  a  good  temper 
or  not.  But  not  so  with  the  Polar  bear. 
Then  one  bear's  head  and  face  are  exactly 
like  another's,  and  all  through  their  perform 
ances  the  expression  on  their  faces  remains 
the  same. 

"  In  the  company  there  are  seventy-five 
bears,  seventy  of  which  are  performing 
animals.  The  remaining  five  sit  about, 
and  at  present  are  merely  an  ornament  to 
the  arena.  By  and  by,  however,  they  will 
be  trained  as  understudies,  to  take  the  place 
of  any  that  may  fall  ill  or  die.  Some  of  the 
bears  I  have  taught  to  do  their  tricks  in  a  few 


months,  while  others  have  re(|uired  a  couple 
of  years  of  patient  tuition.  The  truth  is,  the 
Polar  bear  is  a  most  awkward  beast  to  train. 
In  the  first  place,  his  character  is  difficult  to 
understand.  He  is  by  nature  very  suspicious, 
and  without  the  least  warning  is  apt  to  turn 
against  his  trainer.  Among  the  seventy  bears 
that  have  been  taught  to  do  tricks,  only  two 
of  them  are  really  fond  of  their  work." 

Before  describing  the  wonderful  perform-  . 
ance  given  by  these  Polar  bears,  it  is  not 
without  interest  to  note  how  they  were 
originally  obtained.  Their  trainer  secured 
them  from  his  brother,  Mr.  Carl  Hagenbeck. 
The  latter  obtained  them  from  his  hunters, 
who  made  special  journeys  to  the  far  frozen 
North  to  hunt  for  these  animals.  I'hey  only 
took  the  little  ones,  as  it  is  practically  impos- 
sible to  handle  a  full  grown  Polar  bear.  The 
baby  bears  were  then  placed  in  strong 
wooden  boxes  or  big  round  casks  and 
shipped  to  Hamburg. 

When  they  arrived  at  their  destination, 
twenty-five  to  thirty  at  a  time,  they  were 
about  seven  or  eight  months  old  and  very 
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savage.        As    their     uUiniatt? 
destination   was  the  stagt^,  the 
following  course  was   adopted. 
They  were   all   put    in  ii  cage 
together,  and  on  the  vury 
day   of     their     arrival     a 
keeper  was  sent  into  the 
cage  to  feed   them.     The 
object  of  this  was  to  gel 
the    bears    used    to    the 
presence   of   a   human 
being,    while   it   also   had 
the    effect   of 
somewhat    tam- 
ing   them.       In 
almost  every  in- 
stance they  flew 
at  the  intruder, 
but   a  few  pats 


THB  WRBSTMNG    BEAR,   GREETS    HIS  OPPONENT  WITH 
A   LICK    OK    HIS   TONGUE. 


animals  got  so  tame  that 
they  would  crawl  up  to  the 
man  and  take  sugar  and 
other  dainties  from  his 
hands.  The  bears  were  then 
handed  over  to  the  trainer, 
and  their  stage  schooling 
actively  commenced. 

The     bears     have    been 
taught  to  form  pyramids  and 
groups,  climb  ladders,  drive 
about  in  carriages  drawn  by 
ponies  with  monkeys  as  out- 
riders, draw  sledges  contain- 
ing     their     companions, 
drink  out  of  bottles,  and 
a    host   of   other    tricks. 
They  perform  in  a  speci- 
ally -  erected    arena    sur- 
rounded by  Polar  scenery. 


MAN(£UVRINO   FOR   A   GOOD  GRIP. 


MONK   GETS    A   GOOD   HOLD. 


The  ciown  in  the 
company  is  a  black 
bear,  who  has  received 
the  somewhat  inappro- 
priate appellation  of 
White  Raven.  He  has 
been  taught  to  follow 
his  master  about  the 
arena  and  generally  to 
act    the   comic   as   all 


A    HOLD— BUT   NOT   WRESTLING. 

from  a  long  stick  or  whip  always 
sent  them  back  to  their  corners. 
After  a  few  weeks  they  realized  the 
uselessness  of  attacking  their  keeper, 
and  allowed  him  to  enter  and  leave 
their  dens  as  he  pleased.  He  then 
carried  them  sugar  and  sweet  fruit, 
of  which  they  are  very  fond.  After 
some  seven  or  eight  months  of  this 
kind    of    treatment    most    of    the 


THE   END  OF  THE   BOUT  ON   THE    FLOOP.— BRUIN    IS  VANQUISHED   BY 
ROLLING   HIM   OVER  ON    HIS   BACK. 
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good  clowns  do.  He  loves  swinging,  and  if 
he  had  his  way  would  spend  the  whole  of  his 
time  on  the  swings.  The  majority  of  the 
bears  have  been  taught  to  drink  out  of  bottles 
by  holding  them  to  their  mouths  with  their 
fore-feet.  It  is  most  amusing  and  comical  to 
watch  an  enormous  white  bear,  measuring 
seven  feet  in  length,  suddenly  sit  on  a  chair, 
grasp  a  stone  bottle  in  his  great  paws,  lift  it 
to  his  mouth,  and  drain  its  contents,  while  the 
band  plays  a  popular  song,  entitled  "  Have 
Another  Drink."  One  of  the  bears,  Daisy, 
is  very  fond  of  lying  down  on  her  back  while 
drinking.  The  bears'  drinks  consist  of  sweet- 
ened water,  milk,  or  cod-liver  oil.  All  the 
animals  arti  fund  of  the  former,  and  ft^w  of 
them  object  to  tiikt^  the  latter.  Indeed,  some 
of  them  shciw  a  preference  for  it.  A  couple  of 
gallons  of  cod-livc-r  oil  are  consumed  by 
the    bears    every    week.      The    moment    an 


bear.  Standing  on  his  hind  legs  he  wrestles 
with  his  master  in  quite  the  approved  fashion. 
Taking  up  his  position  in  the  centre  of  the 
mat  he  greets  his  human  competitor  with  a 
lick  of  his  tongue,  as  Monk  cannot  master 
the  knack  of  shaking  hands.  Then  the 
contest  starts  in  real  earnest,  the  bear  doing 
his  utmost  to  put  the  man  on  his  back, 
while  the  trainer  endeavours  to  prevent  the 
throw. 

The  whole  performance  is  very  life-like, 
Monk  appearing  to  put  his  heart  into  it, 
every  now  and  again  giving  an  ominous 
growl  as  he  endeavours  to  get  a  good  grip  of 
his  companion 
with  his  huge 
paw-s.  To  and  .  ^.j^ 
fro     the     strange      /  |x* 


POLAR   DEARS  SHOOTING  THE  CHUTE— THEY  SLIDE  DOWN  INTO  THE  WATER   IN  EVERY  CONCEIVABLE  STYLE  AND  ATTITUDE. 


animal  shows  signs  of  a  cough  it  is  at 
once  induced  to  take  cod-liver  oil,  and 
this  generally  has  the  desired  effect.  On 
one  occasion  the  trainer  forgot  to  put  the 
sweetened  water  into  the  bottle  which  he 
handed  to  Daisy.  The  bear  tipped  the 
bottle  up  once  or  twice,  and  when  she  dis- 
covered there  was  nothing  in  it  she  was  so 
angry  that  she  threw  the  receptacle  at  the 
trainer's  head.  Fortunately,  it  missed  him 
and  smashed  into  a  hundred  pieces  on  the 
floor. 

The   star  of  the  company  is   Monk,   the 
wrestling   Polar,  and   the  trainer's   favourite 


combatants  sway  until  one  manages  to 
break  away.  In  an  instant  they  are  at  it 
again.  This  time  Monk  has  got  his  com- 
panion round  the  waist,  the  trainer's  arm 
being  thrown  round  the  bear's  neck.  Monk 
opens  his  great  mouth  and  snarls,  and  to  the 
onlooker  things  begin  to  look  dangerous. 
But  Monk  knows  the  rules,  and  never  bites. 
At  the  same  time  he  has  a  knack  of  digging 
his  claws  rather  deeply  into  one's  clothes, 
and  to  prevent  scratches  Mr.  Hagenbeck 
wears  a  very  thick  leather  waistcoat.  Even 
with  this  stout  garment  on  he  gets  an  occa- 
sional  scratch.      Monk    turns    the    scale  at 
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nearly  a  ton,  and,  as  weight  frequently  tells 
in  wrestling,  the  bear  often  gets  the  first 
throw.  But  a  throw  is  not  a  victory,  and  on 
the  mat  the  combatants  push  and  shove  until 
the  shoulders  of  one  touch  the  ground. 

But  the  most  interesting  and  amusing  feat, 
and  one  that  never  fails  to  call  for  much 
applause,  is  the  manner  in  which  the  bears 
have  been  taught  to  "shoot  the  chute." 
The  animals  climb  up  an  inclined  plane  until 
they  reach  a  platform  some  sixty  feet  above 
the  ground.  Immediately  in  front  of  them 
is  the  chute,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  the  bears 
do  not  care  much  about  venturing  on  it. 
Once  on  the  chute  there  is  no  coming  back, 
and  it  is  certainly  very  comical  to  watch  them 
slide  down  into  the  tank  of  water  below. 

Some  grasp  the  side  of  the  chute  and 
endeavour  to  cling  there,  only  to  lose  their 
hold  when  a  companion  thunders  up  against 
them  from  above.  Some  reach  the  water  by 
sliding  down  backwards,  others  go  head  first, 
others  sideways,  and,  indeed,  in  every  con- 
ceivable position  and  attitude.  It  takes 
nearly  twenty  minutes  for  the  whole  of  the 
bears  to  reach  their  destination,  one  or  more 
animals. being  on  the  chute  the  whole  of  this 
time.  Some  go  down  quickly,  while  others 
spread  themselves  right  across  the  course,  and 


only  reach  the  bottom  after  a  more  or  less 
lengthy  period.  Once  in  the  water,  however, 
the  animals  are  instantly  at  home. 

Mr.  VVilhelm  Hagenbeck  has  had  twenty- 
five  years'  experience  as  an  animal  trainer. 
It  was  in  1898  that  he  first  performed  in 
public  with  a  group  of  twelve  Polar  bears. 
They  were  assisted  in  their  work  by  one 
pony  and  two  dogs.  In  1900  the  group  was 
enlarged  to  fifteen  bears,  and  since  that  time 
has  been  gradually  added  to,  until  now  there 
is  a  company  numbering  seventy-five  in  all. 

The  novelty  of  the  whole  performance,  of 
course,  is  the  spectacle  of  such  a  great  crowd 
of  these  giant  white  creatures  of  the  Far 
North.  To  have  trained  them  to  perform 
unanimously  together  is  a  feat  any  man  might 
well  be  proud  of  As  already  stated,  it  repre- 
sents some  fifteen  years  of  patient  work,  not 
to  mention  great  expense  and  a  series  of 
terrible  disappointments.  True,  performing 
Polar  bears  have  been  seen  on  the  stage  for 
some  years  past,  but  never  in  anything  like  so 
large  a  number.  History  records  the  fact 
that,  when  Queen  Elizabeth  went  in  State 
through  Spitalfields  in  1599  with  a  glittering 
escort  of  a  thousand  men-at-arms,  a  "feature" 
of  the  procession  that  interested  the  populace 
was  a  cart  in  which  were  two  Polar  bears. 


VoL  XXXV. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 
WING  possibly  to  the  un- 
accustomed exercise,  but  prob- 
ably to  more  sentimental 
reasons,  Robert  Vyner  slept 
but  poorly  the  night  after  his 
labours.  He  had  explained 
his  absence  at  the  dinner-table  by  an  airy 
reference  to  a  long  walk  and  a  disquisition 
on  the  charms  of  the  river  by  evening,  an 
explanation  which  both  Mr.  Vyner  and  his 
wife  had  received  with  the  silence  it  merited. 
It  was  evident  that  his  absence  had  been  the 
subject  of  some  comment,  but  his  father 
made  no  reference  to  it  as  they  smoked  a 
cigar  together  before  retiring. 

He  awoke  early  in  the  morning  and,  after 
a  vain  attempt  to  get  to  sleep  again,  rose  and 
dressed.  Nobody  else  was  stirring,  and 
going  quietly  downstairs  he  took  up  a  cap 
and  went  out. 

Except  for  a  labouring  man  or  two  tramp- 
ing stolidly  to  work,  the  streets  were  deserted. 
The  craft  anchored  in  the  river  seemed  asleep, 
and  he  stood  for  some  time  on  the  bridge 
idly  watching  the  incoming  tide.  He  lit  his 
pipe  and  then,  with  a  feeble  endeavour'  to 
feel  a  little  surprise  at  the  fact,  discovered 
that  he  was  walking  in  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Hartley's  house. 

Copyright,  iqo8,  by  W.  W.  Jacobs, 


His  pace  slackened  as  he  neared  it,  and 
he  went  by  gazing  furtively  at  the  drawn 
blinds  of  the  front  windows.  A  feeling  of 
regret  that  Joan  Hartley  should  be  missing 
such  a  delightful  morning  would  not  be 
denied  ;  in  imagination  he  saw  himself 
strolling  by  her  side  and  pointing  out  to 
her  the  beauties  of  the  most  unfrequented 
portions  of  the  river  bank.  A  sudden  super- 
stitious trust  in  fate— caught  possibly  from 
Captain  Trimblett — made  him  turn  and  walk 
slowly  past  the  house  again.  With  an  idea 
of  giving  fate  another  chance  he  repeated 
the  performance.  In  all  he  passed  eight 
times,  and  was  about  to  enter  upon  the  ninth, 
when  he  happened  to  look  across  the  road 
and  saw,  to  his  annoyance,  the  small  figure 
of  Bassett  speeding  towards  him. 

*'  He  is  not  down  yet,  sir,''  said  Bassett, 
respectfully. 

Mr.  Vyner  suppressed  his  choler  by  an 
effort. 

"  Oh  :  "  he  said,  stiffly.     "  Well  ?  " 

Bassett  drew  back  in  confusion.  "I — I 
saw  you  walk  up  and  down  several  times 
looking  at  the  house,  sir,  and  I  thought  it  my 
duty  to  come  and  tell  you,"  he  replied. 

Mr.  Vyner  regarded  him  steadfastly. 
"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  at  last.  "  And  how 
is  it  that  you  are  out  at  such  an  early  hour, 
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prowling  about  like  a  raging  lion  looking  for 
its  breakfast  ?  " 

"  I  wasn't,  sir,"  said  Bassett ;  "  I  shall  have 
my  breakfast  when  I  get  home,  at  eight 
o'clock.  I  always  get  up  at  six  \  then  I  make 
sure  of  two  hours  in  the  fresh  air." 

"  And  what  time  do  you  close  your  eyes  on 
the  world  and  its  vanities?"  inquired  Mr. 
Vyner,  with  an  appearance  of  great  interest. 

"  I  always  go  to  bed  as  the  clock  strikes 
ten,  sir,"  said  the  youth. 

"  And  suppose— suppose  the  clock  should 
be  wrong  one  day?"  suggested  the  other, 
"  would  you  apprehend  any  lasting  injury  to 
your  constitution  ?  " 

"It  couldn't  be,  sir,",  said  Bassett ;  '*I 
wind  it  myself." 

Mr.  Vyner  regarded  him  more  thought- 
fully than  before.  "  I  can  foresee,"  he  said, 
slowly,  "  that  you  will  grow  up  a  great  and 
good  and  wise  man,  unless " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Bassett,  anxiously. 

*'  Unless  something  kills  you  in  the  mean- 
time," concluded  Mr.  Vyner.  **It  is  not 
fair  to  tempt  people  beyond  their  strength, 
Bassett.  Even  a  verdict  of  *  Justifiable 
homicide '  might  not  quite  ease  the  slayer's 
conscience." 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  perplexed  youth. 

Mr.  Vyner  suddenly  dropped  his  bantering 
air. 

"How  was  it  I  didn't  see  you?"  he 
demanded,  sternly. 

"  I  don't  think  you  looked  my  side  of  the 
road,  sir,"  said  Bassett.  "You  were  watch- 
ing Mr.  Hartley's  windows  all  the  time  ;  and, 
besides,  I  was  behind  that  hedge." 

He  pointed  to  a  well-trimmed  privet-hedge 
in  a  front  garden  opposite. 

"  Behind  the  hedge  ?  "  repeated  the  other, 
sharply.     "  What  were  you  there  for  ?  " 

"  Watching  a  snail,  sir,"  replied  Bassett. 

"A  whatV  inquired  Mr.  Vyner,  raising 
his  voice. 

"  A  snail,  sir,"  repeated  the  youth.  "  I've 
got  a  book  on  natural  history,  and  I've  just 
been  reading  about  them.  I  saw  this  one  as 
I  was  passing,  and  I  went  inside  to  study  its 
habits.  They  are  very  interesting  little  things 
to  watch — very." 

Fortified  by  the  approval  of  a  conscience 
that  never  found  fault,  he  met  the  search- 
light gaze  that  the  junior  partner  turned  upon 
him  without  flinching.  Quite  calm,  although 
somewhat  puzzled  by  the  other's  manner,  he 
stood  awaiting  his  pleasure. 

"  Yes,"  said  Robert  Vyner,  at  last ;  "  very 
interesting  indeed,  I  should  think ;  but  you 
have   forgotten   one   thing,    Bassett.     When 


secreted  behind  a  hedge  watching  one  of 
these  diverting  little — er " 

"  Gasteropodous  molluscs,  sir,"  interjected 
Bassett,  respectfully. 

"  Exactly,"  said  the  other.  "Just  the  word 
I  was  trying  to  think  of.  When  behind  a 
hedge  watching  them  it  is  always  advisable 
to  whistle  as  loudly  and  as  clearly  as  you  can." 

"  I  never  heard  that,  sir,"  said  Bassett, 
more  and  more  perplexed.  "  It's  not  in  my 
book,  but  I  remember  once  reading,  when  I 
was  at  school,  that  spiders  are  sometimes 
attracted  by  a  flute." 

"A  flute  would  do,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  still 
watching  him  closely ;  "  but  a  cornet  would 
be  better  still.     Good  morning." 

He  left  Bassett  gazing  after  him  round- 
eyed,  and,  carefully  refraining  from  looking 
at  Hartley's  windows,  walked  on  at  a  smart 
pace.  As  he  walked  he  began  to  wish  that  he 
had  not  talked  so  much  ;  a  vision  of  Bassett 
retailing  the  conversation  of  the  morning 
to  longer  heads  than  his  own  in  the  office 
recurring  to  him  with  tiresome  persistency. 
And,  on  the  other  hand,  he  regretted  that 
he  had  not  crossed  the  road  and  made  sure 
that  there  was  a  snail. 

Busy  with  his  thoughts  he  tramped  on 
mechanically,  until,  pausing  on  a  piece  of 
high  ground  to  admire  the  view,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  see  that  the  town  lay  so  far  behind. 
At  the  same  time  sudden  urgent  promptings 
from  within  bore  eloquent  testimony  to  the 
virtues  of  early  rising  and  exercise  as  aids  to 
appetite.  With  ready  obedience  he  began 
to  retrace  his  steps. 

The  business  of  the  day  was  just  beginning 
as  he  entered  the  outskirts  of  the  town  again. 
Blinds  were  drawn  aside  and  maid-servants 
busy  at  front  doors.  By  the  time  he  drew 
near  Laurel  Lodge— the  name  was  the  choice 
of  a  former  tenant — the  work  of  the  day  had 
begun  in  real  earnest.  Instinctively  slacken- 
ing his  pace,  he  went  by  the  house  with  his 
eyes  fastened  on  the  hedge  opposite,  being 
so  intent  on  what  might,  perhaps,  be  de- 
scribed as  a  visual  alibi  for  I3assett's  benefit, 
in  case  the  lad  still  happened  to  be  there, 
that  he  almost  failed  to  notice  that  Hartley 
was  busy  in  his  front  garden  and  that  Joan 
was  standing  by  him.  He  stopped  short  and 
bade  them  "Good  morning." 

Mr.  Hartley  dropped  his  tools  and 
hastened  to  the  gate.  "  Good  morning,"  he 
said,  nervously;  "I  hope  that  there  is 
nothing  wrong.  I  went  a  little  way  to  try 
and  find  you." 

"  Find  me?"  echoed  Mr.  Vyner,  reddening, 
as  a  suspicion  of  the  truth  occurred  to  him. 
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"  Bassett  told  me  that  you  had  been  walk- 
ing up  and  down  waiting  to  see  me,"  con- 
tinued Hartley.  "I  dressed  as  fast  as  I 
could,  but  by  that  time  you  were  out  of 
sight." 

Facial  contortions,  in  sympathy  with  the 
epithets  he  was  mentally  heaping  upon  the 
head  of  Bassett,  disturbed  for  a  moment  the 
serenity  of  Mr.  Vyner's  countenance.  A 
rapid  glance  at  Miss  Hartley  helped  him  to 
regain  his  composure. 

"  I  don't  know  why  the  boy  should  have 
been  so  officious,"  he  said,  slowly  ;  "  I  didn't 
want  to  see  you.  I  certainly  passed  the 
house  on  my  way.  Oh,  yes,  and  then  I 
thought  of  going  back — I  did  go  a  little  way 
back — then  I  altered  my  mind  again.  I 
suppose  I  must  have  passed  three  times." 

"  I  was  afraid  there  was  something  wrong," 
said  Hartley.  "  I  am  very  glad  it  is  all  right. 
TH  give  that  lad  a  talking  to.  He  knocked 
us  all  up  and  said  that  you  had  been  walking 
up  and  down  for  twenty-three  minutes." 

The  generous  colour  in  Mr.  Vyner's  cheeks 
was  suddenly  reflected  in  Miss  Hartley's. 
Their  eyes  met,  and,  feeling  exceedingly 
foolish,  he  resolved  to  put  a  bold  face  on  the 
matter. 

"  Bassett  is  unendurable,"  he  said,  with  a 
faint  laugh,  **  and  1  suspect  his  watch.  Still, 
I  must  admit  that  I  did  look  out  for  you, 
because  I  thought  if  you  were  stirring  I  should 
like  to  come  in  and  see  what  sort  of  a  mess 
I  made  last  night.     Was  it  very  bad  ?  " 

"N-no,"  said  Hartley;  "no;  it  perhaps 
requires  a  little  attention.  Half  an  hour  or 
so  will  put  it  right." 

"I  should  like  to  see  my  handiwork  by 
daylight,"  said  Robert. 

Hartley  opened  the  garden-gate  and 
admitted  him,  and  all  three  passing  down  the 
garden  stood  gravely  inspecting  the  previous 
night's  performance.  It  is  to  be  recorded  to 
Mr.  Vyner's  credit  that  he  coughed  dis- 
paragingly as  he  eyed  it. 

"  Father  says  that  they  only  want  taking 
up  and  replanting,"  said  Joan,  softly,  "and 
the  footmarks  raked  over,  and  the  mould 
cleared  away  from  the  path.  Except  for  that 
your  assistance  was  invaluable." 

"  I— I  didn't  quite  say  that,"  said  Hartley, 
mildly. 

"You  ougjit  to  have,  then,"  said  Robert, 
severely.  "  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  bad. 
You'll  have  to  give  me  some  lessons  and  see 
whether  I  do  better  next  time.  Or  perhaps 
Miss  Hartley  will ;  she  seems  to  be  all  right, 
so  far  as  the  theory  of  the  thing  goes." 

Hartley    smiled    uneasily,  and    to    avoid 


replying  moved  off  a  little  way  and  became 
busy  over  a  rose-bush. 

"Will  you?"  inquired  Mr.  Vyner,  very 
softly.  "  I  believe  that  I  could  learn  better 
from  you  than  from  anybody ;  I  should 
take  more  interest  in  the  work.  One  wants 
sympathy  from  a  teacher." 

Miss  Hartley  shook  her  head.  "You  had 
better  try  a  three  months'  course  at  Dale's 
Nurseries,"  she  said,  with  a  smile.  "You 
would  get  more  sympathy  from  them  than 
from  me." 

"  I  would  sooner  learn  from  you,"  persisted 
Robert. 

"  1  could  teach  you  all  I  know  in  half  an 
hour,"  said  the  girl. 

Mr.  Vyner  drew  a  little  nearer  to  her. 
"You  overestimate  my  powers,"  he  said,  in 
a  low  voice.  "  You  have  no  idea  how  dull  I 
can  be ;  I  am  sure  it  would  take  at  least  six 
months." 

"That  settles  it,  then,"  said  Joan.  "I 
shouldn't  like  a  dull  pupil." 

Mr.  Vyner  drew  a  little  nearer  still.  "  Per- 
haps— perhaps  *  dull '  isn't  quite  the  word,"  he 
said,  musingly. 

"It's  not  the  word  I  should "  began 

Joan,  and  stopped  suddenly. 

"Thank  you,"  murmured  Mr.  Vyner. 
"It's  nice  to  be  understood.  What  word 
would  you  use  ?  " 

Miss  Hartley,  apparently  interested  in  her 
father's  movements,  made  no  reply. 

"  Painstaking  ? "  suggested  Mr.  Vyner  ; 
"  assiduous  ?  attentive  ?  devoted  ?  " 

Miss  Hartley,  walking  towards  the  house, 
affected  not  to  hear.  A  fragrant  smell  of 
coffee,  delicately  blended  with  the  odour  of 
grilled  bacon,  came  from  the  open  door  and 
turned  his  thoughts  to  more  mundane  things. 
Mr.  Hartley  joined  them  just  as  the  figure  of 
Rosa  appeared  at  the  door.  "  Breakfast  is 
quite  ready,  miss,"  she  announced. 

She  stood  looking  at  them,  and  Mr.  Vyner 
noticed  an  odd,  strained  appearance  about 
her  left  eye  which  he  attributed  to  a  cast.  A 
closer  inspection  made  him  almost  certain 
that  she  was  doing  her  best  to  wink. 

"  I  laid  for  three,  miss,"  she  said,  with 
great  simplicity.  "  You  didn't  say  whether 
the  gentleman  was  going  to  stop  or  not ;  and 
there's  no  harm  done  if  he  don't." 

Mr.  Hartley  started,  and  in  a  confused 
fashion  murmured  something  that  sounded 
like  an  invitation  ;  Mr.  Vyner,  in  return 
murmuring  something  about  "  goodness " 
and  "  not  troubling  them,"  promptly  followed 
Joan  through  the  French  windows  of  the 
small  dining-room. 
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"It's    awfully    kind    of    you,"     he    said,  "  Tm    afraid    Trn    delaying    things,"    re- 

heartily,  as  he  seated   himself  opposite  his      marked     Mr.    Vyner,     looking     after     him 
host  ;    "  as    a    matter    of    fact    I'm     half     apologetically. 

famished."  Miss  Hartley  said,  "  Not  at  all,"  and,  as  a 

He  made  a  breakfast  which  bore  ample  mere  piece  of  convention,  considering  that 
witness  to  the  truth  of  his  statement ;  a  meal  he  had  already  had  four  cups,  offered 
with  long  intervals  of  conversation.  To  him  some  more  coffee.  To  her  surprise 
Hartley,  who  usually  breakfasted  in  a  quarter  he  at  once  passed  his  cup  up.  She  looked 
of  an  hour,  and  was  anxious  to  start  for  the      at  the  coffee-pot  and  for  a  moment  thought 

enviously    of    the    widow's 
cruse. 

"Only  a  little,  please," 
he  said.  "I  want  it  for 
a  toaijl." 


•l    WANT   YOU    TO   DRINK    IT    WITH    MK.      ARB   YOU    READY?      '  BASSETT,    THE    REST  OF    BOYS  I 


office,  it  became  tedious  in  the  extreme,  and 
his  eyes  repeatedly  sought  the  clock.  He 
almost  sighed  with  relief  as  the  visitor  took 
the  last  piece  of  toast  in  the  rack,  only  to  be 
plunged  again  into  depression  as  his  daughter 
rang  the  bell  for  more.  Unable  to  endure 
it  any  longer  he  rose  and,  murmuring  some- 
thing about  getting  ready,  quitted  the 
room. 


"  A  toast  ?  "  said  the  girl. 

Mr.  Vyner  nodded  mysteriously.  "  It  is  a 
solemn  duty,"  he  said,  impressively,  "and  I 
want  you  to  drink  it  with  me.  Are  you 
ready  ?     *  Bassett,  the  best  of  boys  ! '  " 

Joan  Hartley,  looking  rather  puzzled, 
laughed,  and  put  the  cup  to  her  lips.  Robert 
Vyner  put  his  cup  down  and  regarded  her 
intently. 
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"  Do  you  know  why  we  drank  his  health?" 
he  inquired. 

"No." 

"Because,"  said  Robert,  pausing  for  a 
moment  to  steady  his  voice,  "because,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  his  officiousness,  I  should 
not  be  sitting  here  with  you." 

He  leaned  towards  her.  "  Do  you  wish 
that  you  had  not  drunk  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

Joan  Hartley  raised  her  eyes  and  looked 
at  him  so  gravely  that  the  mischief,  with 
which  he  was  trying  to  disguise  his  nervous- 
ness, died  out  of  his  face  and  left  it  as 
serious  as  her  own.  For  a  moment  her  eyes, 
clear  and  truthful,  met  his. 

"  No,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

And  at  that  moment  Rosa  burst  into  the 
room  with  two  pieces  of  scorched  bread  and 
placed  them  upon  the  table.  Unasked,  she 
proffered  evidence  on  her  own  behalf,  and 
with  great  relish  divided  the  blame  between 
the  coal  merchant,  the  baker,  and  the  stove. 
Mr.  Hartley  entered  the  room  before  she 
had  done  herself  full  justice,  and  Vyner, 
obeying  a  glance  from  Joan,  rose  to  depart. 


CHAPTER  X. 
Mr.  Vyner  spent  the  remainder  of  the 
morning  in  a  state  of  dreamy  exaltation. 
He  leaned  back  in  his  chair  devising  plans 
for  a  future  in  which  care  and  sorrow  bore 
no  part,  and  neglected  the  pile  of  work  on 
his  table  in  favour  of  writing  the  name  "Joan 
Vyner  "  on  pieces  of  paper,  which  he  after- 
wards burnt  in  the  grate.  At  intervals  he 
jumped  up  and  went  to  the  window,  in  the 
faint  hope  that  Joan  might  be  passing,  and 
once,  in  the  highest  of  high  spirits,  vaulted 
over  his  table.  Removing  ink  from  his 
carpet  afterwards  by  means  of  blotting-paper 
was  only  an  agreeable  diversion. 

By  midday  his  mood  had  changed  to  one 
of  extreme  tenderness  and  humility,  and  he 
began  to  entertain  unusual  misgivings  as  to 
his  worthiness.  He  went  home  to  lunch 
depressed  by  a  sense  of  his  shortcomings  ; 
but,  on  his  return,  his  soaring  spirits  got  the 
better  of  him  again.  Filled  with  a  vast  charity, 
his  bosom  overflowing  with  love  for  all  man- 
kind, he  looked  about  to  see  whom  he  could 
benefit ;  and  Bassett  entering  the  room  at 
that  moment  was  sacrificed  without  delay. 
Robert  Vyner  was  ashamed  to  think  that  he 
should  have  left  the  lad's  valuable  services 
unrewarded  for  so  long. 

"  It's  a  fine  afternoon,  Bassett,"  he  said, 
leaning  back  and  regarding  him  with  a 
benevolent  smile. 

"  Beautiful,  sir,"  said  the  youth. 


"  Too  fine  to  sit  in  a  stuffy  office,"  con- 
tinued the  other.  "  Put  on  your  hat  and  go 
out  and  enjoy  yourself." 

"Sir?"  said  the  amazed  Bassett. 

"Take  a  half  holiday,"  said  Vyner,  still 
smiling. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Bassett,  "  but  I 
don't  care  for  holidays  ;  and,  besides,  I've 
got  a  lot  of  work  to  do." 

"Do  it  to-morrow,"  said  Vyner.  "  Go 
on — out  you  go  !  " 

"  It  can't  be  done  to-morrow,  sir,"  said 
the  youth,  almost  tearfully.  "  I've  got  all 
the  letters  to  copy,  and  a  pile  of  other  work. 
And  I  shouldn't  know  what  to  do  with 
myself  if  I  went." 

Mr.  Vyner  eyed  him  in  astonishment. 
"  I'm  sorry  to  find  a  tendency  to  disobedience 
in  you,  Bassett,"  he  said,  at  last.  "  I've 
noticed  it  before.  And  as  to  saying  that 
you  wouldn't  know  what  to  do  with  yourself, 
it's  a  mere  idle  excuse." 

"  What  time  have  I  got  to  go,  sir  ?  "  asked 
Bassett,  resignedly. 

"Time?"  exclaimed  the  other.  "Now, 
at  once.     Avaunt !  " 

The  boy  stood  for  a  moment  gazing  at 
him  in  mute  appeal,  and  then,  moving  with 
laggard  steps  to  the  door,  closed  it  gently 
behind  him.  A  sudden  outbreak  of  four  or 
five  voices,  all  speaking  at  once,  that  filtered 
through  the  wall,  satisfied  Mr.  Vyner  that 
his  orders  were  being  obeyed. 

Horrified  at  the  grave  charge  of  disobedi- 
ence, Bassett  distributed  his  work  and  left 
with  what  the  junior  clerk — whom  he  had 
constituted  residuary  legatee  —  considered 
unnecessary  and  indecent  haste.  The  latter 
gentleman,  indeed,  to  the  youth's  discom- 
fiture, accompanied  him  as  far  as  the 
entrance,  and  spoke  eloquently  upon  the 
subject  all  the  way  downstairs.  His  per- 
oration consisted  almost  entirely  of  a 
repetition  of  the  words  "  lazy  fat-head." 

With  this  hostile  voice  still  raging  in  his 
ears  Bassett  strolled  aimlessly  about  the 
streets  of  his  native  town.  He  spent  some 
time  at  a  stall  in  front  of  a  secondhand  book- 
shop, and  was  just  deep  in  an  enthralling 
romance,  entitled  "  Story  of  a  Lump  of 
Coal,"  when  a  huge  hand  was  laid  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  he  turned  to  meet  the  admiring 
gaze  of  Mr.  Walters. 

"  More  book-laming,"  said  the  boatswain, 
in  tones  of  deep  respect.  "  It's  a  wonder  to 
me  that  that  head  of  yours  don't  bust." 

"  Heads  don't  burst,"  said  Bassett.  "The 
brain  enlarges  with  use  the  same  as  muscles 
with  exercise.     They  can't  burst." 
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"  I  only  wish  I  had  arf  your  laming,"  said 
Mr.  Walters;  "just  arf,  and  I  should  be  a 
very  diffrent  man  to  wot  I  am  now.  Well, 
so  long." 

"  Where  are  you  going  ? "  inquired  the 
youth,  replacing  the  book. 

"  Seven  Trees,"  replied  the  other,  display 
ing  a  small  parcel.  "  Tve  got  to  take  this 
over  there  for  the  skipper.  How  far  do  you 
make  it  ?  " 

"  Four  miles,"  said  Bassett.  "  Til  come 
with  you,  if  you  like." 

"  Wot  about  the  office  ? "  inquired  the 
boatswain,  in  surprise. 

Bassett  explained,  and  a  troubled  expres- 
sion appeared  on  the  seaman's  face  as  he 
listened.  He  was  thinking  of  the  last  con- 
versation he  had  had  with  the  youth,  and  the 
hearty  way  in  which  he  had  agreed  with  him 
as  to  the  pernicious  action  of  malt  and  other 
agreeable  liquors  on  the  human  frame.  He 
remembered  that  he  had  committed  himself 
to  the  statement  that  wild  horses  could  not 
make  him  drink  before  six  in  the  evening, 
and  then  not  more  than  one  half-pint. 

"  It's  a  long  walk  for  a  'ot  day  "  he  said, 
slowly.     "  It  might  be  too  much  for  you." 

"Oh,  no ;  Tm  a  good  walker,"  said 
Bassett. 

"Might  be  too  much  for  that  head  of 
yours,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  considerately. 

"  I  often  walk  farther  than  that,"  was  the 
reply. 

Mr.  Walters  drew  the  back  of  his  hand 
across  a  mouth  which  was  already  dry,  and 
resigned  himself  to  his  fate.  He  had  lied 
quite  voluntarily,  and  pride  told  him  that  he 
must  abide  by  the  consequences.  And  eight 
miles  of  dusty  road  lay  between  him  and 
relief.  He  strode  along  stoutly,  and  tried  to 
turn  an  attentive  ear  to  a  dissertation  on 
field-mice.  At  the  end  of  the  first  mile  he 
saw  the  sign  of  the  Fox  and  Hounds  peeping 
through  the  trees,  and  almost  unconsciously 
slackened  his  pace  as  he  remembered  that  it 
was  the  last  inn  on  the  road  to  Seven  Trees. 

"  It's  very  'ot,"  he  murmured,  mopping  his 
brow  with  his  sleeve,  "and  Tm  as  dry  as  a 
bone." 

"  Tm  thirsty,  too,"  said  Bassett ;  "  but  you 
know  the  cure  for  it,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  O'  course  I  do,"  said  the  boatswain,  and 
nearly  smacked  his  lips. 

"Soldiers  do  it  on  the  march,"  said 
Bassett. 

"  I've  seen  'em,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  grinning. 

"  A  leaden  bullet  is  the  best  thing,"  said 
Bassett,  stooping  and  picking  up  a  pebble, 
which  he  polished  on  his  trousers,  "  but  this 


will  do  as  well.  Suck  that  and  you  won't  be 
troubled  with  thirst." 

The  boatswain  took  it  mechanically,  and, 
after  giving  it  another  wipe  on  his  own 
trousers,  placed  it  with  great  care  in  his 
mouth  Bassett  found  another  pebble  and 
they  marched  on  sucking. 

"  My  thirst  has  quite  disappeared,"  he  said, 
presently.     "  How's  yours  ?  " 

"  Worse  and  worse,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
gruffly. 

"  It'll  be  all  right  in  a  minute,"  said 
Bassett.  "  Perhaps  I  had  the  best  pebble. 
If  it  isn't,  perhaps  we  could  get  a  glass  ot 
water  at  a  cottage  ;  although  it  isn't  good  to 
drink  when  you  are  heated." 

Mr.  Walters  made  no  reply,  but  marched 
on,  marvelling  at  his  lack  of  moral  courage. 
Bassett,  quite  refreshed,  took  out  his  pebble, 
and  after  a  grateful  tribute  to  its  properties 
placed  It  in  his  waistcoat  pocket  for  future 
emergencies. 

By  the  time  they  had  reached  Seven  Trees 
and  delivered  the  parcel  Mr.  Walters  was 
desperate.  The  flattering  comments  that 
Bassett  had  made  upon  his  common  sense 
and  virtue  were  forgotten.  Pleading  fatigue 
he  sat  down  by  the  roadside  and,  with  his 
eyes  glued  to  the  open  door  of  the  Pedlar's 
Rest,  began  to  hatch  schemes  of  deliverance. 

A  faint  smelL  of  beer  and  sawdust,  per- 
ceptible even  at  that  distance,  set  his  nostrils 
aquiver.  Then  he  saw  an  old  labourer  walk 
from  the  bar  to  a  table,  bearing  a  mug  of 
foaming  ale.  Human  nature  could  endure 
no  more,  and  he  was  just  about  to  throw 
away  a  hard-earned  character  for  truth  and 
sobriety  when  better  thoughts  intervened. 
With  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  small  figure  by  his 
side,  he  furtively  removed  the  pebble  from 
his  mouth,  and  then  with  a  wild  cry  threw 
out  his  arms  and  clutched  at  his  throat. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Bassett,  as  the 
boatswain  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"The  stone,"  cried  Mr.  Walters,  in  a 
strangulated  voice  ;  "  it's  stuck  in  my  throat." 

Bassett  thumped  him  on  the  back  like  one 
possessed.  "  Cough  it  up  ! "  he  cried.  "  Put 
your  finger  down  !     Cough  ! " 

The  boatswain  waved  his  arms  and  gur- 
gled. "  I'm  choking ! "  he  moaned,  and 
dashed  blindly  into  the  inn,  followed  by  the 
alarmed  boy. 

"  Pot — six  ale  1 "  he  gasped,  banging  on 
the  little  counter. 

The  landlord  eyed  him  in  speechless  amaze- 
ment. 

"  Six  ale  ! "  repeated  the  boatswain.  "  Pot ' 
Quick  ! " 
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'  iM  choking!'  he  moanko,  and  dashlu  blindly  into  the  inn." 


"  You  be  off,"  said  the  landlord,  putting 
down  a  glass  he  was  wiping,  and  eyeing  him 
wrathfully  "How  dare  you  come  into 
my  place  like  that  ?  What  do  you  mean 
by  it?" 

"  He  has  swallowed  a  pebble ! "  said 
Bassett,  hastily. 

"If  he'd  swallowed  a  brick  I  shouldn't  be 
surprised,"  said  the  landlord,  "  seeing  the 
state  he's  in.  I  don't  want  drunken  sailors 
in  my  place ;  and,  what's  more,  I  won't 
have  'em.'* 

"Drunk?"  said  the  unfortunate  boatswain. 
"Me?     Why,  I  ain't " 

"  Out  you  go  !  "  said  the  landlord,  in  a 
peremptory  voice,  "and  be  quick  about  it ;  1 
don't  want  people  to  say  you  got  it  here." 

"  Got  it  ?  "  wailed  Mr.  Walters.  "  Got  it  ? 
I  tell  you  I  ain't  had  it.  I  swallowed  a 
stone." 

"  If  you  don't  go  out,"  said  the  landlord, 
as  Mr.  Walters,  in  token  of  good  faith,  stood 
making  weird  noises  in  his  throat  and  rolling 


his  eyes,  "  1 11  have  you  put  out.  Will — you 
-go?" 

Mr.  Walters  looked  at  him,  at  the  polished 
nickel  taps,  and  the  neat  row  of  mugs  on  the 
shelves.  Then,  without  a  word,  he  turned 
and  walked  out. 

"  Has  it  gone  down  ? "  inquired  Bassett 
presently,  as  they  walked  along. 

"  Wot  ?  "  said  the  boatswain,  thoughtlessly. 

"The  pebble." 

"  I  s'pose  so,"  said  the  other,  sourly. 

"  I  should  think  it  would  be  all  right,  then," 
said  the  boy ;  "  foreign  bodies,  even  of  con- 
siderable size,  are  often  swallowed  with 
impunity.     How  is  your  thirst  now?" 

The  boatswain  stopped  dead  in  the  middle 
of  the  road  and  stood  eyeing  him  suspiciously, 
but  the  mild  eyes  behind  the  glasses  only 
betrayed  friendly  solicitude.  He  grunted 
and  walked  on. 

By  the  time  the  Fox  and  Hounds  came  in 
sight  again  he  had  resolved  not  to  lose  a 
reputation    which    had     entailed    so    much 
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suffering.  He  clapped  the  boy  on  the  back, 
and,  after  referring  to  a  clasp-knife  which  he 
remembered  to  have  left  on  the  grass  oppo- 
site the  Pedlar's  Rest,  announced  his  inten- 
tion of  going  back  for  it.  He  did  go  back 
as  far  as  a  bend  in  the  road,  and,  after  watch- 
ing Bassett  out  of  sight,  hastened  with 
expectant  steps  into  the  inn. 

He  rested  there  for  an  hour,  and,  much 
refreshed,  walked  slowly  into  Salthaven.  It 
was  past  seven  o'clock,  and  somewhat  at  a 
loss  how  to  spend  the  evening  he  was  bending 
his  steps  towards  the  Lobster  Pot,  a  small 
inn  by  the  quay,  when  in  turning  a  corner 
he  came  into  violent  collision  with  a  fashion- 
ably-attired lady. 

"  I  beg  pardon,  ma'am,"  he  stammered. 
"  I'm  very  sorry.  I  didn't  see  where  I 
was Why  !  Halloa,  yaller  wig  !  " 

Miss  Jelks  drew  back  and,  rubbing  her 
arm,  eyed  him  haughtily. 

"  Fancy  you  in  a  'at  like  that,"  pursued 
the  astonished  boatswain.  "No  wonder  I 
thought  you  was  a  lady.  Well,  and  'ow  are 
you?" 

"  My  health  is  very  well,  I  thank  you," 
returned  Miss  Jelks,  stiffly. 

"  That's  right,"  said  the  boatswain,  heartily. 

Conversation  came  suddenly  to  a  standstill, 
and  they  stood  eyeing  each  other  awkwardly. 

"  It's  a  fine  evening,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  at 
last. 

"  Beautiful,"  said  Rosa. 

They  eyed  each  other  again,  thoughtfully. 

"  You  hurt  my  arm  just  now,"  said  Rosa, 
rubbing  it  coquettishly.  "  You're  very  strong, 
aren't  you  ?  " 

"  Middling,"  said  the  boatswain. 

"Very  strong,  I  should  say,"  said  Rosa. 
"You've  got  such  a  broad  chest  and 
shoulders." 

The  boatswain  inflated  himself. 

"And  arms,"  continued  Miss  Jelks, 
admiringly.     "Arms  like — like " 

"Blocks  o'  wood,"  suggested  the  modest 
Mr.  Walters,  squinting  at  them  complacently. 

"  Or  iron,"  said  Rosa.  "  AV'ell,  good-bye  ; 
it's  my  evening  out,  and  I  mustn't  waste  it." 

"Where  are  you  going?"  inquired  the 
boatswain. 

Miss  Jelks  shook  her  head.  "  I  don't 
know,"  she  said,  softly. 

"  You  can  come  wuh  me  if  you  like,"  said 
Mr.  Walters,  weighing  his  words  carefully,  "  a 
little  way.     I  ain't  got  nothing  better  to  do." 

Miss  Jelks's  eyes  flashed,  then  with  a 
demure  smile  she  turned  and  walked  along 
by  his  side.  They  walked  slowly  up  the 
street,  and  Mr.  Walters's  brows  grew  black  as 

Vol.  XXXV. — 45. 


a  series  of  troublesome  coughs  broke  out 
behind.  A  glance  over  his  shoulder  showed 
him  three  tavern  acquaintances  roguishly 
shaking  their  heads  at  him. 

"  Arf  a  second,"  he  said,  stopping.  "  I'll 
give  'em  something  to  cough  about." 

Rosa  clutched  his  arm.  "Not  now ;  not 
while  you  are  with  me,"  she  said,  primly. 

"  Just  one  smack,"  urged  the  boatswain. 

He  looked  round  again  and  clenched  his 
fists  as  his  friends,  with  their  arms  fondly 
encircling  each  other's  waists,  walked  min- 
cingly  across  the  road.  He  shook  off*  the  girl's 
arm  and  stepped  off"  the  pavement  as  with  little 
squeals,  fondly  believed  to  be  feminine,  they 
sought  sanctuary  in  the  Red  Lion. 

"  They're  not  worth  taking  notice  of,"  said 
Rosa. 

She  put  a  detaining  hand  through  his  arm 
again  and  gave  it  a  little  gentle  squeeze.  A 
huge  feather  almost  rested  on  his  shoulder, 
and  the  scent  of  eau-de-Cologne  assailed  his 
nostrils.  He  walked  on  in  silent  amazement 
at  finding  himself  in  such  a  position. 

"  It's  nice  to  be  out,"  said  Rosa,  ignoring 
a  feeble  attempt  on  his  part  to  release  his 
arm.  "You've  no  idea  how  fresh  the  air 
smells  after  you've  been  shut  up  all  day." 

"  You've  got  a  comfortable  berth,  though, 
haven't  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Walters.   . 

"  Fairish,"  said  Rosa.  "  There's  plenty  of 
work  ;  but  I  like  work — housework." 

The  boatswain  said  "  Oh  ! " 

"  Some  girls  can't  bear  it,"  said  Rosa,  "  but 
then,  as  I  often  say,  what  are  they  going  to 
do  when  they  get  married  ?  " 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  boatswain,  and  made 
another  attempt  to  release  his  arm. 

"  Oh,    I    beg  your    pardon,"   said    Rosa, 
making  a  pretence   of    freeing  him.      "  I'm . 
afraid  I'm  leaning  on  you  ;  but  I  sprained 
my  ankle  yesterday,  and  I  thought " 

"  All  right,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  gruffly. 

"Thank  you,"  said  Rosa,  and  leaned  on 
him  heavily.  "  Housework  is  the  proper 
thing  for  girls,"  she  continued,  with  some 
severity.  "  Every  girl  ought  to  know  how  to 
keep  her  husband's  house  clean  and  cook 
nicely  for  him.  But  there — all  they  think 
about  is  love.     What  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  hastily.  "  I 
didn't  say  a  word." 

"  I  don't  understand  it  myself,"  said  Rosa, 
taking  an  appraising  glance  at  him  from  under 
the  brim  of  her  hat;  "I  can't  think  why 
[ieople  want  to  get  married  when  they're 
comfortable." 

"  Me  neither,"  said  the  boatswain. 

"Being   friends   is   all  right,"  "said   Rosa, 
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'•  *  FANCY  VOU   IN   A   'aT  LIKE  THAT,'   PURSUED   THE   ASTONISHED   BOATSWAIN.      '  NO  WONDER   I   THOUGHT 

YOU   WAS  A    LADY."  " 


meditatively,  "but  falling  in  love  and 
getting  married  always  seemed  absurd  to 
me." 

"  Me  too/'  said  Mr.  Walters,  heartily. 

With  a  mind  suddenly  at  ease  he  gave 
himself  over  to  calm  enjoyment  of  the  situa- 
tion. He  sniffed  approvingly  at  the  eau-de- 
Cologne,  and  leaned  heavily  towards  the 
feather.  Apparently,  without  either  of  them 
knowing  it,  his  arm  began  to  afford  support 
to  Miss  Jelks's  waist.  They  walked  on  for  a 
long  time  in  silence, 

"  Some  men  haven't  got  your  sense,"  said 
Rosa,  at  last,  with  a  sigh.  "  There's  a  young 
fellow  that  brings  the  milk — nice  young 
fellow  I  thought  he  was — and  all  because  I've 
had  a  word  with  him  now  and  again,  he  tried 
to  make  love  to  me." 

"  Oh,  did  he  ?  "  said  Mr.  Walters,  grimly. 
"What's  his  name?" 


"  It  don't  matter,"  said  Rosa.  "  I  don't 
think  he'll  try  it  again." 

"  Still,  I  might  as  well  learn  'im  a  lesson," 
said  the  boatswain.    "  I  like  a  bit  of  a  scrap." 

**  If  you  are  going  to  fight  everybody  that 
tries  to  take  notice  of  me  you'll  have  your 
work  cut  out,"  said  Miss  Jelks,  in  tones  of 
melancholy  resignation,  "and  I'm  sure  it's 
not  because  I  give  them  any  encouragement. 
And  as  for  the  number  that  ask  me  to  walk 
out  with  them — well,  there  ! " 

Mr.  Walters  showed  his  sympathy  with 
such  a  state  of  affairs  by  a  pressure  that 
nearly  took  her  breath  away.  They  sat  for 
an  hour  and  a  half  on  a  bench  by  the  river 
discussing  the  foolishness  of  young  men. 

"  If  any  of  them  chaps  trouble  you  again," 
he  said,  as  they  shook  hands  at  the  gate  of 
Laurel  Lodge,  "  you  let  me  know.  Do  you 
have  Sunday  evening  out  too  ?  " 


(To  be  continued.) 
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By  HENRY  E.  DUDENEY. 

Author  of  ^*' The    Canterbury   Puzzles:   and  other   Curious  Problems.'' 


GAME  is  a  contest  of  skill 
for  two  or  more  persons,  into 
which  we  enter  either  for 
amusement  or  to  win  a  prize. 
A  puzzle  is  something  to  be 
done  or  solved  by  the  indi- 
vidual. For  example,  if  it  were  possible  for 
us  so  to  master  the  complexities  of  the  game 
of  chess  that  we  could  be  assured  of  always 
winning  with  the  first  or  second  move,  as  the 
case  might  be,  or  of  always  drawing,  then  it 
would  cease  to  be  a  game  and  would  become 
a  puzzle.  If  we  set  up  a  position  like  my 
"Forsaken  King"  (No.  i),  and  state  the 
definite  condition — White  to  play  and  check- 
mate in  six  moves — it  is  just  an  interesting 
puzzle.  Notwithstanding  the  complexities,  I 
will  show  next  month  how  the  manner  of 
play  may  be  condensed  into  quite  a  few  lines, 
merely  stating  here  that  the  first  two  moves 
of  White  cannot  be  varied. 

A  few  months  ago  the  old  puzzle  (first  dis- 
cussed by  K.  F.  Gauss  in  1850),  to  place 
eight  queens  on  the  chessboard  so  that  no 
queen  shall  attack  another,  was  given  in 
this  magazine.  There  are  twelve  different 
arrangements,    or    ninety-two    if    we    count 


No.  i.-THE   FORSAKEN   KINC. 
White  to  play  and  mate  in  six  moves. 


reflections  and  reversals  as  different.  This 
puzzle  has  quite  a  literature  of  its  own. 
Here  is  another  that  I  have  made,  based  on 
one  by  Captain  Turton.  "  The  Amazons  " 
(No.   2). — Remove  three  of  the  queens  to 


No.    2.— THK   AMAZON 5. 
Replace  three  queens  and  leave  eleven  squares  unattacked. 

Other  squares  so  that  there  shall  be  eleven 
squares  on  the  board  tliat  are  not  attacked. 
The  removal  of  the  three  queens  need  not 
be  by  queen  moves.  Vou  may  take  them  up 
and  place  them  anywhere.  There  is  only 
one  solution. 

Some  chess  enthusiasts  attempt  to  distin- 
guish between  what  is  called  the  "chess 
problem  "  and  the  "  chess  puzzle."  There  is 
really  no  difference  whatever;  they  are  all 
puzzles.  With  the  exception  of  the  "end- 
game" studies,  these  things  have  no  direct 
relation  to  the  game  of  chess,  but  are  merely 
puzzles  based  on  the  peculiar  moves  of  that 
game.  At  no  stage  of  a  game  are  you 
recjuired  to  mate  in  two  moves,  or  three 
moves.  In  the  case  of  my  "  Queens  and 
Bishop  Puzzle"  (No.  3)  it  will  be  seen  that 
every  square  of  the  board  is  either  occupied 
or  attacked.  The  puzzle  is  to  substitute  a 
bishop  for  the  rook,  on  the  same  square,  and 
then  place  the  four  queens  on  other  squares 
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No.  3.-OUEENS  AND  BISHOP. 

Change  R  for  B  on  same  square  ;  then  place  queens  so  that 

every  square  is  attacked. 

SO  that  every  square  shall  again  be  either 
occupied  or  attacked.  It  is  rather  a  tough 
nut.  My  next  puzzle  is  supposed  to  be 
Chinese,  many  hundreds  of  years  old,  and 
never  fails  to  interest.  "  Ancient  Chinese 
Puzzle  "  (No.  4). — White  to  play  and  mate, 


No.   4.-ANCIENT  CHINESE  PUZZLE. 
White  to  mate  in  three  moves,  moving  each  piece  once. 

moving  each  of  the  three  pieces  once,  and 
once  only. 

As  readers  of  this  Magazine  are  aware, 
Mr.  Sam  Loyd  is  second  to  none  in  the 
inventing  of  original  chess  puzzles.  Here  is 
a  specimen  of  what  he  could  do  with  very 
little  material  nearly  fifty  years  ago.  "  Four 
Puzzles  in  One  "(No.  5).— Place  the  Black 
king  (a)  where  he  can  be  checkmated  on  the 
move ;  (b)  where  he  is  in  stalemate  ;  (c) 
where   he   is  in  checkmate  ;    (d)  where  the 


three  White  pieces  cannot  be  removed  and 
so  arranged  as  to  checkmate  him.  The 
reader  will  derive  much  amusement  from 
(a)  and  (d).  My  next  example  is  by  Mr. 
William    A.    Shinkman,    a    countryman    of 


No.  5.-FOUR  PUZZLES  IN  ONE. 

The  first  puzzle  is  to  place  Black  K  where  he  may  be  mated 

on  the  move. 

Mr.  Loyd's,  and  in  some  respects  a  worthy 
rival  in  the  invention  of  what  I  may  call 
chess  drolleries.  "The  Witches'  Dance" 
(No.  6). — On  the  left  side  of  the  dark 
central  line  are  three  Black  queens  and  on 
the  right  side  four  White  ones.  The  puzzle 
is  to  make  the  Black  and  White  queens 
change  sides  of  the  board.  You  may  only 
move  one  queen  at  a  time  (in  Any  order),  and 
at  no  stage  may  any  queen  attack  another, 
even  of  its  own  colour.     It  can  be  done  in 


No.  6. -THE  WITCHES'  DANCE. 

The  queens  change  sides  in  thirteen  moves  without  ever 

ait.icking  one  another. 
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thirteen  moves,  and  I 
find  that  three  different 
final  positions  may  be 
reached.  I  do  not  know 
which  solution  Mr. 
Shinkman  intended, 
but  I  will  give  the  most 
symmetrical  one.  Prob- 
ably he  knew  them  all. 
I  am  giving  a  good 
many  exam  pies  of  chess 
puzzles,  because  the 
variety  of  the  moves  of 
the  pieces  provides  the 
puzzle-maker  with  an 
exceptionally  rich  sup- 
ply of  ideas.  In  "  The 
Knights  Puzzle"  (No. 
7)  I  have  shown  that 


No.  7. -THE   KNIGHTS  PUZZLE. 
These  knights  attack  every  square  and  protect  one  another. 


Other.  To  show  how 
interest  may  be  stimu- 
lated by  the  introduc- 
tion of  a  new  condition, 
I  once  made  "The 
Rookery"  (No.  8).  The 
White  rooks  cannot 
move  outside  the  little 
square  in  which  they 
are  enclosed  except  on 
the  final  move,  in 
giving  checkmate.  The 
puzzle  is  how  to  check- 
mate Black  in  the 
fewest  possible  moves 
with  No.  8  rook,  the 
other  rooks  being  left 
in  numerical  order 
round  the  sides  of  their 


Na  8. -THE  ROOKERY. 
Rook  No.  8  has  to  checkmate  under  peculiar  conditions. 

fourteen  knights  suffice 
to  attack  every  square 
on  the  board.  In  fact, 
you  cannot  put  a  Black 
king  on  the  diagram 
without  his  beingcheck- 
mated,  for  every  knight 
is  protected  by  another. 
This  cannot  be  done 
with  fewer  knights.  But 
the  puzzle  I  now  pre- 
sent to  the  reader  is 
this.  Place  the  fewest 
possible  knights  so  that 
every  square  shall  be 
either  occupied  or  at- 
tacked. That  is  to  say, 
no  knight  need  now 
be    protected    by   an- 


No.  9.-chf:ckmatk: 

What    was    White's   last   move? 


No.  10.— THIRTY-SIX  MATES. 

Place  White's  remaining^  pieces  so  that  he  may  mate  on  the 

move  in  thirty-six  different  ways. 

square  with  the  break 
between  i  and  7. 

Strolling  into  one  of 
the  rooms  of  a  T-ondon 
club,  I  noticed  a 
position  left  by  two 
players  who  had  gone. 
This  position  is  shown 
in  "  Checkmate  "  (No. 
9).  It  is  evident  that 
White  has  checkmated 
Black.  But  how  did 
he  do  it  ?  That  is  the 
puzzle.  My  next  was 
built  on  the  idea  of 
obtainingthe  maximum 
number  of  mates  on 
the  move.  "  Thirty-six 
Mates"    (No.     10). — 
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Which  wins  ? 

Place  the  remaining  eight  White  pieces  in 
such  a  position  that  White  shall  have  the 
choice  of  thirty-six  different  mates  on  the 
move.  Every  move  that  checkmates  and 
leaves  a  different  position  is  a  different  mate. 
The  pieces  already  placed  must  not  be  moved. 
I  will  give  two  more  chess  puzzles,  and 
then  we  must  leave  this  fruitful  branch  of  our 
subject.  "Setting  the  Board."  —  I  have  a 
single  chessboard  and  a  single  set  of  chess- 
men. In  how  many  different  ways  may  the 
men  be  correctly  set  up  for  the  beginning 
of  a  game?  I  find  that  most  people  slip 
at  a  particular  point  in  making  the  calcu- 
lation. The  following  is  a  prize  puzzle  pro- 
|X)unded  by  me  some  years  ago.  "The 
Crusader." — Suggested  by  and  dedicated  to 
Mr.  Sam  Loyd.  Produce  a  game  of  chess 
which,  after  sixteen  moves,  shall  leave  White 
with  all  his  sixteen  men  on  their  original 
squares  and  Black  in  possession  of  his  king 
alone  (not  necessarily  on  his  own  square). 
White  is  then  to  force  mate  in  three  moves. 
In  this  case  I  will  give  the  answer  at  once. 


WHITK. 

BLACK. 

(I)  Kt  loQ  Bjrd 

(I)  Ptog4iH 

(2)  Kt  lakes  (I  V 

(2)  Kl  lo  (J  B  3rd 

(3)  Kt  takes  K  V 

(3)  P  lo  K  Kl  4ih 

(4)  Kt  lakes  H 

(4)  Kt  to  K  B  3rd 

(5)  Kt  takes  P 

(S)  Kt  to  K  sth 

(6)  Kt  takes  Kt 

(6)  Kt  to  B  6ih 

(7)  Kt  takes  () 

(7)  R  to  K  Kl  s<i 

(8)  Kt  takes  B  P 

(8)  R  to  K  Kl  3rd 

(9)  Kt  takes  P 

(9)  R  to  K  3rd 

(lo)  Kt  lakes  P 

(10)  Kt  to  Kl  8ih 

(ii)  Kt  takes  B 

(II)  R  to  R  6ih 

(12)  Kl  takes  R 

(12)  P  to  Kt  4ih 

(13)  Kl  takes  P  (ch) 

(13)  K  to  B  2nd 

(14)  Kt  lakes  P 

(14)  K  to  Kt  3rd 

(is)  Kt  takes  K 

(IS)  K  lo  R  4th 

C16)  Kt  takes  Kt 

(16)  Kto  Rsth 

(17)  P  to  Q  4th  (17)  K  to  R  4th 

(18)  Q  to  (J  3rd  (18)  K  moves 

(19)  Q  to  K  R  3rd  (mate) 

If  (17)  K  to  Kt  5ih 

(18)  P  to  K  4ih  (dis  ch)         (18)  K  moves 

(19)  P  lo  K  Kt  3rd  (mate) 

Many  chessboard  puzzles  are,  of  course, 
equally  applicable  to  the  draughtsboard. 
One  of  the  oldest  draughts  puzzles  with 
which  lam  acquainted  is  "  Foxes  and  Goose  " 
(No.  11),  though  I  know  nothing  of  its 
origin.  Place  the  four  black  foxes  and  the 
one  white  goose  on  the  squares  shown,  or 
the  person  playing  the  goose  may  be  allowed 
to  place  it  on  any  white  square  he  likes. 
The  moves  are  as  in  the  game  of  draughts, 
except  that  there  are  no  leaping  moves  or 
captures.  If  the  goose  can  get  past  the 
foxes  and  reach  any  square  on  the  bottom 
row,  she  wins.  The  foxes  win  if  they 
can  so  enclose  the  goose  that  she  cannot 
move.  This  is  the  game,  until  you  learn 
that  one  side  can  always  win ;  when  it 
becomes,  as  I  have  said,  a  puzzle — to  find 
which  side  wins,  and  how.  The  goose,  if 
well  advised,  will  rush  on  to  the  foxes  and 
try  to  obstruct  their  regular  advance  in  line. 
The  moves  are,  of  course,  alternate ;  one  move 
of  a  fox  and  then  the  goose.  In  the  case  of 
"  Four-in-Line  Puzzle"  (No.  12)  you  arc 
simply  required  to  place  ten  draughts  on  the 
board  so  that  they  shall  form  ^\t,  straight 
lines,  with  four  draughts  in  every  line,  I 
show  one  way  of  doing  it.  How  many  other 
ways  can  you  find,  all  different  in  formation  ? 
"The  Grasshoppers'  Quadrille"  (No.  13) 
looks  difficult,  but  is  really  quite  simple.  It 
is  required  to  make  the  White  men  change 
places  with  the  Black  men  in  the  fewest 
possible  moves.     There  is  no  diagonal  play 


White  now  males  in  three  moves. 


Five  straight  lines  of  four  each.     Find  the  other  solutions. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PUZZLES    FROM    GAMES. 


343 


No.  i^-GKASSHOrPERS'  QUADRlLLtU 
The  White  change  places  with  the  Black. 

or  captures  here.  The  White  men  can  only 
move  to  the  right  or  downwards,  and  the 
Black  men  to  the  left  or  upwards,  but  they 
may  leap  over  one  of  the  opposite  colour,  as 
in  draughts.     This  is  by  Edouard  Lucas. 

We  will  next  take  the  game  of  dominoes. 
Here  is  a  puzzle  by  Mr.  Loyd.  "Solitaire 
Muggins"  (No.  14). — Place  the  dominoes 
one  at  a  time,  as  in  the  straight  game  of 
Muggins,  and  show  the  maximum  number 
of  points  that  can  be  scored.  Whenever  the 
two  ends  will  together  sum  to  5,  10,  or  20, 
you  add  that  number  to  your  score.  I 
give  the  arrangement  that  won  the  Tit- 
Bits  competition  in  1897.  The  numbers 
enclosed  in  circles  denote  the  order  of  play, 


I^  fi^    ® 

• 
• 

• 
• 

/P 

ft 
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to 

• 

•#•  /O  '^ 

No.  14.-SOLITAIRE  MUGGINS. 

The  score  here  is  one  hundred  and  ninety-five,  but  two 

hundred  can  be  made. 


and  the  other  numbers  the  amount  scored 
by  the  dominoes  against  which  they  are 
placed.  Thus,  the  first  play  was  the  4 — 6, 
scoring  10  ;  then  the  6 — 6,  scoring  nothing  ; 
then  the  4 — 4,  scoring  20  (which  with  the  10 
makes  30),  and  so  on.  The  maximum  here 
is  195.  But  I  will  now  divulge  a  little  secret, 
which  will  apply  to  others  of  that  important 
series  of  puzzles — I  say  important  series 
because  it  really  marks  the  beginning  of  the 
modern  revival  of  what  has  been  called 
the  "  Higher  Puzzledom."  The  secret  is 
this.  As  nobody  amongst  the  thousands  of 
competitors  found  the  correct  answer,  Mr. 
Loyd  and  1  kept  it  to  ourselves,  and  I  only 
printed  the  maximum  solution  sent  in  and 
thus  awarded  the  prize  for  the  best.  Next 
month  1  will  show  how  it  is  possible  to  score 
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No.  15.-DOMINO  MAGIC  SQUARE. 
Make  similar  square,  adding  up  twenty-one  instead  of  twenty. 

200.  The  reader  will  see  that  the  conjurer 
is  not  the  only  propounder  of  puzzles  who 
sometimes  keeps  things  up  his  sleeve.  I  next 
give  one  of  a  number  of  domino  magic 
squares  that  I  have  from  time  to  time  pub- 
lished. "A  Domino  Magic  Square  "(No.  15). 
— The  eighteen  dominoes  form  a  perfect 
magic  square,  every  one  of  the  six  columns, 
six  rows,  and  t>vo  diagonals  adding  up  20. 
The  puzzle  is  to  arrange  eighteen  dominoes  in 
a  similar  manner  (that  is,  in  three  rows  of  six) 
so  that  the  constant  addition  shall  be  21, 
instead  of  20.  The  selection  must  be  made 
from  an  ordinary  box  of  twenty-eight  dominoes, 
and  you  are  not  allowed  to  use  any  blank. 

There  are  innumerable  games  in  which  a 
set  of  dice  is  used,  such  as  Backgammon  and 
the  Race  Game.  As  an  example  of  a  puzzle 
with  dice    I    will  give   one  by  Mr.    Loyd — 
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"  Twenty-five-Up  "  (No.  i6).  We«use  a  single 
die.  There  are  two  players,  and  the  point 
is  to  score  twenty-five  or  drive  your  opponent 
beyond.  The  first  calls  out  any  number  fi-om 
I  to  6.  Suppose  he  called  5,  then  the  second 
player  throws  the  die.  Say  3  turns  up,  the 
score  adds  up  8.  The  die  is  no  longer 
thrown  now;  the  element  of  calcu- 
lation begins.  The  first  player  now 
rolls  the  die  over,  giving  it  merely  a 
quarter  turn,  so  as  to  select  any  one 
of  the  four  sides,  i,  2,  5,  or  6.  Sup- 
pose he  took  6,  the  score  would  be 
14.  The  next  player  perhaps  turns 
up  4,  making  the  score  18  ;  the 
other  player  turns  up  6,  carrying  the 
total  to  24,  which  will  win,  because 
his  opponent  cannot  make  25  and 
is  compelled  to  go  beyond  that  figure. 
The  puzzle  is  to  find  what  is  the 
best  number  to  call  first  in  order  to  have 
the  greatest  possible  chance  of  winning. 
The  reader  should  remember  that  the  two 
numbers  on  opposite  sides  of  a  correct  die 
always  together  make   7. 

Solitaire  was  a  great  favourite  with  our 
grandmothers,  and  most  of  my  readers  will 
have  seen  the  game — a  round,  polished 
board  with  holes  cut  in  it  in  a  geometrical 
pattern  and  a  glass  marble  in  every  hole. 
I  give  one  of  the  two  forms  in  which  it 
appears,  and  will  pre- 
sent a  puzzle  on  this 
board.  "Central  Soli- 
taire "  (No.  17).— 
Place  a  marble  in 
every  hole  except  the 
central  one,  No.  17. 
You  are  allowed  to 
jump  a  marble  over  the 
next  one  to  the  vacant 
hole  beyond,  just  like 
the  move  in  draughts. 
In  fact,  every  move 
here  is  to  be  a  jump- 
ing move,  taking  off  the 
marble  jumj)ed  over. 
Of  course,  you  can 
only  make  a  jump  in 
the  direction  of  the 
lines,  not  diagonally. 
The  puzzle  is  to  take 
off  all  the  marbles 
except  one,  which  must  be  left  in  the  central 
hole.  Any  number  of  leaps  in  succession 
with  the  same  marble  will  count  as  only  one 
move.  Can  you  perform  the  feat  in  as  few 
as  nineteen  moves?     I  need  hardly  remind 


No.  16.-TWENTY- 
FIVE-UP. 

Here  a  quarter-iurn 

cannot    score  a    one 

or  six. 


No.  17.-CENTRAL  SOLITAIRE. 

Take  off  all  the  marbles  except  one,  to  be  left  in  central 

hole,  in  nineteen  moves. 


the  reader  that  he  can  make  a  board  for  him- 
self out  of  a  sheet  of  paper  or  cardboard, 
number  the  holes,  and  use  counters. 

All  games  in  which  playing  cards  are  used 
lend  themselves  to  the  invention  of  puzzles. 
But  I  must  content  myself  here  with  giving 
just  two  examples  of  puzzles  with  the  cards 
alone,  as  quite  detached  from  the 
games.  Readers  of  this  Magazine 
have,  during  the  past  few  months, 
had  a  feast  of  Whist  and  Bridge 
problems  in  which  they  were  provided 
with  some  of  the  choicest  fare.  One 
of  the  oldest  card  puzzles  is  by  Claude 
Caspar  Bachet  de  Mdziriac,  first  pub- 
lished, I  believe,  in  the  1624  edition 
of  his  work.  "  Bachet's  Square." — 
Rearrange  the  sixteen  court  cards 
(including  the  acea)  in  a  square  so 
that  in  no  row  of  four  cards,  hori- 
zontal, vertical,  or  diagonal,  shall  be  found  two 
cards  of  the  same  suit  or  the  same  value.  This 
in  itself  is  easy  enough,  but  a  point  of  the 
puzzle  is  to  find  in  how  many  different  ways 
this  may  be  done.  The  eminent  French 
mathematician,  A.  Labosne,  in  his  modern 
edition  of  Bachet  gives  the  answer  incorrectly. 
And  yet  the  puzzle  is  really  quite  easy.  Any 
arrangement  produces  seven  more  by  turning 
the  square  round  and  reflecting  it  in  a  mirror. 
These  are  counted  as  different  by  Bachet. 

A  most  fascinating 
puzzle  is  "The  Thirty- 
one  Puzzle."  As  1  have 
given  an  account  of 
this  in  my  book,  "  The 
Canterbury  Puzzles,"  I 
will  here  only  state 
the  simple  conditions. 
Display  on  the  table 
the  ace,  2,  3,  4,  5,  and 
6  of  all  four  suits. 
There  are  two  players. 
The  first  turns  down 
a  card,  say  a  2,  and 
counts  "two";  the 
second  player  turns 
down  a  card,  say  a  5, 
and,  adding  this  to  the 
score,  counts  "seven"; 
the  first  player  turns 
down  another,  say  a  i, 
and  counts  "  eight  "  ; 
play  proceeding  until  one  of  them  wins — by 
counting  "  thirty-one  "  or  driving  his  opponent 
beyond.  Which  should  win — the  first  orsecond 
player  ?  And  how  should  he  play  ?  Do  not 
jump  at  a  too  hasty  conclusion. 


The  Solutions  to  the  Puzzles  in  the  above  article  will  appear  in  our  next  Number. 
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CHAPTER  III. 
IN    boney's    times. 

DRED  crept  back  to  his 
stool  and  took  his  corner  of 
the  marble  -  backed  book  of 
Dr.  Watts,  with  fingers  that 
trembled.  If  you  are  inclined 
to  despise  him,  consider  that 
it  was  his  first  real  adventure. 

"  I  say,"  Edred  whispered,  "  weVe  got 
back  to  1807.     That  paper  says  so." 

"  I  know,"  Elfrida  whispered  back.  "  I 
wish  I  could  remember  what  was  happening 
in  history  in  1807,"  she  continued,  "but  we 
never  get  past  Edward  IV." 

Then  the  stiff  old  lady  looked  up  over  very 
large  spectacles  with  thick  silver  rims,  and 
said : — 
"  Silence ! " 

Presently  she  laid  down  the  Times  and 
got  ink  and  paper — no  envelopes— and  began 
to  write.  She  was  finishing  a  letter — the 
large  sheet  was  almost  covered  on  one  side. 
When  she  had  covered  it  quite,  she  turned  it 
round  and  began  to  write  across  it.  She 
used  a  white  goose-quill  pen.  The  inkstand 
was  of  china,  with  gold  scrolls  and   cupids 
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and  wreaths  of  rose^  painted  on  it.  On  one 
<i\d^  was  the  ink-well,  on  the  other  a  thing 
like  a  china  pepper  pot,  and  in  front  a  tray 
for  the  pens  and  sealing-wax  to  Jie  in. 
When  she  had  finished  writing  she  shook 
some  dust  out  of  the  pepper- [iot  over  the 
ktter  to  dry  the  ink.  There  wa.s  no  blotting- 
paper  to  be  seen.  Then  she  folded  the 
sheet,  and  sealed  it  with  a  silver  seal  from 
the  pen  tray,  and  wrote  the  address  on  the 
outside.     Then : — 

"  Have  you  got  your  task  ?  "  she  asked. 

**  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Elfrida ;  and  this  was 
taken  to  mean  that  she  knew  her  task. 

"  Then  come  and  say  it." 

So  then  first  Elfrida  and  then  Edred 
recited  the  melancholy  verses. 

**  Now,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  you  may  go 
and  play  in  the  garden." 

"  Mayn't  we  take  your  letter  to  the  post  ?  " 
Elfrida  asked. 

"  Yes ;  but  you  are  not  to  stay  in  the 
George  bar,  mind,  not  even  if  Mrs.  Skinner 
should  invite  you.  Just  hand  her  the  letter 
and  come  out.  Shut  the  door  softly,  and  do 
not  shuffle  with  your  feet." 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Elfrida,  and  on  that 
they  got  out. 

"They'll  find  us  out,  bound  to,"  said 
Edred ;  "  we  don't  know  a  single  thing 
about  anything.  I  don't  know  where  the 
George  is,  or  where  to  get  a  stamp,  or  any- 
thing. Let's  go  to  the  attic  and  try  and  get 
back  into  our  own  time.  I  expect  we  just 
got  into  the  wrong  door,  don't  you  ?  Do 
you  remember  which  door  it  was — the  attic, 
I  mean  ?  "  Edred  suddenly  asked.  "  Was 
It  the  third  on  the  left?" 

by  E.  Nesbit- Bland  ^  j 
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"  I  don't  know.  But  we  can  easily  find  it 
when  we  want  it." 

They  raced  up  the  stairs  to  the  corridor 
where  the  prints  were. 

"  It's  not  the  first  door,  Tm  certain,"  said 
Edred,  so  they  opened  the  second.  But  it 
was  not  that  either.  So  then  they  tried  all 
the  doors  in  turn,  even  opening,  at  last,  the 
first  one  of  all.  And  it  was  not  that,  even. 
//  was  not  any  of  them, 

"  Fifty-five,  fifty-six,  fifty-seven,"  said 
Elfrida,  and  ended  in  a  sob — "the  door's 
gone  !  We  shall  have  to  stay  here  for  ever 
and  ever.     Oh,  I  want  auntie — I  do,  1  do." 

She  sat  down  abruptly  on  a  small  green 
mat  in  front  of  the  last  door,  which  happened 
to  be  that  of  the  kitchen. 

Edred  says  he  did  not  cry  too.  And  if 
what  he  says  is  true,  Elfrida's  crying  must 
have  been  louder  than  was  usual  with  her ; 
for  the  kitchen  door  opened,  and  the  two 
children  were  caught  up  in  two  fat  arms  and 
hurried  into  a  pleasant  kitchen,  where  bright 
brass  and  copper  pots  hung  on  the  walls,  and 
between  a  large  fire  and  a  large  meat-screen 
a  leg  of  mutton  turned  round  and  round 
with  nobody  to  help  it. 

"  Hold  your  noise,"  said  the  owner  of  the 
fat  arms,  who  now  proved  to  be  a  very  stout 
woman  in  a  chocolate-coloured  print  gown 
sprigged  with  blue  roses.  She  had  a  large 
linen  apron  and  a  cap  with  flappy  frills,  and 
between  the  frills  just  such  another  good, 
kind,  jolly  face  as  Mrs.  Honeysett's  own. 
"  Here,  stop  your  mouths,"  she  said,  "  or 
your  granny'll  be  after  you — to  say  nothing 
of  Boney.  Stop  your  crying,  do,  and  see 
what  cookie's  got  for  you." 

She  opened  a  tin  canister  and  picked  out 
two  lumps  of  brown  stuff  that  looked  like 
sand — about  the  size  and  shape  of  prunes 
they  were. 

"What's  that?"  Edred  asked. 

"  Drabbit  me,"  said  the  cook,  "  what  a 
child  it  is !  Not  know  sugar  when  he  sees 
it.  Well,  well.  Master  Edred;  what  next,  I 
should  like  to  know  ?  " 

"  We've  got  to  take  granny's  letter  to  post," 
said  Edred,  "  and  we  don't " 

"Cook,"  said  Elfrida,  on  a  sudden  impulse, 
"  can  you  keep  a  secret  ?  " 

"Can't  I?"  said  the  cook.  "Haven't  I 
kept  the  secret  of  how  furmety's  made  and 
Bakewell  pies  and  all  ?  There's  no  furmety 
to  hold  a  candle  to  mine  in  this  country,  as 
well  you  know." 

"  We  don't  know  anything''  said  Elfrida ; 
"that's  just  it.  And  we  daren't  let  granny 
know    how   much  wo   don't    know.     Some- 


thing's happened  to  us,  so  that  we  can't 
remember  anything  that  happened  more  than 
an  hour  ago." 

"  You're  not  deceiving  poor  cookie,  are  you 
now,  like  you  did  about  the  French  soldiers 
being  hid  in  the  windmill,  upsetting  all  the 
village  like  you  did  ?  " 

"  No  ;  it's  true — it's  dreadfully  true.  You'll 
have  to  help  us.  We  don't  remember  any- 
thing^ either  of  us." 

The  cook  sat  down  heavily  in  a  polished 
arm-chair  with  a  patchwork  cushion. 

"She's  overlooked  you.  There's  not  a 
doubt  about  it.  You're  bewitched.  Oh,  my 
pretty  little  dears,  that  ever  I  should  see  the 
day " 

The  cook's  fat,  jolly  face  twisted  and 
puckered  in  a  way  with  which  each  child  was 
familiar  in  the  face  of  the  other. 

"  Don't  cry,"  they  said,  both  together ; 
and  Elfrida  added,  "  Who's  overlooked 
what  ?  " 

"  Old  Betty  Lovell  has— that  I'll  be  bound  ! 
She's  bewitched  you  both,  sure  as  eggs  is 
eggs.  I  knew  there'd  be  some  sort  of  a 
to-do  when  my  lord  had  her  put  in  the  stocks 
for  stealing  sticks  in  the  wood.  We've  got 
to  get  her  to  take  it  off,  my  dears  ;  that's 
what  we've  got  to  do,  for  sure,  without  you 
could  find  a  white  Mouldiwarp,  and  that's 
not  likely." 

"  A  white  Mouldiwarp  ? "  said  both  the 
children,  and  again  they  spoke  together  like 
a  chorus,  and  looked  at  each  other  like  con- 
spirators. 

"  You  know  the  rhyme— oh  !  but  if  you've 
forgotten  everything  you've  forgotten  that 
too." 

"  Say  it,  won't  you  ?  "  said  Edred. 

"  Let's  see,  how  do  it  go  ? 

White  Mouldiwarp  a  spell  can  make, 
White  Mouldiwarp  a  spell  can  break  ; 
When  all  be  well,  let  Mouldiwarp  be, 
When  all  goes  ill,  then  turn  to  he." 

"  Well,  all's  not  gone  ill  yet,"  said  Elfrida. 
"  Let's  go  and  see  the  witch." 

"  You'd  best  take  her  something— a  screw 
of  sugar  she'd  like,  and  a  pinch  of  tea." 

"  Why,  she'd  not  say  *  Thank  you  '  for  it," 
said  Edred,  looking  at  the  tiny  packets. 

"  I  expect  you've  forgotten,"  said  cook, 
gently,  "  that  tea's  ten  shillings  a  pound,  and 
sugar's  gone  up  to.  three-and-six  since  the 
war." 

"What  war?" 

"  The  French  war.  You  haven't  forgotten 
we're  at  war  with  Boney  and  the  French,  and 
the  bonfire  we  had  up  at  the  church  when 
the  news  came  of  the  drubbing  we  gave  them 


Digitized  by 


vjuogle 


THE    HOUSE    OF  ARDEX, 


347 


at  Trafalgar,  and  poor  dear  Lord  Nelson  and 
all?  And  your  grandfather  reading  out 
about  it  to  them  from  the  George  balcony, 
and  all  the  people  waiting  to  cheer,  and  him 
not  able  to  get  it  out  for  choking  pride  and 
because  of  L^rd  Nelson — God  bless  him  !  " 

"  How  splendid  ! "  said  Elfrida  ;  "  but  we 
don't  remember  it." 

"  Nor  you  don't  remember  how  you  killed 
all  the  white  butterflies  last  year  because  you 
said  they  were  Frenchies  in  their  white  coats  ? 
And  the  birching  you  got  for  cruelty  to  dumb 
animals,  his  lordship  said.  You  howled  for 
an  hour  together  after  it,  so  you  did.'' 

"  Fm  glad  we've  forgotten  that^  anyhow,'' 
said  Edred. 

"  Gracious  ! "  said  the  cook.  "  Half  after 
eleven,  and  my  eggs  not  so  much  as  broke 
for  my  pudding.  Off  you  go  with  your  letter. 
Don't  you  tell  anyone  else  about  you  forgetting. 
And  then  you  come  home  along  by  Dering's 
Spinney — and  go  see 
old  Betty.  Speak 
pretty  to  her  and 
give  her  the  tea  and 
sugar,  and  keep  your 
feet  crossed  under 
your  chair  if  she  asks 
you  to  sit  down." 

So  the  children 
went. 

They  found  the 
George  half-way  up 
Arden  village,  and 
gave  their  letter  to  a 
lady  in  a  pleasant 
room,  where  there 
were  rows  of  bright 
pewter  pots  and  pew- 
ter plates  on  a  brown 
dresser.  They  hurried 
away  the  moment 
they  had  given  the 
letter.  A  coach  top- 
heavy  with  luggage 
had  drawn  up  in 
front  of  the  porch, 
and  as  they  went  out 
they  saw  the  ostlers 
leading  away  the  si?i 
smoking  horses. 

"  How  ever  many 
horses  have  you 
got?"  said  Elfrida, 
addressinga  man  who 
had  not  joined  in 
the  kindly  chorus  of 
"Halloa,  little 'uns:" 
that    greeted    the 


children.     So  she  judged  him  to  be  a  new- 
comer.    As  he  was. 

'*  Two-and-fifty,"  said  the  man. 
"  What  for  ?  "  Elfrida  asked. 
"  Why,  for  the  coaches,  and  the  post-shays, 
and  the  King's  messengers,  for  sure,"  the  man 
answered.     "  How  else'd  we  all  get  about  the 
country,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  George  stables  ?  " 
And   then   the  children  remembered  that 
this  was  the  time   before   railways  and  tele- 
grams and  telephones. 

But  they  had  to  find  the  witch  ;  and  in  a 
dreadful  tumble-down  cottage,  with  big  holes 
in  its  roof  of  rotten  thatch,  they  did  find  her, 
in  front  of  the  fire,  with  a  hen  on  her  lap. 

As  soon  as  Edred  caught  sight  of  her 
through  the  crooked  doorway,  he  stopped. 
"I'm  not  going  in,"  he  said;  "what's  the 
good?  W^e  know  jolly  well  she  ?uisfCt  be- 
witched us.  And  if  we  go  cheeking  her  she 
may\  and  then  we  shall  be  in  a  nice  hole." 

So  Elfrida  went 
i  nto  the  cottage  alone, 
and  said  "Good 
morning"  in  rather 
a  frightened  way. 

"I've  brought  you 
some  tea  and  sugar," 
she  said. 

"  What  for  ?  I've 
not  done  vou  no 
'arm." 

"No,"said  Elfrida. 
"  I'm  su  re  you 
wouldn't." 

"  Then  what  have 
you  brought  it  for  ?  " 
"  For — oh,  just  for 
you,"  said  Elfrida. 
"  I  thought  you'd 
like  it.  It's  just  a 
— a  love  -  gift,  you 
know." 

"  A  love  -  gift  ?  " 
said  the  old  woman, 
slowly.  "After  all 
this  long  time  ?  " 

Elfrida  did  not 
understand.  How 
should  she  ?  It's 
almost  impossible 
for  even  the  most 
grown  up  and  clever 
of  us  to  know  how 
women  used  to  be 
treated — and  not  so 
very  long  ago  either 
— if  they  were  once 
su.sj>ected    of    being 


•ivE    brou(;ht  vou  some  tea  and  sugar,    she  said. 
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witches.  So  Elfrida,  not  understanding,  said, 
"  Yes  ;  is  your  fowl  ill  ?  " 

"  Twill  mend,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  'twill 
mend.  The  healing  of  my  hands  has  gone 
into  it."  She  rose,  set  the  hen  on  the  hearth, 
where  it  fluttered,  squawked,  and  settled 
among  grey  ashes,  very  much  annoying  the 
black  cat,  and  laid  her  hands  suddenly  on 
Elfrida's  shoulders. 

"  And  now  the  healing  of  my  hands  is  for 
you,"  she  said.  "  You  have  brought  me  a 
love-gift.  Never  a  gift  have  I  had  these  fifty 
years  but  was  a  gift  of  fear  or  a  payment  for 
help — to  buy  me  to  take  off  a  spell  or  put  a 
spell  on.  But  you  have  brought  me  a  love- 
gift,  and  I  tell  you  you  shall  have  your  heart's 
desire.  You  shall  have  love  around  and 
about  you  all  your  life  long.  That  which  is 
lost  shall  be  found.  That  which  came  not 
shall  come  again.  In  this  world's  goods  you 
shall  be  blessed,  and  blessed  in  the  goods  of 
the  heart  also.  I  know — I  see — and  for  you 
I  see  everything  good  and  fair.  Your  future 
shall  be  clean  and  sweet  as  your  kind  heart." 

She  took  her  hands  away.  Elfrida,  very 
much  impressed,  stood  still,  not  knowing 
what  to  say  or  do ;  she  rather  wanted  to  cry. 

The  old  woman  sank  down  in  a  crouching 
heap,  and  her  voice  changed  to  one  of  sing- 
song. 

"  I  know,"  she  said — "  I  know  many  things. 
All  alone  the  livelong  day  and  the  death-long 
night,  I  have  learned  to  see.  As  cats  see 
through  the  dark,  I  see  through  the  days 
that  have  been  and  shall  be.  I  know  that 
you  are  not  here,  that  you  are  not  now.  You 
will  return  whence  you  came,  and  this  time 
that  is  not  yours  shall  bear  no  trace  of  you. 
And  my  blessing  shall  be  with  you  in  your 
own  time  and  your  own  place,  because  you 
brought  a  love-gift  to  the  poor  old  wise 
woman  of  Arden." 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you  } " 
Elfrida  asked,  very  sorry  indeed,  for  the  old 
woman's  voice  was  very  pitiful. 

"Kiss  me,"  said  the  old  woman — "kiss  me 
with  your  little  child's  mouth,  that  has  come 
back  a  hundred  years  to  do  it." 

Elfrida  did  not  wish  to  kiss  the  wrinkled 
grey  face,  but  her  heart  wished  her  to  be 
kind,  and  she  obeyed  her  heart. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  wise  woman,  "  now  I  see. 
Oh,  never  have  I  had  such  a  vision.  None 
of  them  all  has  ever  been  like  this.  I  see 
great  globes  of  light  like  the  sun  in  the 
streets  of  the  city,  where  now  are  only  little 
oil-lamps  and  guttering  lanterns.  I  see  iron 
roads,  with  fiery  dragons  drawing  the  coaches, 
and  rich  and  poor  riding  up  and  down  on 


them.  Men  shall  speak  in  England  and 
their  voice  be  heard  in  France — more,  the 
voices  of  men  dead  shall  be  kept  alive  in 
boxes  and  speak  at  the  will  of  those  who  still 
live.  The  handlooms  shall  cease  in  the 
cottages,  and  the  weavers  shall  work  in 
palaces  with  a  thousand  windows  lighted  as 
bright  as  day.  The  sun  shall  stoop  to  make 
men's  portraits  more  like  than  any  painter 
can  make  them.  There  shall  be  ships  that 
shall  run  under  the  seas  like  conger-eels,  and 
ships  that  shall  ride  over  the  clouds  like 
great  birds.  And  bread  that  is  now  a 
shilling  and  ninepence  shall  be  fivepence, 
and  the  corn  and  the  beef  shall  come  from 
overseas  to  feed  us.  And  every  child  shall 
be  taught  who  can  learn,  and " 

"  Peace,  prater,"  cried  a  stem  voice  in  the 
doorway.  Elfrida  turned.  There  stood  the 
grandfather.  Lord  Arden,  very  straight  and 
tall  and  grey,  leaning  on  his  gold-headed 
cane,  and  beside  him  Edred,  looking  very 
small  and  found-out. 

The  old  witch  did  not  seem  to  see  them  ; 
her  eyes,  that  rolled  and  blinked,  saw  nothing. 
But  she  must  have  heard,  for : — 

"  Loss  to  Arden,"  she  said  ;  "  loss  and  woe 
to  Arden.  The  hangings  of  your  house 
shall  be  given  to  the  spider,  and  the  mice 
shall  eat  your  carved  furnishings.  Your  gold 
shall  be  less  and  less,  and  your  house  go 
down  and  down  till  there  is  not  a  field  that 
is  yours  about  your  house." 

Lord  Arden  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Likely  tales,"  he  said,  "  to  frighten  babes 
with.  Tell  me  rather,  if  you  would  have  me 
believe,  what  shall  hap  to-morrow." 

"  To-morrow,"  said  the  wise  woman,  "  the 
French  shall  land  in  Lymchurch  Bay." 

Lord  Arden  laughed. 

"And  I  give  you  a  sign — three  signs," 
said  the  woman,  faintly ;  for  it  is  tiring  work 
seeing  into  the  future,  even  when  you  are 
enlightened  by  a  kiss  from  someone  who  has 
been  there.  "  You  shall  see  the  white  Mouldi- 
warp,  that  is  the  badge  of  Arden,  on  your 
threshold  as  you  enter." 

"  That  shall  be  one  sign,"  said  the  old 
man,  mockingly. 

"  And  the  second,"  she  said,  "  shall  be 
again  the  badge  of  your  house,  in  your  own 
chair  in  your  own  parlour." 

"That  seems  likely,"  said  Lord  Arden, 
sneering. 

"  And  the  third,"  said  she,  "  shall  be  the 
badge  of  your  house  in  the  arms  of  this 
child." 

Lord  Arden  led  Edred  and  Elfrida  away, 
one  in  each  hand,  and  as  he  went  he  was 
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very  severe  on  disobedient  children  who  went 
straying  after  wicked  witches. 

"  Bread  and  water  for  dinner,"  he  said, 
"  to  teach  you  better  ways." 

**  Oh,  grandfather,"  said  Elfrida,  catching 
at  his  hand,  "  don't  be  so  unkind  !  Just 
think  about  when  you  were  little.  Tm  sure 
you  liked  looking  at  witches,  didn't  you, 
now  ?  " 

Lord  Arden  stared  angrily  at  her,  and  then 
he  chuckled.  "  It's  a  bold  girl,  so  it  is,"  he 
said.  "  I  own  I  remember  well  seeing  a  witch 
ducked  no  farther  off  than  Newchurch,  and 
playing  truant  from  my  tutor  to  see  it,  too." 

"There  now,  you  see,"  said  Elfrida, 
coaxingly,   "  we  don't  mean  .to  be  naughty  ; 


we're  just  like  what  you  were.     You  won't  '  best.' 


that  water  was  unwholesome.  Lord  Arden 
was  very  quiet.  At  quite  the  beginning  of 
dinner  he  had  told  his  wife  all  about  the 
wise  woman,  and  the  landing  of  the  French, 
and  the  three  signs. 

"  It's  my  belief,"  said  Lady  Arden,  "  that 
it's  a  direct  warning — in  return,  perhaps,  for 
the  tea  and  sugar." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Lord  Arden.  "  Well,  whether 
or  no,  every  man  in  this  village  shall  be 
armed  and  paraded  this  day,  or  I'll  know  the 
reason  why.  I'm  not  going  to  have  the 
French  stepping  ashore  as  cool  as  cucumbers, 
without  *  With  your  leave '  or  *  By  your  leave,' 
and  anyone  to  say  afterwards,  *  Well,  Arden, 
you  had  fair  warning,  only  you  would  know 


make  it  bread  and  water,  will  you  ? — especially 
if  bread's  so  dear." 

Lord  Arden  chuckled  again. 

"  Why,  the  little  white  mouse  has  found  a 
tongue,  and  never  was  I  spoken  to  so  bold 
since  the  days  I  wore  petticoats  myself,"  he 
said.  "  Well,  well — we'll  say  no  more  about 
it  this  time." 

So  they  turned  across  the  summer  fields 
to  Arden  Castle.  And  on  the  doorstep  sat 
a  white  mole. 

"  There,  now !  "  said  Elfrida.  The  mole 
vanished  like  a  streak  of  white  paint  that  is 
rubbed  out 

"Pooh!"   said    Lord    Arden.      '*  There's 
plenty  of  white   moles  in 
the  world." 

But  when  he  saw  the 
white  mole  sitting  up  in  his 
own  carved  arm-chair  in 
the  parlour,  he  owned  that 
it  was  very  unusual. 

And  the  Mouldiwarp 
made  a  little  run  and  a 
little  jump,  and  Elfrida 
caught  it  and  held  it  against 
her  waist  with  both  hands. 

"  Stay  with  me,"  whis- 
pered Elfrida  to  the  mole. 

"  By  George  ! "  said  Lord 
Arden  to  the  universe. 

"  So  now  you  see,"  said 
Edred  to  Lord  Arden. 

Then  they  had  dinner. 
The  children  had  to  sit 
very  straight  and  eat  very 
slowly,   and    their    glasses 
were  filled  with  beer  instead 
of   water;   and  when  they 
asked  for  water  I^dy  Arden 
asked  how  many  more  times 
they  would  have  to  be  told 


"  No,"  said  Lady  Arden  ;  "  that  would  be 
unpleasant." 

Lord  Arden's  decision  was  made  stronger 
by  the  arrival  of  a  man  on  a  very  hot  horse. 

"  The  French  are  coming,"  he  said,  quite 
out  of  breath. 

Lord  Arden  was  so  busy  giving  orders,  and 


THE  MOULHIWABP  MAI^E   A   UlT  ri*fc  KC^N   A>[>  A 
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my  lady  so  busy  talking  his  orders  over  with 
the  maidservants,  that  the  children  were  left 
free  to  use  their  eyes  and  ears.  And  they 
went  down  into  the  village  and  saw  many 
strange  things.  They  saw  men  at  the  grind- 
stone sharpening  old  swords,  and  others  who 
had  no  swords  putting  a  fine  edge  on  bill- 
hooks, hatchets,  scythes,  and  kitchen 
choppers.  They  saw  other  men  boarding  up 
their  windows  and  digging  holes  in  their 
gardens  and  burying  their  money  and  their 
teaspoons  in  them.  No  one  knew  how  the 
rumour  had  begun,  but  everyone  believed  it 
now. 

Elfrida  wished  more  than  ever  that  she 
knew  more  about  the  later  chapters  of  the 
history  book.  Did  Boney  land  in  England 
on  the  17th  of  June,  1807?  She  could 
not  remember.  There  was  something,  she 
knew,  in  the  book  about  a  French  invasion, 
but  she  could  not  remember  what  it  was  an 
invasion  of,  nor  when  it  took  place.  So  she 
and  Edred  knew  as  little  as  anyone  else  what 
really  ivas  going  to  happen.  The  Mouldi- 
warp,  in  the  hurried  interview  she  had  had 
with  it  before  dinner,  had  promised  to  come 
if  she  called  it — "with  poetry,  of  course,"  it 
added,  as  it  curled  up  in  the  corner  of  the 
drawer,  and  this  comforted  her  a  good  deal 
when,  going  up  to  get  her  bonnet,  she  found 
the  bottom  drawer  empty.  So,  though  she 
was  as  interested  as  Edred  in  all  that  was 
going  on,  it  was  only  with  half  her  mind. 

So  for  once  Edred  was  more  observant 
than  she,  and  when  he  noticed  that  the  men 
built  a  bonfire  not  at  all  on  the  spot  which 
Lord  Arden  had  pointed  out  as  most  con- 
venient, he  wondered  why. 

And  presently,  seeing  a  man  going  by  that 
very  spot,  he  asked  him  why.  To  his  sur- 
prise, the  man  at  once  poked  him  in  the  ribs 
with  a  very  hard  finger,  and  said  : — 

"  Ah,  you're  a  little  wag,  you  are  !  But 
youVe  a  little  gentleman,  too,  and  so's  the 
little  lady,  bless  her.  You  never  gave  us 
away  to  the  Preventives — for  all  you  found 
out." 

"Of  course,"  said  Elfrida^  cautiously. 
"  We  should  never  give  anyone  away." 

"Want  to  come  along  down  now?"  the 
man  asked.  He  was  a  brown-faced,  sturdy, 
sailor-looking  man,  with  a  short  pigtail  stick- 
ing out  from  the  back  of  his  head  like  the 
china  handle  of  a  Japanese  tea-pot. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Elfrida,  and  Edred  did  not 
say  "Oh,  no." 

"  Then  just  you  wait  till  Tm  out  of  sight, 
and  then  come  down  the  way  you  see  me 
go,"  said  the  man.     And  they  obeyed. 


Alas,  too  few  children  in  these  uninterest- 
ing times  of  ours  have  ever  been  in  a 
smuggler's  cave !  To  Edred  and  to  Elfrida 
it  was  as  great  a  novelty  as  it  would  be  to 
you  or  to  me. 

When  they  came  up  with  the  brown  man 
he  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  patch  of 
furze. 

"  Jump  they  outside  bushes,"  he  said.  And 
they  jumped,  and  wound  their  way  among 
the  furze  bushes  by  little  narrow  rabbit- 
paths  till  they  stood  by  his  side. 

Then  he  lifted  a  great  heap  of  furze  and 
bramble  that  looked  as  if  it  had  lived  and 
died  exactly  where  it  was.  And  there  was  a 
hole — with  steps  going  down. 

It  was  dark  below,  but  Elfrida  did  not 
hesitate  to  do  as  she  was  told  and  to  go 
forward.  And  if  Edred  hesitated  it  was  only 
for  a  minute. 

The  children  went  down  some  half-a-dozen 
steps.  Then  the  brown  man  came  into  the 
hole  too,  and  drew  the  furze  after  him.  And 
he  lighted  a  lantern ;  there  was  a  tallow 
candle  in  it,  and  it  smelt  very  nasty  indeed. 

There  was  the  great  cave — where  barrels 
and  bales  were  heaped,  a  sanded  floor,  a 
table  and  benches  cut  out  of  solid  chalk,  and 
an  irregular  opening  partly  blocked  by  a  mass 
of  fallen  cliff,  through  which  you  saw  the 
mysterious  twilit  sea,  with  stars  coming  out 
over  it. 

"Do  you  think  the  French  will  land 
to-morrow  in  Lymchurch  Bay?"  Edred 
asked. 

By  the  light  of  the  lantern  the  smuggler 
solemnly  winked. 

"You  two  can  keep  a  secret,  I  know," 
he  said.  "  The  French  won't  land ;  it's  us 
what'll  land,  and  we'll  land  here  and  not  in 
the  bay ;  and  what  we'll  land  is  a  good  drop 
of  the  real  thing,  and  a  yard  or  two  of  silk  or 
lace  maybe.  I  don't  know  who  'twas  put  it 
about  as  the  French  was  acoming,  but  you 
may  lay  to  it  they  aren't  no  friends  of  the 
Revenue." 

"  Oh,  I  see,"  said  Elfrida.   "  And  did " 

"  The  worst  of  it'll  be  the  look-out  they'll 
keep.  Lucky  for  us  it's  all  our  men  as  has 
volunteered  for  duty.  And  we  know  our 
friends." 

"  But  do  you  mean,"  said  Edred,  "  that 
you  can  be  friends  with  a  Frenchman,  when 
we're  at  war  with  them  ?  " 

"It's  like  this,  little  man,"  said  the  smuggler, 
sitting  down  on  a  keg  that  stood  handily  on 
its  head  ready  for  a  seat.  "  We  ain't  no 
quarrel  with  the  free-trade  men — neither  here 
nor  there.     A   man's  got  his  living  to  get. 
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'DO   VOL'   THINK   THE    FRENCH    WILL   LAND   TO-MORROW    IN    LVMCHURCH 
BAY?'   KDRED   ASKED." 


hasn't  he  now  ?  So  you  see  a  man's  trade 
comes  first — what  he  gets  his  bread  by. 
So  you  see  these  chaps  as  meet  us  mid- 
Channel  and  hand  us  the  stuff — they're  free 
traders  first  and  Frenchies  after — the  same 
like  we're  merchants  before  all.  We  ain't  no 
quarrel  with  them.  It's  the  French  soldiers 
we're  at  war  with,  not  the  honest  French 
traders  that's  in  the  same  boat  as  us 
ourselves." 

"Then  somebody's  just  made  up  about 
Boney  coming,  so  as  to  keep  people  busy 
in  the  bay  while  you're  smuggling  here  ? " 
said  Edred 

"  I  wouldn't  go  so  far  as  that,  sir,"  said  the 
man  ;  "  but  if  it  did  happen  that  way  it  'ud 
be  a  sort  of  special  dispensation  for  us  free- 
trade  men  that  get  our  living  by  honest  work 
and  honest  danger ;  that's  all  I  say,  knowing 
by  what's  gone  before  that  you  two  are  safe 
as  any  old  salt  afloat." 


Having  seen  all  the  ins  and  outs  of  the 
cave,  the  children  were  not  sorry  to  get  back 
to  Arden  Castle.     They  were  put  to  bed  by 

Lady    Arden's 
own  maid. 

Only  Elfrida 
woke  once  and 
found  the  room 
filled  with  red 
light,  and,  look- 
ing out  of  the 
window,  saw  that 
one  of  the 
beacon  bonfires 
was  alight  and 
that  the  flames 
and  smoke  were 
streaming  across 
the  dark  sky. 

It  was  grey 
morning  when 
they  got  up  and 
dressed.  No  one 
was  about  in  the 
house,  but  the 
front  door  was 
open. 

They   made 

their   way   down 

to  the  cliff,  where 

a     thick,     black 

crowd    stood— a 

crowd  of  armed  men   in  their 

makeshift  uniforms  whom  old 

Lord    Arden    had   drilled  and 

paraded    the    evening    before. 

And  they  were  all  looking  out 

to  sea,  where  a  ship  was  driving 

straight   on  to   the  rocks  two  hundred  feet 

below. 

"  'Tis  a  French  ship,  by  her  rig,"  someone 
said. 

*'  The  first  of  the  fleet — a  scout,"  said 
another,  "and  Heaven  has  sent  a  storm  to 
destroy  them  like  it  destroyed  the  accursed 
Armada  in  Queen  Bess's  time." 
And  still  the  ship  came  nearer. 
"  'Tis  the  Bonne  Esperance^'  said  the  low- 
voice  of  the  smuggler  friend  close  to  Elfrida's 
ear,  and  she  could  only  just  hear  him  through 
the  whistling  of  the  gale,  "'Tis  true  what 
old  Betty  said ;  the  French  will  land  here 
to-day — but  they'll  land  dead  corpses.  And 
all  our  little  cargo — they've  missed  our  boat 
in  the  gale — it'll  all  be  smashed  to  bits  afore 
our  eyes.  It's  poor  work  being  a  honest 
merchant." 

The  men  in  their  queer  uniforms,  carrying 
their  queer  weapons,  huddled  closer  together, 
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and  all  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ship  as  it 
came  on  and  on. 

"Is  U  sure  to  be  wrecked?"  whispered 
Elfrida,  catching  at  old  Lord  Arden's 
hand. 

"No  hope,  my  child.  Get  you  home  to 
bed,"  he  said. 

It  did  not  make  any  difference  that  all 
this  had  happened  a  hundred  years  ago. 
There  was  the  cold,  furious  sea  lashing  the 
rocks  far  down  below  the  cliff.  Elfrida  could 
not  bear  to  stay  and  see  that  ship  smash  on 
the  rocks  like  a  carved  work-box  dropped  on 
a  flagstone.  She  could  not  even  bear  to 
think  of  seeing  it.  Poetry  was  difficult,  but 
to  stay  here  and  see  a  ship  wrecked — a  ship 
that  had  men  aboard — was  more  difficult 
still. 

Oh,  Mouldiwarp,  do  come  to  me  ; 
I  cannot  bear  it,  do  you  see, 

was  not,  perhaps,  fine  poetry,  but  it  expressed 
her  feeling  exactly,  and,  anyhow,  it  did  what 
it  was  meant  to  do.  The  white  mole  rubbed 
against  her  ankles  even  as  she  spoke.  She 
caught  it  up. 

"  Oh,  what  are  we  to  do  ?  " 

"  Go  home,"  it  said,  "  to  the  castle— you'll 
find  the  door  now." 

And  they  turned  to  go.  And  as  they 
turned  they  heard  a  grinding  crunch,  mixed 
with  the  noise  of  waves  and  winds.  Then 
there  was  a  sort  of  sighing  moan  from 
the  crowd  on  the  cliff,  who  had  been  there 
all  night  waiting  for  the  French  to  land,  and 
then  Lord  Arden's  voice  : — 

"The  French  have  landed.  She  spoke 
truth.  The  French  have  landed — Heaven 
help  them  ! " 

And  as  the  children  ran  towards  the  house 
they  knew  that  every  man  in  that  crowd 
would  now  be  ready  to  risk  his  life  to  save 
from  the  sea  those  Frenchies  for  whom  they 
had  sat  up  all  night  to  kill  with  swords  and 
scythes  and  bills  and  meat-choppers. 

Holding  the  mole  in  one  hand  and 
dragging  Edred  by  the  other,  Elfrida  got 
back  to  the  castle  and  in  at  the  open  front 
door,  up  the  stairs,  and  straight  to  a  door 
— she  knew  it  would  be  the  right  one,  and 
it  was. 

On  the  ground  lay  their  own  clothes. 
"  Change,"  said  the  white  mole,  a  little  out 


of   breath    because    it  had   been   held  very 
tight  and  carried  very  fast. 

And  the  moment  they  began  to  put  on  their 
own  clothes  it  seemed  that  the  pigeon  noises 
came  closer  and  closer,  and  somehow  helped 
them  out  of  the  stiff  clothes  of  1807  and 
back  into  the  comfortable  sailor  suits  of  1907. 

"  Did  ye  find  the  treasure  ? "  the  mole 
asked,  and  the  children  answered,  "  Why, 
no  ;  we  never  thought  of  it." 

"  It  don't  make  no  odds,"  said  the  mole. 
"Twarent  dere." 

"There?"  said  Elfrida.  "Then  we're 
^re  ?  We're  no7v  again,  I  mean  ?  We're 
not  then?" 

"Oh,  you're  no7v,  sure  enough,"  said  the 
mole,  "  and  won't  you  catch  it !  Dame 
Honeysett's  been  raising  the  countryside 
arter  ye.  Next  time  ye  go  gallivantin'  into 
old  ancient  days  you'd  best  set  the  clock 
back.  Young  folks  don't  know  everything. 
Get  along  down  and  take  your  scolding.'' 

It  ran  under  one  of  the  chests,  and  Edred 
and  Elfrida  were  left  looking  at  each  other. 

Mrs.  Honeysett,  very  pale  and  tired 
looking,  jumped  up  from  her  chair  by  the 
kitchen  fire  as  they  came  in. 

"You  bad,  naughty,  wicked,  ungrateful 
children,"  she  said,  and  instantly  hugged 
them  both.  "  ^Vhere  have  you  been  all  this 
blessed  night  and  all  yesterday  afternoon  ? " 

"  Er "  said  Edred,  as  if'that  settled  it 

"We  got  into  the  attic,"  said  Elfrida,  "and 
we've  been  asleep." 

It  was  quite  true.  And  really  I  don't  see 
what  else  it  would  have  been  any  use  to  say. 

"  Oh,  don't  be  cross,  dear  Mrs'.  Honeysett," 
Elfrida  went  on  ;  "  we  won't  again,  and  we 
really  couldn't  help  it." 

"  One  more  such  a  game,"  said  Mrs. 
Honeysett,  solemnly,  "  and  I  writes  to  your 
aunt  to  say  I  won't  be  'sponserble  for  such 
young  limbs.  Just  one  single  one  more, 
that's  all.  So  I  warn  you.  Would  you  like 
a  poached  egg  to  your  breakfasts  or  a 
home-made  sausage  ?  " 

"  You're  an  angel !  "  cried  Elfrida.  "Sau- 
sages, please ;  and  we'll  never  do  anything 
again.  I  promise  faithfully  —  don't  you, 
Edred?" 

"Yes,"  said  Edred.  "Poached  egg  for 
me.     Yes,  I  promise  faithfully." 


(To  fie  continued.) 
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HAVE  here 
gathertid  to- 
gether an  assort' 
tilt  nt  of  curioLiii 
hprjcimt'D^of  the 
i  ni;cn  11  i  I V  ( J  r  i  n  V  en  to  r  s.  Th  e  y 
arc  trilles  in  their  way,  yet 
an  ins|.jeclion  of  them  will 
go  far  to  jjroduce  the  con- 
vifuion  that  the  ability  which 
createLl  them  is  by  nt>  means 
to  be  despised 

A  turner  who  possesses 
this  oHi^inal  ability  has  made 
numerous  objects,  designed 
to  serve  as  flower-bowls  and 
other  pnr [loses,  in  such  a 
way  tliat  the  shadow  of  the 
outline  hears  a  resemh lance 
to  some  noted  person.  This 
effect  is  gained  by  simply 
making  the  outline  of  the 
object  c<:>rrespond  to  the 
profile  of  a  face,  which,  as 


seen  in  Fig.  i,  is  not  detect- 
able in  the  howl  itself  on 
account  of  the  multitude  of 
hollows  and  ndges  surround- 
ing it.  It  is  curious  to  notice 
a  double  shadow  of  Lord 
Salisbur/s  face  on  this  work- 
man's table  -  cloth,  Glad- 
stone's profde  on  the  wall, 
and  other  not abih ties'  por- 
traits spread  out  for  view  in 
odd  coroers  of  the  roonL 


Fig.  I  shows  a 
vase  which 
throws  a  sha- 
dow portrait  of 
Queen  Vic- 
toria upi>n  the 


FiQ,    .1.— A    sue  A  P -BASIN   AQUATHUM. 


fig.  2.— a  figure  which  throws  thrfe  distinct  shadows  of 
"hope,"  and  "charity." 

Vol.  3txxv.— 47. 


A  unique  piece  of  mechanism,  combining 
both  rare  ingenuity  and  elegancej  is  illustrated 
in  Fig.  3.  It  is  a  small  w*ooden  figure  of  a 
boy,  and  is  so  devised  as  to  be 
capable  of  being  manipulated  so 
as  to  throw  a  shadow  of  a  cross, 
an  anchor,  and  a  heart,  at  sepa- 
rate timers.  It  is  indeed  a  verit- 
able embodiment  of  the  symlx^ls 
of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity.  As 
arranged  in  the  drawing  the  sha- 
dow produced  resembles  across; 
and  no  doubt  the  idea  was  con- 
ceived from  an  engraving  of 
the  Infant  Christ  with  arms  out- 
stretched, casting  the  shadow  of 
the  cross  in  the  same  way. 
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In  order  to  obtain  the  shadow  of  the 
anchor  or  of  the  fieart,  certain  joints  allow 
oF  the  bending  of  the  boy's  arms  downwards, 
w  I  life  in  the  first  case  the  quiver  is  entirefy 
removed. 

A  decided  novelty  for  the  tea-cable  is  that 
drawn  \v.  Fig.  3.  It  represents  the  idea  oi  a 
young  feffow  who  was  very  fund  of  gold-fish. 
T4ie  suggestion  is  not  a  bad  one,  if  an  extra 
large  basin  is  employed.  In  Ibis  case  the 
ingenious  youth  susfiended  a  glass  bulb  in 
a  rather  l.ir^c  tia^in  and  filled  the  latter  with 
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FIG*  4.  — fc  CAJfDTJl  CLOCK, 

water,  wherein  he 
placed  sr>  m  e  t  i  n  y  go  I  d  - 
fish*  Of  course,  ilie 
sugar  ivas  in  no  svay 
injured  ;  and  it  actu- 
ally pro\ed  an  excef- 
lent  background, 
against  which  the  flc  mat- 
ing fish  slinvvL'd  ron- 
spicunusly  in  all  ihtir 
beauty. 

Figs.  4  and  5  re  [ire 
sent  a  cou[ile  of  origi- 
nal clocks,  each  of 
which  e.xhibiis  re 
markable  ingenuity  of 
const  rue tiun, 

The  first  clock 
(Fig.  4)  is  worked  by 
Qiind les,  a  n d  wa h  111  at  1  e 
by  an  ingenious  man 


tlU.   6l— A   "  JiCTUhE-JlOTTLE-'* 


L^f-i; 


FIG.  5.— AN  "angel"  CXOCK- 


who  used  occa- 
sionally to  work 
overtime,  and,  not 
having  a  watch  or 
clock,  rigged  this 
apparatus  up  to 
tell  him  how  the 
h  our-  quarters 
passed  after  eight 
o  *  c  1  o  c  k  .  A 
weighted  indica- 
tor is  sus[>ended 
on  the  tops  of  the 
pair  of  candles, 
and  as  they  are 
consumed  the  in- 
dicator, of  course, 
slowly  descends. 
The  second 
clock  (Fig.  5) 
shows  the  figure 
of  an  angel  point 
ing  to  the  hour 
and  holding  a 
funnel.  The  angel  slowly  rises  until  tht 
power  of  the  mechanism  is  exhausted  Tc 
the  hour- board  is  attached  a  shelf,  upon  which 
stands  a  bnwL  The  angel  is  connected  by  a 
rod,  i)rf>perly  t>alanecd,  to  a  s|>iral  spring  con- 
cealed behind  the  hour- board.  The  funnel 
contains  silver  sand,  and  as  this  falls  from  if 
and  into  the  bowl  the  heaviness  of  the  angel 
decreases  and  permits  the  spiral  sfjnng  to 
ctmrract,  thus  draw 
ini;  the  figure  upwards. 
Uncks  of  this  and 
the  [>receding  kind 
cannot  be  regarded  as 
anything  but  eccentri- 
cities of  genius,  but, 
apart  from  practical 
uses,  ingenuity  has  a 
charm  of  its  own, 

A  relative  of  the 
writer  owns  a  pair  of 
extraordinary  b<?itles. 
I'hey  iiave,  adhering 
to  their  inside  surface, 
inn  u  n  ic  ra  ble  cc s  I  ou  red 
scra|>s.  'I  he  f>otile 
shown  in  Fig.  6  is 
eight  or  nine  inches 
high,  and  is  filled 
with  salt,  w  h  ich 
serves  as  a  clear  and 
elective  backginund 
Un  the  pictures, 
fhese  must  hare  en- 
tailed a  gr^at  degree 
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of  patience  and  skill  in  the 
operation  of  being  fixed  in 
their  present  position. 

A  tumbler  which  will  in- 
sist on  reverting  to  an  erect 
position,  no  matter  how  fre- 
quently it  is  knocked  over, 
appears  to  possess  admir- 
able merits.  It  will  be  news 
to  many  people  that  this  was 
the  original  form  of  drinking 
tumbler — hence  the  name. 
They  were  composed  of 
thin  horn  and  weighted  with 


FIG.    7.— A    REAL  TUMBLER 


a  bulbous  mass 
at  the  bottom 
(Fig.  7).  The 
idea  of  their 
use  was  a 
double  one : 
the  old 
drinkingcus- 
toms  required  that  the  ale  should  be  drunk 
at  a  draught  (for  its  presence  in  the  tumbler 
would  cause  it  to  overbalance  and 
spill  its  contents),  and  there  was 
the  advantage  possessed  by  the 
tumbler  of  not  rolling  out  of 
reach  when  knocked  about  during 
orgies. 

Fig.  8  shows  a  peculiar  article 
of  furniture — an  article  intended 
to  surprise  visitors.  It  usually 
wears  the  normal  appearance  of 
an  ordinary  tea-table.  Upon  touch- 
ing a  spring  certain  weights  are 
permitted  to  fall,  and  these  act  on 
a  specially-fitted  cord  in  such  a 
way  as  to  raise  the  table-top  to  a 
great  height.  The  cord  is  attached 
to  the  weights  and  passes  down 
the  hollow  pillar  of  the  table. 
The  ordinary  table  -  top  has  a 
stick  affixed  beneath  its  centre. 
As  soon  as  the  weights  are  re- 
leased the  strain  exerted  by  them 
upon  the  lower  end  of  the  stick 


FIG.    8. — A   *'  SURPRISE  "  TEA-TABLB. 

impels  the  latter  upwards,  the  circular 
table  -  top  consequently  being  raised  as 
shown  in  the  drawing.  Catches  prevent  its 
complete  ejection  from  the  pillar.  We  will 
not  stop  to  inquire  how  the  cups  and 
saucers  fare. 

It  may  seem  somewhat  strange  to  desire 
a  tvalking - %'(\q}^  to  stand  still  occasionally; 
*yet  that  is  what  a  certain  stick  which  I 
have  handled  is  capable  of  doing.  Many 
of  my  male  readers  must  have 
noticed  how  annoying  the  ex- 
perience is  when  one  wishes  to 
relieve  oneself  temporarily  of 
one's  walking-stick.  You  may  be 
in  the  middle  of  a  field,  or  on 
the  kerb-stone  talking  to  a  friend, 
and  desirous  of  hunting  in  your 
pockets.  If  you  respect  passen- 
gers' eyes  you  will  not  thrust 
your  stick  under  your  arm.  The 
owner  of  the  stick  referred  to 
(Fig.  9)  merely  releases  a  spring 
catch  near  the  handle,  and  that 
impels  from  the  lower  extremity 
three  props,  which  shoot  outwards 
tripod-fashion.  I  do  not  perceive 
where  compensation  occurs  for 
the  trouble  involved,  both  in 
making  and  using  this  stick,  but 
there  is  the  ingenuity,  and  for  that 
reason  its  description  is  included 
in  this  article. 


FIG.  9,  — A  STAND-STM.I, 
WALKIN<;-STICK. 
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[  IV£  shall  be  glad  to  receive  Contributions  to  this  sect  ion  y  and  to  pay  for  such  as  are  accepted.'\ 
Copyright,  1908,  by  George  Newnes,  Limited. 

AN    ARCHITKCrS    QUAINT    CONCEIT. 

MY  photograph  shows  the  presentment  of  a 
dragon  built  into  the  warenouse  of  a  firm  of 
wine  merchants,  Messrs.  JuHus  Kayson  and  Co. ,  at 
Traben-Trarbach.  It  is  a  cjuaint  conceit  of  the 
architect  for  frightening  the  hill  at  the  l)ack  of  the 


warehouse  from  falling  down  and  overwhelming  it. 
The  hill  had,  through  the  getting  out  of  the  ware- 
house   foundations,     ^ 
shown  a  tendency  to 
slide,  but,  of  course, 
the   dragon    has 
stayed  its  threaten- 
ing manoL'uvre  I  The 
architect     was     the 
celebrated     Otto 
Briining,  of  Berlin. 
— Mr.  Jas.  lliscox, 
59,  Mark  Lane,  K.C. 

FIND  HER  LOVER. 

ISP^ND  you  an 
advertisement 
of  Messrs.  Lilley 
and  Skinner's,  in 
which  the  photo- 
graph of  the  lady 
resting  is,  I  think, 
worthy  of  a  place  in 
your  museum  of 
Curiosities.  The 
whole  picture,  if 
looked  at  from  some 
distance,     forms     a 


striking  resemblance  to  a  cavalier's  head,  the  nose 
being  the  bended  arm  in  the  picture,  and  the  lace  collar 
the  lady's  dress.  The  head  of  the  lady  forms  the  eye, 
and  the  background  suffices  for  the  black  hair  of  the 
man  summoned  into  being. — Mr.  J.  F).  Denbeigh, 
12-13,  Water  Lane,  Great  Tower  Street,  E.G. 

SPECTATORS    EXTR.\ORDINARY. 

Tins  is  a  picture  I  took  on  November  2nd  last 
at  Madison,  Wisconsin,  and  shows  the  keen 
interest  taken  in  football  that  so  many  "Simon 
Stylites  "  should  be  found  to-day  who  will  sacrifice 
their  personal  comfort  for  more  than  an  hour,  standing 
on  the  pf3sts  of  a  fence  which  enables  them  to  see 
over  the  high  fence  surrounding  the  University  of 
-.  —  Wisconsin     football 

ground.  The  occa- 
sion was  the  match 
l>etween  this  U  ni  ver- 
sity  and  that  of  Indi- 
ana. The  keenness 
in  football  reaches 
to  an  excess,  as  we 
should  think  in  Eng- 
land. At  the  great 
games  between  Har- 
v  a  r  d  and  Yale 
people  will  pay  as 
much  9S  £2  I  OS.  to 
get  a  seat,  and  I 
have  friends  who 
were  turned  away 
who  offered  £i  los. 
each.  At  the  Univer- 
sity games  there  is  a 
"whip"  who  leads 
the  cheering,  and  for 
days  before  a  great 
match  the  streetsjr ing 
with      "  cheering  ' 
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A   r.IANT   HOP   PLANT. 

I  SEND  a  photograph  of  a 
hop  plant  grown  in  the 
same  position  as  the  one 
which  appeared  in  the  Feb- 
ruary number  of  The  Strand 
last  year  —  namely,  on  the 
wire  support  of  a  telegraph 
pole.  The  height,  which  is 
thirty-five  feet,  may  be  judged 
by  the  steps  on  the  pole 
nearest  the  hops,  which  are 
three  feet  apart.  The  bottom 
step,  marked  by  a  cross,  is 
seven  feet  from  the  ground. 
If  you  compare  the  two  you 
will  find  this  a  much  finer 
plant,  it  being  three  feet 
higher.  —  Mr.  J.  Olley,  69, 
bangley  Road,  Catford,  S.E. 


A  UNIQUE    BEE-HIVE, 

THE  grotesque  object 
shown  standing  in  a 
garden  overlooking  the  high 
road  excites  the  curiosity  of 
the  visitor  to  the  quaint,  old- 
world  village  of  Peckforton, 
in  Cheshire.  The  whole  is 
hewn  from  red  sandstone,  and 
is  the  whimsical  work  of  one 
(ieorge  Watson,  a  stone- 
mason, who  flourished  about 
seventy  years  ago.  The  ele- 
phant is  almost  life-size  and 
weighs  about  five  tons.  The 
Lilliputian  castle  on  its  back 
is  extremely  neat  and  complete,  even  to  the  glazing 
of  the  windows.  The  old  mason's  labour  was  not 
entirely  without  object,  for  the  castle  is  used  as  a  bee- 
hive and  accommodates  five  hives,  the  entrance-holes 


Ix-'ing  at  the  fool  of  each  win- 
dow.— Mr.  Noel  R.  Eastwood, 
Parkton  Grove,  Rock  Ferry, 
Cheshire. 

ENGINE  FROM  A  SCRAP- 
HEAP. 
THIS  photograph  shows, 
about  one  -  third  full 
size,  a  double  cylindrical 
reversing  marine  engine  con- 
structed of  scraps  only,  and 
entirely  without  castings  or 
**  stampings  "  of  any  kind. 
All  the  parts  of  the  model 
are  built  up  of  separate  pieces 
of  brass  plate  or  tubing, 
shaped  up  and  then  joined 
by  means  of  a  common 
soldering  iron  and  tinman's 
solder  to  form  the  various 
parts.  Without  reckoning  the 
screws,  which  were  all  made 
by  myself  as  required,  over  two 
hundred  and  thirty  separate 
pieces  were  shaped  and 
utilized  in  this  way.  The 
model  has  passed  a  test  of 
forty  pounds  steam  pressure, 
although  thirty  pounds  was 
estimated  as  a  limit,  at  which 
pressure  it  has  frequently 
been  worked.  The  design 
is  purely  original,  and  was 
strictly  regulated  by  the  odd- 
ments available.  The  fol- 
lowing discarded  articles 
(amongst  other  scraps)  com- 
prise the  main  supply  of  material :  two  damaged  bicycle 
pumps,  one  gas  bracket,  one  curtain  bar,  one  piece 
stair  nosing,  two  bicycle  spokes,  sundry  nipples, 
and  one  old  poker. — Mr.  E.  C.  Crane,  Caterham. 
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"  ENGLISH 

AS ■• 

WHILST  travel- 
ling in  Japan 
with  the  China 
Squadron  in  1906 
we  called  at  Kobe, 
and  when  we  landed 
the  Japanese  gave 
us  cards  recommend- 
ing their  houses.  I 
am  sending  you  one 
that  I  had  given  to 
me. — Lance-Sergeant 
H.  Darlow,  H.M.S. 
Watei  witch  ^  Bias 
Bay,  China. 


NOTICE!!!    |K- 


I        J-|AVING  lately  been  Refltted  and  preparations  have  been 
'  made  to  supply  those  who  niay  be  give  us  a  look  up,  with 

worst   of  Liquors   and  Food  at   a   reasonable  price,  and 
served  by  the  Ugliest  Female  Servants  that  can  be  procured. 

The  Establishment  can  not  boast  of  a  Proprietor,  but  is 
carried  on  by  a  Japanese  lady  who  would  not  be  thought  hand- 
some even  in  a  crowd.  The  Cook  when  his  face  is  washed  is 
considered  the  best  looking  of  the  company.  Come  up  and  see 
us,  and  don't  let  the  jinrikishaman  bluff  you  by  saying  there  is 
no  such  a  plase  as 


^ 


^> 


p^ 


A  MOST   INTELLI- 
GENT   OWL. 

I    HAVE  had   the 
bird  shown  in  the 

following  photograph 

since   May  last,    and 

until  it  came  into  my     

possession  I  was  not 

aware   how  intelligent  owls  could   be— or,  at   least,   mine  is. 

Since  I  have  had  him  I  have  read  all  the  information  1  could 

get  regarding  owls,  from  Audubon  down,  and  those  that  have 

been  in  captivity  have  lived  so  short  a  time  that  I  find  no  record 
-    -  of  any  special  precocity  on 

their  part,  and  I  would  be 
very  glad  to  receive  any 
informal  ijn  from  your 
readers  regarding  this  sub- 
ject, and  also  alxuii  the 
care  of  owls.  This  little 
bird  seems  to  understand 
all  that  is  said  lo  him.  I 
let  him  run  around  ihe 
house  like  a  kitten  during 
the  day,  and  if  he  hides 
behind  the  trunks  or  else- 
where I  say,  "  Where  are 
you  ^  "  and  he  comes  run- 
ning out  where  I  can  see 
him.  I  hold  him  on  my 
linger  and  ask  him  if  he  will 
vole  for  Taft,  Root,  Bryan, 
or  any  other  name,  and  he 


does  not  move  until  1  say,  "Will 
you  vole  for  Roosevelt  ?"  when 
he  shakes  his  wings  as  ofien  as  I 
say  •'  Rooseveli."  The  fact  ihat 
he  stands  on  my  finger  has  nothing 
to  do  with  it,  l)Ut  if  I  say  "  K'oose- 
velt ''  he  shakes  his  wings  at  once. 
Of  course,  I  had  to  teach  him  this  ; 
but  it  is  remarkable  ihat  he  does 
not  shake  his  wings  at  ihe  mention 
of  the  other  names.  If  he  is 
pleased  he  co;)S  very  much  like  a 
young  dove  ;  but  if  angry,  snaps 
his  bill  sharply  and  wiih  consider- 
able noise.  If  he  sees  a  dog  pass- 
ing he  barks  like  a  dog,  ruMles  up 
his  fealhers,  and  seems  lo  l)e  ready 


6001  EOirsi, 

No.  33/18,  Shimoyamate-dori  Nichome,  Kobe. 
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to  fight.  Do  any  of  your  readers  know  if 
owls  are  generally  so  intelligent,  or  is  it 
a  peculiarity  of  the  one  in  my  possession  ? 
—  Miss  Mary  [.  June,  22,  Madison  Avenue, 
Detroit,  Mich. 
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CHKSS  PROBLEM-SOLUTION. 

1^1  IK  problem  published  in 
last  month's  issue  was  to 
place  four  queens  and  a  casile  so^ 
that  they  command  every  square 
on  the  board.  The  solution  of 
Mr.  Black burne  is  given  alwve. 


AN 


I 


AMUSING  OPTICAL 
ILLUSION. 
TOOK  the  adjoining  photo- 
graph of  the  two  lillle  boys 
and  after  developing  found  that 
in  the  figure  of  ihe  left-hand  boy 
two  disiinct  men  are  shown  in 
light  suits,  back  to  back,  and  as 
though  supporting  some  weight 
on  their  shoulders.  The  boy^s 
hands  form  the  two  heads,  his 
knickerbockers  the  men's  Ixxlies, 
and  his  legs  the  nicn's  legs. — Mr. 
Arthur  Attlee,  Ranmore,  9, 
Carew  Road,  Eastbourne.  , 
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NIAGARA    IN    DIAMONDS. 

NIAGARA  FALLS— thai  great,  crashing  body 
of  water  which  has  been  the  object  of  interest 
to  so  many  tourists— has  been  shown  many  times  by 
photographs  ajmost  beyond  calculation  in  number, 
but  never  before  has  it  been  represented  in  precious 
stones.  This  illustration  shows  an  accurate  portrayal 
of  the  great  cataract  in  gems  worth,  in  all,  twenty 
thousand  pounds.  The  water  in  the  falls  and  in  the 
whirlpool  is  depicted  in  diamonds,  and  the  building 
and  chute  leading  to  the  river  in  the  same  gems, 
while  the  side  walls  are  represented  by  rubies  and 
emeralds.  The  model,  which  measures  eighteen 
inches  by  sixteen  inches,  was  displayed  at  the  recent 
Canadian  National  Exposition  in  Toronto  by  a 
prominent  firm  of  jewellers  of  that  place. — 
Mr.  R.  F.  Nattan,  1,590,  Amsterdam  Avenue,  ^ 
New  York. 


succeeded  in  accomplishing  the  feat.  The  pin,  a 
photograph  of  which  I  send,  was  not  drilled  quite 
to  the  point,  but  the  next  I  drilled  reached  to  the 
extreme  point.  It  is  a  longer  pin,  measuring  one 
inch  and  a  quarter. — Mr.  Chas.  E.  Bingley,  13, 
Beaumont  Road,  Plymouth. 


CREEPING    UNDER    A    CATARACT. 

THE  accompanying  print  is  of  Lint(m  Weir,  on 
the  N'orkshire  Ouse.  It  consists  of  a  series  of 
large  steps,  and  intrepid  bathers  may  creep  along  the 
tunnel  formed  by  the  water  flowing  over  one  of  them, 
and  can  come  up  for  a  rest  half-way.  The  photograph 
shows  a  bather  with  his  head  out.  —  Mr.  F.  M. 
Preston,  6,  Albert  Road,  Saliaire,  Yorks. 


MARVELLOUS    DRILLING. 

SOME  time  ago  I  read  in  the  page  of 
Curiosities  in  your  Magazine  an  account 
of  an  American  watchniaker  drilling  a  pin 
down  from  the  head  to  the  point.  I  am  a 
watchmaker  myself,  and  I  thought  that  I 
would  try  and  drill  one,  too.  I  tried  three 
times,  but  failed  each  time,  as  the  drill  would 
come  out  thr.  ugh  the  side  alK>ut  half-way 
down,  so  I  gave  it  up  for  the  time,  but  later 
on  I  thought  I  would  have  another  try, 
and     after    three     more    attempts     I     have 


y 
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BEAVERS 

I  SEND  you  two  photographs  of  trees  which 
beavers  have  selected  f«)r  destruction.  No.  i 
shows  where  the  calculations  of  the  industrious 
workers  went  astray,  the  tree 
•*  butting  "  and  falling  against  a 
standing  tree.  In  No.  2  the 
chips  of  wood  are  plainly 
visible  on  the  ground.  These 
animals  have  been  very  busy 
felling  trees,  the  bark  of 
which  is  their  chief  article 
of  diet.  I  chanced  upon  an 
extensive  beaver  colony  re- 
cently in  a  very  remote  spot ; 
on  every  hand  were  trees  in 
various  stages  of  destruction, 
some  already  on  the  ground 
stripped  completely  of  their 
bark.  The  beavers  cut  some 
trees  into  lengths,  which  they 
roll  down  to  their  pond,  and 
by  some  mysterious  means  sink 
them  to  the  bottom,  thus  form- 
ing a  handy  food  supply.  On 
fishing  some  pieces  of  this 
green  limber  out  of  the  water 
I  found  it  very  heavy,  though 
how  these  animals  succeed 
in    waterlogging    green    timl>er 


AT    WORK, 
so  quickly   remains  a    mystery.      The    pond    itself 
formed  in  the  creek  is  an  interesting  study  in  animal 
engineering,    with   its   ingenious  and  well  -  thought- 
out     series     of     dams.  —  Mr. 
Walter  G.   Kennedy,  Box   160, 
Greenwood,  British  Columbia, 


AN    ACCIDENTAL 

EXTINGUISHER. 

THIS  is  a  photograph  of 
a  street-lamp  gas-burner 
that  was  extinguished  in  a 
remarkable  way.  A  ball,  pre- 
sumably thrown  in  play,  struck 
the  lantern  with  great  force, 
breaking  t'  e  glass.  It  then 
knocked  off  the  incandescent 
mantle  protector,  struck  against 
the  metal  top  of  the  lantern, 
relxiunded,  and  fell  upon  fhe 
prongs  of  the  protector  support. 
The  gas  flame  melting  some 
of  the  composition,  the  ball 
gradually  sank  until  it  put  out 
the  liglit.  Note  the  melted 
com  [position  immediaiely  below 
the  ball.— Mr.  A.  C.  Williams, 
159,  Friar  Street,  Reading. 
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» dressed  in  a  motley  garb  of  remnants  and  oddments  made 

up  from  the  family  wardrobe.  i  finished  my  youthful 

care5:r  as  an  amateur  desperado." 

{See  page  364.) 
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Many  interesting  features  will  combine  to  make  Sir  John  Hare*s  personal  reminiscences  and  reflections 
particularly  welcome  to  the  public  at  the  present  time,  when  he  is  about  to  reappear  at  his  old  home,  the 
Garrick  Theatre.  Here  he  will  be  seen  once  more  on  Saturday,  April  25ih — nineteen  years  to  a  day  since 
he  opened  the  theatre  built  for  him  by  Sir  W.  S.  Gilbert.  This  eventful  reappearance  will  be  further 
distinguished  by  the  fact  that  it  will  constitute  his  farewell  performances  in  "The  Gay  Lord  Quex,"  followed 
later  in  the  season  by  '*  A  Pair  of  Spectacles"  (ever  to  be  identified  with  the  genius  of  John  Hare),  prior  to 
his  final  retirement  at  no  distant  date  from  the  stage  he  has  so  long  adorned. 

Throughout  his  long  and  brilliant  career  Sir  John  Hare  has  been  brought  into  contact  with  many  of  his 
most  famous  contemporaries  in  every  walk  of  life,  and,  in  addition  to  his  own  interesting  autobiography,  many 
anecdotes  and  recollections  unheard  before  will  be  related  and  reflections  as  to  his  experiences  and  impressions 
set  forth,  while  in  subsequent  issues  will  be  found  original  illustrations  and  letters  from  eminent  acquaintances 
and  friends. 

L 


HAVE  been  frequently  asked 
to  jot  down  my  reminiscences 
for  publication,  on  the  assump- 
tion that  they  would  prove  of 
interest  to  the  general  public, 
but  have  hitherto  declined, 
doubting  if  such  a  result  could  be  satis- 
factorily achieved.  For,  though  my  theatrical 
experiences  have  been  long,  extending  over 
more  than  forty  years,  my  career  as  an  actor 
has  been  rather  uneventful,  and  the  chief 
details  are  probably  well  known  to  those 
interested  in  theatrical  affairs.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  nature  of  my  calling  has  brought 
me  into  contact  with  many  most  interesting 
people,  and  my  memory  is  stored  with 
numerous  recollections  of  actors  and  other 
famous  men  and  women,  some  of  whom  are, 
alas !  no  longer  living,  but  whose  names  are 
still  remembered,  and  honourably  remem- 
bered, by  my  contemporaries.  My  impres- 
sions of  these,  then,  may  perhaps  awaken 
pleasant  memories  amongst  older  playgoers, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  interest  the  younger 
generation. 

VoL  XXXV.— 48.  Copyright,  1908, 


Looking  backwards,  it  is  difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  to  recollect  the  exact  moment 
of  one's  youth  when  the  first  desire  mani- 
fested itself  for  the  profession  or  calling  after- 
wards adopted.  Thus  it  is  in  my  case.  I 
cannot  conscientiously  trace  the  first  signs 
of  attraction  felt  for  the  stage,  though  I 
shall  presently  come  to  the  turning-point  in 
my  life,  when  I  chose  the  career  of  an  actor. 

It  is  a  most  important  crisis  in  the  lives 
of  young  people  when  they  are  called  upon 
to  select  their  career,  and  one  of  the  chief 
problems  of  fathers  must  always  be,  "  What 
shall  we  do  with  our  sons  ?  "  It  is  compara- 
tively easy  for  a  youth  to  determine  he  will 
be  a  soldier,  a  sailor,  a  clergyman,  or  a 
barrister,  as,  by  sound  application  and  hard 
work,  he  may,  to  some  extent  at  all 
events,  achieve  a  certain  proficiency  in  these 
professions.  It  is,  however,  absolutely 
impossible  for  anybody  to  say  with  any 
sure  prospect  of  success,  "I  will  be  a 
painter,"  "  I  will  be  a  poet,"  "  I  will  be  an 
author,"  or  "I  will  be  an  actor,"  unless 
in  himself  there  is  the  germpf_fi^ift  y^^iich 

by  John  Hare, 


the  germ  .of  a^ift  yihjc 
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has  revealed  itself  in  early  life.  Men  who 
have  distinguished  themselves  in  art  of 
any  form  have  generally  shown  a  marked 
aptitude  for  it  in  their  early  youth.  The 
genius  of  Millais  exhibited  itself  at  seven 
years  of  age,  when  he  first  showed  himself  to 
be  an  artist.  Pinero,  even  as  a  youth,  I 
believe,  foreshadowed,  by  the  facility  of  his 
pen  and  fine  observation,  those  brilliant 
studies  of  character  and  stagecraft  which  have 
made  him  our 
greatest  modern 
dramatist.  Most 
poets  reveal  the 
fact  that  they 
are  born,  not 
made,  at  an  early 
period  of  their 
life.  There  are, 
of  course,  excep- 
tions in  every 
art,  but  they 
only  tend  to 
prove  the  rule. 

It  is  most 
essential  to  my 
mind  that 
parents  should, 
if  they  find  in 
their  children 
any  particular 
bent,  never 
check  it  by  en- 
deavouring to 
develop  their 
minds  in  any 
other  direction, 
but  encourage 
those  latent  ten- 
dencies. 

I  am  not  in 
favour  of  en- 
couraging indis- 
criminate ambi- 
tion   for    acting 

on  the  part  of  stage-struck  youths  when  there 
is  no  evident  talent.  Far  from  it !  But,  on 
the  other  hand,  where  there  is  a  decided 
gift,  why  discourage  or  destroy  it  ?  Acting  is 
as  good  as  any  other  calling.  It  has  its  draw- 
backs, but  it  has  its  advantages  as  well. 
It  stimulates  the  imagination,  and  calls  for 
the  exercise  of  every  natural  gift,  while  it  has 
for  its  reward  the  ministering  to  the  amuse- 
ment and  instruction  of  thousands.  As  I  have 
frequently  been  asked  by  inquisitive  acquain- 
tances and  correspondents,  chiefly  of  the  fair 
sex,  I  may  say  here  that  I  do  not  consider 
the  conditions  of  stage  life  more  injurious 
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than  those  of  other  professions  in  the  develop- 
ment of  the  moral  nature,  or  tending  to  the 
deterioration  of  the  finer  emotions. 

In  my  own  case  the  love  of  acting  showed 
itself  at  a  very  early  age  in  continually  pre- 
tending to  be  somebody  else,  and  at  eight 
or  ten  years  of  age  I  was  always  mimick- 
ing Mr.  Jones,  Mr.  Robinson,  and  other 
worthy  people  of  our  acquaintance.  Invari- 
ably such  histrionic  capacity  as  I  may- have 

had  took  the 
form  of  imita- 
tion, though  I 
cannot  say  that 
it  was  with  me 
a  sign  of  the 
sincerest  flattery, 
and  it  was  cer- 
tainly without 
an|y  intention 
towards  the 
stage.  The  desire 
and  facility  for 
mimicr}',  how- 
ever, only  lasted 
with 'me  until  I 
adopted  the 
stage  as  a  serious 
profession.  It 
is  a  curious 
psychological 
fact  that,  as  my 
capacities  for 
acting  deve- 
loped, so  the  gift 
of  mimicry  left 
me,  and  as  the 
demand  for 
originality  in- 
creased my  imi- 
tations deteri- 
orated. 

Among     my 
earliest  recollec- 
tions    of     bud- 
I    met    my  wife 
at     her    parents 


ding  theatricals  are  that 
at  the  age  of  twelve 
house.  It  was  there  that  I  enjoyed  and  they 
endured  my  first  experiences  of  amateur 
theatricals.  There  I  made  my  first  appear- 
ances as  Hamlet  and  Richard  III.  (shades  of 
Edmund  Kean  and  Irving !)  in  readings  and 
scenes  from  Shakespeare's  plays,  which  I 
edited  to  suit  myself. 

Dressed  in  a  motley  garb  of  remnants  and 
oddments  made  up  from  the  family  wardrobe, 
and,  to  crown  all,  with  the  borrowed  plumes 
of   my   future   wife's    mid- Victorian   hat,    I 

finished  my  youthful  career  as  an  amateur 
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desperado  by  taking  the  name  of  Hare,  which 
had  already  won  much  military  distinction  in 
the  person  of  a  relative  of  my  wife — Sir 
John  Hare. 

This  ultimate  change  of  name  from  Fairs 
to  Hare  was  in  accordance  with  that  ridi- 
culous affectation  and  fear  of  shocking  narrow- 
minded  family  prejudice  which  causes  the 
histrionic  aspirant  to  adopt  an  assumed  name. 
I  recollect  that  my  old  friend,  Mr.  J.  M.  Levy 
(the  father  of  Lx)rd  Burnham),  then  editor 
and  proprietor  of  the  Datly  Telegraphy  who 
showed  me  the  greatest  encouragement  in 
the  early  days  of  my  professional  life,  strongly 
advised  me  to  resume  my  own  name  when  I 
had  achieved  a  certain  position  in  my  pro- 
fession ;  but,  on  serious  reflection,  and  con- 
sidering that  I  had  borne  my  nom  de  theatre 
for  twelve  years,  I  thought  it  wiser  not  to 
bewilder  the  public  by  another  change.  Per- 
haps I  had  adopted 
my  pseudonym  the 
more  readily  when 
going  on  the  stage 
as  "  Hare  "  seemed 
to  me  a  good  name 
to  call  before  the 
curtain.  Nor  have 
I  since  found  any 
reason  to  regret  the 
change,  though  I 
was  not  then  aware 
of  the  amusing 
advantage  which 
would  be  taken  of 
it  subsequently  by 
those  of  my 
acquaintance,  and 
am  now  becoming 
resigned  to  my 
"  counterfeit  pre- 
sentment" as  a  hare 
wearing  "  a  pair  of 
spectacles."  His 
Majesty  the  King, 
in  more  than  one 
charming  souvenir 
with  which  he  has 
honoured  me,  has 
himself  humorously 
designed  me  in  this 
aspect. 

To  revert  to 
those  early  days, 
I  had  only  a  parti- 
ality for  the  strong- 
est tragedy  or  the 
bloodiest  melo- 
drama,    and     my 


favourite  attire  was  a  costume  chiefly  consisting 
of  improvised  buskins,  a  belt  full  of  daggers,  a 
mantle  or  rug  worn  like  a  Roman  toga,  and 
a  large  feathered  hat.  I  had  no  inclination  for 
comedy,  and  took  life  very  seriously.  Many 
an  evening  I  found  an  enthusiastic  audience 
to  welcome  me  in  the  persons  of  the  family, 
and  sometimes  in  the  presence  of  the  servants 
—the  gardener  and  the  cook,  I  gratefully 
remember,  being  amongst  my  warmest  sup- 
porters, even  if  the  butler  was  inclined  to  be 
a  trifle  supercilious. 

And,  looking  back  to  that  Theatre  Royal 
drawing-room,  with  its  stage  specially  erected 
and  built  by  me,  with  performances  which 
took  place  under  my  sole  and  responsible 
management,  I  think  I  can  safely  claim  to 
be  the  oldest  actor-manager  extant  without 
fear  of  denial. 

We  never  went  in  for  long   runs.      Each 
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production  was  for  one  night  only,  except 
when  sometimes  we  might  repeat  "  Hamlet " 
by  my  own  special  request.  "  To  be  or  not 
to  be  "  was  a  favourite  elocutionary  effort  of 
mine,  and  I  thought  I  had  fathomed  its 
philosophy.  And  the  same  mania  possessed 
me  during  my  early  school-life  to  appear  as 
Hamlet  and  Shylock  whenever  there  was 
sufficient  excuse,  such  as  occasional  enter- 
tainments, when  I  always  insisted  on  dressing 
and  making-up  for  the  parts.  This  is  an  im- 
portant branch  of  theatrical  art  to  which  I 
have  always  devoted  myself  and  of  which  I 
may  have  something  to  say  in  a  later  chapter. 

And  it  is  to  those  early  days  that  I  can 
look  back  to  my  wife's  help  and  companion- 
ship. Since  I  was  twelve  years  old  till  now 
she  has  always  been  my  best  friend  and  my 
keenest  critic.  How  could  I  help  but  suc- 
ceed? And  I  count  my  first  and  greatest 
success  as  my  engagement  to  her,  while  it 
has  been  the  longest  and  happiest  imaginable. 
I  recall  my  youthful  affection,  at  the  tender 
age  of  fourteen,  for  her;  and  how,  being 
unable  to  bear  the  separation  longer,  after 
running  away  from  school  to  pay  court  to  her, 
I  was  tracked  to  the  neighbourhood  by  a 
bloodhound  -  like  senior  master,  and  taken 
back  to  durance  vile  in  disgrace,  feeling  like 
an  escaped  and,  alas !  a  captured  convict. 
How  I  hated  that  master! 

It  was  at  the  age  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  that 
I  went  to  a  boarding-school  in  London,  and 
while  there  I  became  secretly  consumed 
with  a  passionate  desire  to  go  to  the  theatre. 
The  head  master  was  of  that  very  puritanical 
type  having  a  great  aversion  to  the  theatre, 
and,  indeed,  any  form  of  artistic  recreation. 
I  knew  permission  to  go  to  the  theatre  was 
altogether  Qut  of  the  question,  and  therefore, 
in  my  sorrow,  felt  inspired  to  invent  an 
aunt  living  in  Brixton,  who  from  time  to  time 
invited  me  to  spend  the  evening  with  her. 
To  this  imaginary  lady's  house  I  received 
sometimes  permission  to  repair  ;  but,  strangely 
enough,  I  never  arrived  farther  on  my 
journey  than  the  old  Princess's  Theatre,  in 
Oxford  Street,  where  I  was  an  engrossed 
spectator  of  many  of  those  wonderful  pro- 
ductions and  performances  of  Mr,  Charles 
Kean.  There,  sitting  in  the  upper  boxes, 
where  I  felt  safe  from  discovery  and  supremely 
satisfied  with  this  investment  of  my  pocket- 
money,  I  saw  many  of  his  finest  achievements, 
but,  alas  !  only  in  detachments.  As  the  hour 
struck  ten,  however  fascinating  and  engross- 
ing the  scene  might  be,  I  had  to  hurry  back, 
like  a  masculine  Cinderella,  but  with  far  too 
much  presence  of  mind  to  drop  a  shoe,  and 


sufficient  artfulness  to  present  my  imaginaxy 
aunt's  best  compliments  to  the  unsuspecting 
head  master  on  my  return  to  the  school. 

These  were  practically,  but  not  abso- 
lutely, my  first  visits  to  the  theatre,  as  years 
before  I  had  once  been  with  my  mother  to 
the  old  Theatre  Royal  at  Birmingham,  and 
learnt,  as  I  thought,  a  highly  moral  lesson  in 
witnessing  the  performance  of  "Fraud  and 
Its  Victims,"  its  title  and  locality  being 
subsequently  transferred  by  Boucicault  to 
"The  Streets  of  London." 

These  performances  of  Charles  Kean,  how- 
ever, must  have  had  a  great  influence  in  the 
moulding  of  my  mind,  and  a  powerful,    \i 
unconscious,    effect    upon    my    subsequent 
career.     "Louis  XL"  left  such  a  profound 
impression  upon  my  mind  and  memory  by 
the  magnetic  performance  of  Charles  Kean 
that,  although  I  saw  it  only  once,  I  remem- 
bered, and  do   remember  to  this  day,    the 
actual   words    of   certain    scenes,   and    still 
could  give,  I  think,  an  accurate  imitation  of 
th^  manner  in  which  they  were  delivered.    It 
was   like   having    a   photograph   taken    and 
indelibly  imprinted  upon  my  memory. 

Charles  Kean  spoke  through  his  nose — a 
habit  which  sometimes  caused  a  very  comical 
effect,  and  I  remember  vividly  amongst 
other  recollections  his  sudden  change  from 
hilarious  glee  to  hypocritical  sorrow  on 
hearing  of  the  death  of  Burgundy.  A  passage 
clings  to  me  as  I  recall  the  scene  and  the 
inimitable  way  in  which  Kean  changed  from 
gay  to  grave,  as  he  said  : — 

Share  we  the  spoils,  chevaliers  ! 

Now  to  horse  !  But  stay — the  noble  duke  is  dead.   .  . 

The  Court  will  wear  full  mourning  for  a  month  ! 

(The  last  word  he  pronounced  "  bunth,"  as 
though  suffering  from  a  cold  in  his  head.) 

Twenty  years  after  I  was  present  at 
Henry  Irving's  premiere  of  "  Louis  XL"  at 
the  Lyceum,  and  remembered  the  play  so 
thoroughly,  although  I  had  not  seen  or  read 
it  since,  that  I  even  detected  an  alteration  by 
Irving  in  the  text  of  a  certain  scene,  which  I 
afterwards  verified  by  buying  the  book. 

I  considered  "  Louis  XL"  one  of  Charles 
Kean's  finest  impersonations,  and  more 
striking  than  Henry  Irving's,  great  though 
the  latter's  was.  In  other  parts,  however, 
Irving  was  undoubtedly  a  better  actor,  and, 
indeed,  to  my  mind,  the  greatest  of  his 
generation.  "  Louis  XI."  was  a  character  I 
should  much  like  to  have  portrayed,  and 
might  have  done  so  had  not  Irving  strangled 
my  ambitions  by  his  own  superb  performance. 

Other  memorable  productions  and  per- 
formances I,  as  ^.tjiea^^c^^u^^|tnessed 


REMINISCENCES   AND   REFLECTIONS. 


367 


of  Charles  Kean  at  the  old  Princess's  were 
in  "The  Corsican  Brothers/'  "Henry  VIIL," 
"Richard  II."  and  "Henry  V."  (both  magnifi- 
cent productions),  and  his  great  Shylock  in 
"  The  Merchant  of  Venice."  He  was  always 
a  scholarly  actor,  if  not  invariably  suited  to 
the  parts  he  undertook,  and  never  failed  to 
give  a  most  intellectual  interpretation  of  the 
character  represented.  Charles  Kean  was 
more  suited  to  characters  of  the  older  type,  and 
did  not  shine  as 
Hamlet,  for  which 
he  was  physically 
unsuited.  His 
wife  always  sup- 
ported him  in  the 
principal  parts 
and  productions, 
but  I  have  no 
definite  recollec- 
tions of  anybody 
eke  in  the  casts, 
excellent  all 
round  though 
they  generally 
were.  Mrs.  Kean 
was  a  fine  actress, 
tall  and  statu- 
esque in  appear- 
ance, if  not  pre- 
cisely beautiful, 
and  worthily 
shared  with  her 
husband  the 
glories  of  that 
management. 

Those  Shake- 
spearean produc- 
tions at  the  old 
Princess'sTheatre 
were,  I  believe, 
the  commence- 
ment of  a  regime 
of  real  archaeo- 
logical or  anti- 
quarian art  in 
theatrical  pio 
ductions.  They 
were  among  the 
first  attempts  at 
putting  Shakespeare  on  the  stage  in  great 
pomp  and  circumstance,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  with  absolute  accuracy  of  detail. 
Charles  Kean's  illustration  of  the  entry 
of  Bolingbroke  into  London  in  "  Richard 
II."  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
amazing  scenes  ever  put  upon  the  stage. 
A  younger  generation  has  had  the  advan- 
tage of  witnessing    this  scene   wonderfully 
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illustrated    by  Mr.   Tree   at    His    Majesty's 
Theatre. 

Apropos  of  Kean,  I  may  here  recall  a 
severe  snub  and  shock  I  received  to  the 
youthful  enthusiasm  with  which  I  regarded 
that  great  and  dignified  actor.  At  this  time 
a  weekly  publication,  now  defunct,  but  of  the 
same  genre  as  Vanity  Fair,  was  wont  to  publish 
weekly  cartoons  described  as  "  Portraits  of 
Distinguished    Personages."      Much   to  my 

personal  satisfac- 
tion Charles 
Kean's  picture 
was  among  them, 
and  one  day  after 
school-hours,  in  a 
fit  of  enthusiastic 
admiration,  I  pro- 
duced his  portrait 
and  presented  it 
to  the  usually  un- 
approachable 
h  ead  m  as  ter. 
"  Have  you  seen, 
sir,  this  picture 
of  Mr.  Kean 
amongst  the  list 
of  distinguished 
personages  ?  "  I 
inquired  in  a  re- 
verential tone, 
whereupon  Mr. 
Pecksniff  looked 
down  upon  me 
with  a  chilling  air 
and,  regarding 
K  can's  picture 
with  contemptu- 
ous scorn,  said : 
"  Please  remem- 
ber, sir,  not  to 
describe  such 
persons  as  dis- 
tinguished, but 
notorious  I " 

This  was  my 
first  glimpse  into 
the  narrow- 
minded  view 
taken  of  the 
theatre  in  those  days,  and  is  a  fair  example  of 
the  puritanical  attitude  assumed  still,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  in  some  quarters  towards  an  art 
which  has  produced  a  Gar  rick,  a  Kean,  a 
Talma,  a  Rachel,  an  Irving,  and  many  dead 
and  living  celebrities  who  have  become  justly 
famous  by  the  greatness  of  their  art  and 
personality. 
Yet  Charles  Kean  had  little  doubt  himself 
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Hamlet,  he  came    to    the 


"  FLKASE   KEMBMBER,   blK,   NOT  lO   DESCRIBE   bUCH   PERSONS  AS   DISTINGUISHED] 
BUT    NOTORIOUS," 

as  to  being  distinguished,  as  I  happen  to  know,- 
having  employed  for  many  years  as  stage- 
manager  Mr.  R.  Cathcart  (to  me  always  a  de- 
voted and  loyal  friend),  who  served  his  novitiate 
with  Charles  Kean.  From  him  I  heard  many 
authentic  and  amusing  anecdotes  of  that 
actor-manager.  Once,  hearing  that  some  dis- 
tinguished person  had  been  a  member  of  his 
audience,  and  not  having  been  informed  of 
the  fact,  he  sent  for  his  acting  -  manager  in 
front  of  the  house  and  reproved  him  for  the 
oversight.  His  representative  excused  him 
self,  and  ended  by  saying  that  it  was  difficult 
to  know  what  Mr.  Kean  meant  by  "dis- 
tinguished." "Sir,"  said  Kean,  in  a  lordly 
and  magnificent  manner,  speaking  slowly, 
with  deep  dignity,  and  through  his  nose, 
"the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  is  a  dis 
tinguished  person  ;  Mr.  Gladstone  is  a 
distinguished  person  ;  /  am  a  distinguished 
person  ! " 

Another  story  of  Kean,  hitherto  unpub- 
lished, to  my  knowledge,  is  as  follows.  Kean 
was  a  very  nervous  man,  easily  upset  by 
any  mistake,  and  one   night,  when  playing 


Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks 
my  pate  across  ? 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  au»d 
blows  it  in  my  fece  ? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ? 

Getting  a  little  flustered 
for  some  reason  or  other, 
he  rendered  it  thus  :  — 
Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks 
^'"    i*^  ™y  P*^^  across  ? 

^i^n^ft  Plucks  off  my  beard,  tweaks 

^flU^L  me  by  the  nose, 

^^^^^V  And  blows  it  in  my  fii.ce. 

^^"^  Paralyzed   by  this    con- 

tretemps, Kean  then  sig- 
nalled for  the  curtain  to 
be  lowered  at  once,  amid 
the  amusement  of  the 
audience. 

I  never  met  Mr.  Kean 
ofT  the  stage,  though  I 
remember  often  seeing  a 
man  who  was  pointed  out 
to  me  as  his  costumier 
walking  up  and  down  out- 
side the  theatre.  I  would 
sometimes  follow  the  latter 
with  a  feeling  of  awe  and 
admiration,  when  I  con- 
sidered that  this  important- 
looking  personage  was 
wont  to  frequent  the 
presence-chamber  (I  didn't 
regard  it  then  as  only  a  dressing-room)  of  my 
theatrical  deity,  though  I  never  dared  to 
speak  to  him. 

From  ray  youth  up,  however,  I  was  never 
interested  in  the  private  lives  of  actors,  which, 
I  always  thought,  have — or  rather  should 
have — nothing  to  do  with  the  general  public. 
This  foisting  of  the  personality  and  private 
life  of  the  actor  upon  the  public  is  not,  I 
think,  conducive  to  the  successful  study  of 
his  art,  and  is  a  practice  which  should  not 
be  encouraged  by  either,  as  it  tends  to 
the  disillusionment  of  the  drama  and  the 
dramatis  personcB.  No  wonder  that  the  spirit 
of  respect,  almost  akin  to  reverence,  with 
which  a  serious  actor  was  regarded  in  the 
days  of  my  youth  has  now  passed  or  is 
quickly  passing  away  ! 

In  the  entr'actes  of  my  early  school-life  in 
Lx)ndon,  I  extended  my  theatrical  experiences 
by  ever-memorable  visits  to  the  old  Olympic, 
Adelphi,  and  Haymarket  Theatres  and  else- 
where. Among  my  most  vivid  recollections 
and  idols  of  worship  at  that  time  were  Rob- 
son,   Charles    Mathews,   Phelps,    Buckstone, 
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Webster,  Mme.  Celeste,  Compton,  Bouci- 
cault,  and  Mrs.  Stirling. 

The  great  little  Robson  impressed  me  as 
being  a  most  remarkable  actor,  and  still 
stands  out  in  my  memory  as  one  of  the 
finest  actors  I  have  ever  seen.  A  superb 
low  comedian,  he  had  yet  the  gift  of  pathos 
and  power  of  tragedy  so  deeply  grafted  and 
embedded  in  his  nature  that  he  was  able 
when  he  chose  to  reduce  an  audience  to  tears 
or  arouse  them  to  a  frenzy  of  enthusiasm 
which  could  only  have  been  achieved  by  a 
great  tragedian.  And  this,  it  must  be 
remembered,  was  all  done  through  the 
medium  of  burlesque. 

Robson's  performance  of  Medea  in  the 
parody  of  that  name  was  a  wonderful 
impersonation.  The  part  of  Medea  in  the 
tragedy  was  then  being  superbly  played  by 
Mme.  Ristori,  who  witnessed  Robson's 
burlesque  with  wonder  and  admiration.  In 
the  tragedy,  I  think,  Medea  is  asked  what 
she  would  do  should  she  find  Jason  had  ill- 
treated  her  children,  and  the  reply  suggests 
the  way  in  which  a  tigress  acts  when  robbed 
of  her  young. 


The  burlesque  version  runs  as  follows  : — 

Creusa  :  In  what  way  wouldst  thou  act  ? 

Medea  :  The  way  the  cat  jumps 

Upon  a  tender,  unsuspecting  mouse. 
Loose  in  a  pantry,  no  one  in  the  house, 
Nibbling  away,  with  confidence  unshaken, 
Eating  his  cheese  up  first,  to  save  his  bacon. 
She's  in  no  hurry  ;  with  dilating  eyes, 
And  undulating  tail,  she  crouching  lies 
Till  his  enjoyment's  crisis  he  is  at. 
Then  pounce  !     She  makes  a  spring  and  has  him 

"  pat ! " 
(Using  the  action  of  a  cat  tossing  a  »iouse  about.) 
To  a  short  game  of  pitch  and  toss  she  treats  him, 
Tears  him  to  pieces  slowly,  then — sc-runch — eats 
him  ! 

No  one  who  has  not  seen  Robson  and 
heard  him  deliver  this  apparently  puerile 
passage  can  imagine  the  amount  of  intensity 
he  put  into  its  enunciation  and  acting  possi- 
bilities. Starting  with  the  farcical  flippancy 
of  the  lines  until  ultimately  he  reached  a 
climax  of  positive  tragic  genius,  which  thrilled 
the  audience  by  the  vraisemblance  of  his 
acting  and  personal  magnetism,  one  might 
imagine  one  saw  the  cat  crouching  like  a 
tiger  at  the  crisis,  and  literally  tearing  the 
mouse  limb  from  limb   at  the  close.     The 
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only  effects  I  have  ever  seen  to  equal  it, 
strange  though  the  comparisons  may  seem, 
were  Salvini's  great  effort  as  Othello  in  the 
scene  where  he  turns  on  lago,  and  Henry 
Irving  in  his  ever-memorable  impersonation 
of  the  conscience-stricken  burgomaster  in 
"The    Bells." 

Again,  in  "  Masaniello "  at  the  Olympic 
Theatre,  Robson,  as  the  revolutionary,  thrilled 
old  playgoers  one  moment,  making  them 
roar  with  uncontrollable  laughter  the  next. 
How  is  it  possible  to  describe  to  the  younger 
generation  in  cold  ink  the  effect  he  created 
by  his  melodramatic  enunciation  of  the  open- 
ing line  on  his  appearance  :  "  They've  done 
it  now!  They've  put  a 
tax  on— winkles  !  " 

And  to  return  to  the 
old  Haymarket  Theatre, 
wko  that  has  once  seen 
and  heard  the  incompar- 
able Charles  Mathews  can 
ever  forget  the  charm 
and  buoyancy  of  his  pure 
comedy  ?  His  acting  was 
like  a  light  souffle^  and  by 
his  charming  personality 
he  always  conveyed  the 
innate  suggestion  of  a 
perfect  gentleman.  One 
was  bound  to  admire  and 
like  him  without  knowing 
why — even  before  his  ap- 
pearance on  the  stage,  for 
his  voice,  like  his  reputa- 
tion, preceded  him.  And 
the  familiar  sound  of 
Charles  Mathews  saying 
in  the  wings,  prior  to  his 
appearance  on  the  stage, 
"  Don't  you  trouble  !  Til 
show  myself  in  !  I  know 
the  way  ! "  hardly  ever 
failed  to  bring  the  house  down,  ensuring  him 
a  right  royal  reception. 

And  so  with  Buckstone,  whose  richly 
comic  gifts  of  voice  elicited  loud  shouts  of 
welcome  before  he  himself  appeared  on  the 
stage.  Perhaps  in  some  cases  personality 
was  apt  to  be  overrated  and  take  precedence 
to  their  art.  But  what  personality !  And 
what  art ! 

Alfred  VVigan  was  another  great  favourite 
of  other  days,  and  I  remember  as  though  it 
were  yesterday  his  appearance  in  the  \xCi^-rdle 
of  a  play  called  "  The  Poor  Nobleman,"  in 
which  he  played  the  part  of  a  broken-down 
French  marquess  with  consummate  charm 
and  elaboration  of  detail.     Great,  however, 
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was  my  surprise  some  years  after,  when  in 
Paris,  to  witness  a  revival  of  "Le  Pauvre 
Gentilhomme,"  and  recognise  in  the  leading 
actor,  Lafontaine,  the  model  of  Wigan's 
wonderful  impersonation.  The  play  had 
been  obviously  borrowed  and  adapted  with- 
out acknowledgment  to  either  author  or 
actor.  Such  were  the  morals  of  playwrights 
and  actors  of  the  early  'sixties !  I  shall  have 
something  to  say  later  as  to  the  influence 
French  acting  in  general,  and  the  Com^die 
Fran9aise  in  particular,  has  had  on  English 
acting,  including  my  own.  To  revert  to 
Wigan  for  a  moment — little  did  I  think  in 
those  days  that  he  would  go  out  of  his  way 
in  after  years  to  congratu- 
late me  on  one  of  my 
own  performances,  at  the 
thought  of  which  I  still 
feel  a  pardonable  pride. 

Soon  came  a  change  of 
venue  so  far  as  I  was 
personally  concerned.  My 
parents  being  both  dead 
then,  I  was  placed  under 
the  guardianship  of  an 
uncle,  who  lived  in  Che- 
shire, and  was  sent  to 
Giggleswick  Grammar 
School,  of  which  Mr.  J.  R. 
Blakiston  was  head  master. 
There  was  no  local  theatre 
within  range  even  of  an 
incorrigible  and  enter- 
prising truant  like  myself 
(Leeds  was  too  far  away), 
and  at  the  time  of  my 
advent  there,  about  the 
age  of  fifteen,  I  had  no 
thoughts  of  the  stage.  A 
comparative  calm  had 
come  over  me,  and  I  had 
lost  all  interest  temporarily 
in  the  theatre.  I  was  devoting  my  time  to 
studying  for  an  appointment  in  the  Civil 
Service.  After  "cramming"  laboriously  for 
a  couple  of  years,  relaxation  came  as  a 
welcome  relief.  Some  theatrical  perform- 
ances were  being  got  up  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, at  the  private  house  of  a  gentleman, 
called  Birkbeck.  The  play  chosen  was 
"A  Scrap  of  Paper,"  and  I  was  asked  to 
undertake  the  part  of  a  footman.  I  gladly 
undertook  this  little  task,  but  during  re- 
hearsals very  soon  discovered  that  my  com- 
panions had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  acting 
or  conducting  the  management  of  the  stage. 
I  found  the  latter  gradually  devolving  on 
myself,  and  it  was  then  that  I  first  discovered 
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my  aptitude  for  stage  -  management,   which  and  quite  unsettled  me  for  the  work  in  which 

has  always  been  a  part  of   my  art  to  which  I  was  engaged.     It  was,  therefore,  with  feel- 

I    have    been    singularly  devoted,   and    to  ings  of  the  greatest  gratification  that  I  listened 

which,  also,  I  should  like  to  refer  again.  to  my  old  friend  and  tutor's  advice.    He  told 


The  day  before  the  per- 
formance was  fixed  the  chief 
actor  fell  ill,  and  I  was 
requested  to  undertake  the 
principal  part,  which  is  now 
better  known  as  Colonel 
Blake,  in  Palgrave  Simp- 
son's adaptation  from  the 
French  of  Sardou.  (This 
was  a  play  which  I  was 
afterwards  destined  to  pro- 
duce in  later  years  at  the 
St.  James's  Theatre — now 
so  admirably  managed  by 
my  friend,  George  Alex- 
ander.) That  part  gave  me 
my  first  opportunity  of  test- 
ing and  taxing  my  powers  of 
memory,  for  I  studied  this 
enormously  long  part  during 
the  night,  and  rehearsed  it 
letter  or  word-perfect  the 
next  morning.  I  must  con- 
fess that  I  achieved  a  tre- 
mendous success  in  an 
amateur  way,  and  that  gave 
me  my  first  taste  of  blood !  When  subsequently 
invited  to  take  control  of  some  theatrical 
performances  at  the  Town  Hall,  Settle,  in 
Yorkshire,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Lancashire 
Operatives'  Fund,  with  the 
greatest  modesty  I  cast 
myself  for  the  three  most 
important  parts  in  three 
different  plays.  These 
were  Beauseant,  in  the 
burlesque  of  "The  Lady 
of  Lyons " ;  Plumper,  in 
**  Cool  as  a  Cucumber "  ; 
and  Box,  in  "Box  and 
Cox,"  in  all  of  which  I 
achieved  very  great  success. 
This  was  due,  however,  not 
to  any  particular  or  innate 
merit  on  my  own  part,  but 
to  the  fact  that  I  succeeded 
in  giving  more  or  less  good 
imitations  of  Charles 
Mathews,  John  Clarke,  and 
J.  B.  Buckstone.  But  my 
audience  didn't  know  this  ; 
and  I  don't  think  I  told 
them. 

This  success  determined 
me   on    my   future    career 
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me  with  all  seriousness  that, 
in  his  opinion,  my  bent  for 
the  stage  was  so  marked 
that  he  felt  it  his  duty  to 
recommend  no  obstacles 
should  be  placed  in  my 
way:  on  the  contrary,  that 
every  facility  should  be 
afforded  me  for  adopting  it 
as  a  profession. 

This  advice  having  met 
with  the  approval  of  the 
authorities,  steps  were  then 
taken  to  ascertain  the  best 
auspices  under  which  I 
could  commence  my  theatri- 
cal training.  At  that  time 
there  was  no  school  of 
dramatic  art  to  which  the 
young  tyro  could  turn  for 
assistance,  and  entry  into 
the  profession  itself,  un- 
aided and  unarmed,  being 
both  difficult  and  unwise, 
it  was  decided  to  select 
some  actor  of  distinction 
who  could  give  me  the  necessary  tuition 
and  provide  me  with  a  certain  amount 
of  technique  before  embarking  upon  a 
voyage  with  so  vague  a  destination. 

To  my  good  fortune 
the  selection  fell  on 
Mr.  Leigh  Murray,  one  of 
the  most  refined  and  artis- 
tic actors  on  the  English 
stage,  to  whom  I  owe  more 
than  I  can  ever  acknow- 
ledge for  the  inculcation  of 
an  appreciation  of  the 
finesse  and  possibilities  of 
the  art  I  have  practised  to 
the  best  of  my  ability  for 
nearly  half  a  century. 

I  was  about  nineteen 
years  of  age  at  that  time, 
and,  my  future  career  being 
settled  to  my  entire  satisfac- 
tion, I  left  Giggleswick  and 
came  to  London.  My  first 
introduction  to  that  remark- 
able man,  Leigh  Murray, 
remains  for  ever  in  my 
memory.  At  the  time  I 
speak  of  he  was  a  great 
invalid,  and  had  for  some 
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time  previously  been  unable  to  appear  in  his 
professional  capacity,  while  it  was  with  feelings 
of  the  greatest  veneration  and  hero-worship 
that  I  looked  forward  to  my  first  interview. 
This  took  place  at  his  lodgings  in  the 
Blackfriars  Bridge  Road,  where  I  found  my 
way  on  that  fateful  morning  with  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  nervous  anxiety  and 
trepidation.  Murray  was  then  in  straitened 
circumstances,  and  his  home  was  of  the  most 
modest  description.  I  was  shown  up  to  the 
second  floor,  and  found  him  in  a  room  poorly 
furnished  but  scrupulously  clean.  He  was  in 
bed,  while  on  the  table  beside  him  books  and 


and  made  me  equally  unconscious  of  them. 
There  was  nothing  bumptious  about  his 
manner,  but  he  made  me  feel  at  once  that 
I  was  in  the  presence  of  a  great  gentleman. 
The  poverfy  of  his  surroundings  escaped  me 
in  the  overwhelming  dignity  and  personality 
of  the  man. 

It  is  impossible  to  record  the  immense 
advantage  derived  from  Murray's  influence,  for 
it  was  not  the  ordinary  tuition  of  a  dramatic 
coach  1  received,  but  marvellous  and  most 
lucid  hints  on  acting — what  to  do,  and,  still 
more,  what  not  to  do,  the  outcome  of  long 
and  delightful    talks   on  things  and  persons 


[   NOW   RECALL   WITH   A  SMILE   A    PICTURE  OF   MVSELF   STANDING   AT  THE   FOOT  OK    HIS   BED   PLAYING  THE  PART 
OF   TOUCHSTONE   IN    '  AS  YOU    LIKE   IT,'   IN    PRIVATE  COSTUME.  " 


papers  were  scattered  in  artistic  disorder, 
crowned  by  a  jampot  of  tobacco,  and  at  his 
side  as  sceptre  lay  a  short  clay  pipe.  There 
was  then  in  his  appearance  no  trace  of  that 
unfortunate  failing  which  manifested  itself 
later,  when  he  became  a  constant  martyr  to 
asthma. 

In  spite  of  his  environment,  I  shall  never 
forget  my  impressions  of  the  extraordinary 
dignity  with  which  he  received  me,  inspiring 
an  immediate  and  profound  respect.  I  might  * 
have  been  standing  at  the  couch  of  a  sultan 
or  attending  a  royal  reception,  for  he  was 
quite  oblivious  of  his  humble  surroundings 


theatrical,  past  and  present.  At  the  same 
time  there  were,  of  course,  certain  parts 
which  I  learnt  and  rehearsed  before  bim,  and 
I  now  recall  with  a  smile  a  picture  of  myself 
standing  at  the  foot  of  his  bed  playing  the 
part  of  Touchstone  in  "  As  You  Like  It,"  in 
private  costume.  I  may  say  (though  I  shall 
doubtless  be  condemned  for  doing  so)  I 
have  always  considered  this  part  unduly  over- 
rated, and,  although  I  share  with  every 
Englishman  a  profound  reverence  for  the 
genius  of  our  great  national  poet  and  dramatist, 
I  am  bound  to  say  that  I  consider  some  of 
his  clowns  to  be  very  dull  dogs  indeed ! 


(To  be  conii lined.) 
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By  C.  C.   ANDREWS. 


HE  setting  sun,  streaming  over 
the  chateau  upon  the  hill, 
poured  down  a  flood  of  light 
so  fierce  and  red  that  it  turned 
its  grey  face  crimson.  All  the 
many  windows  in  the  broad 
facade  so  glowed  and  shone  that  it  seemed 
as  though  the  whole  vast  building  were  full 
of  pent-up  fire,  which  must  burst  presently 
into  flame.  Perhaps  the  stone-breaker  seated 
on  the  heap  beside  the  road,  his  wooden 
shoes  buried  in  the  border  of  rank  grass,  his 
yellow  cap  as  much  too  small  for  his  touzled 
head  as  his  blue  blouse  was  too  large  for  his 
meagre  body — perhaps  the  stone-breaker,  as 
he  turned  his  dazzled  eyes  that  way,  thought 
as  much.  Had  he  done  so  it  would  have 
been  a  natural  enough  flight  of  fancy,  since, 
in  the  last  few  months,  more  than  one  great 
house  of  France — proud  and  stately  homes 
of  proud  and  stately  owners— had  blazed  to 
heaps  of  desolation  and  ruin.  But  not 
ijfiany,  for  though  at  this  time  old  Foulon 
the  execrated  had  been  hanged  shrieking  in 
the  streets  of  Paris,  a  bunch  of  grass  thrust 
with  savage  mockery  into  his  torn  and  bleed- 
ing mouth,  the  Bastille  still  stood,  Louis  the 
Dullard  still  sat  upon  the  doomed  throne 
that  he  scarce  knew  was  quaking,  and  the 
days  of  the  Terror,  though  coming  swift  and 
sure,  were  not  yet. 

The  road,  skirting  the  grounds  of  the 
chateau,  ran  close  to  the  wood,  so  close  that 
the  stone-breaker  and  his  heap  were  upon  its 
very  edge.  In  the  act  of  rubbing  his  hot 
forehead  with  the  frowsy  yellow  cap,  he 
paused  and  turned  his  head  with  an  alert 
gesture,  listening,  his  eyes  upon  the  point 
where  a  path  ran  out  from  among  the  trees. 
Somewhere  in  their  green  shadows  a  twig 
had  snapped  and  trodden  bracken  rustled  ; 
he  knew  the  advancing  step.  Young  Raoul 
I^val,  son  and  successor  of  Henri  Laval,  the 
rich  silk  merchant  of  Rouen,  was  prodigal 
both  of  silver  pieces  and  pleasant  words. 
The  stone-breaker  to  day  received  both,  and 
muttered  hoarse-toned  thanks  as  he  stowed 
away   the  coin.     Young    Laval,    handsome, 


sun-tanned,  dark-eyed,  straight  and  broad- 
shouldered  in  his  sober-coloured  suit,  went 
on,  holding  his  head  high.  The  road,  run- 
ning one  way  past  the  great  gates  of  the 
chateau,  ran  the  other  past  a  wicket  set  in  a 
low  wall,  beyond  which,  on  a  great  sweep  of 
shaven  lawn,  peacocks  strutted  about  a  stone 
fountam  and  a  sundial,  and  trees,  clipped 
into  fantastic  shapes  of  bird  and  beast,  cast 
their  shadows  on  the  grass.  It  was  here  that 
he  loitered,  walking  slowly,  for  Mile.  Valerie, 
sitting  on  the  bench  beside  the  fountain  or 
pacing  the  lawn  as  she  mused  or  studied  her 
book,  was  pleased  sometimes  to  vouchsafe 
him  a  smile. 

Rarely  more  than  a  smile  and  a  daintily 
haughty  bend  of  a  golden  head,  though 
sometimes  a  word  of  greeting  went  with 
them.  But  once,  at  least,  it  had  been  more. 
A  lonely  part  of  the  road,  a  screaming 
waiting- woman,  and  a  huge  hairy  peasant, 
who  threatened  and  begged  together,  had 
been  the  occasion.  A  blow  had  sent  the 
fellow  flying,  and  mademoiselle  had  con- 
descended to  be  gracious  in  thanks.  So 
gracious  that  he  had  been  permitted  to 
walk  at  her  side  to  the  wicket  in  the  wall, 
where,  as  it  chanced,  her  father,  the  Comte 
de  Charlevaux,  waited.  Listening,  tapping 
the  lid  of  the  jewelled  snuff-box  he  carried 
with  his  delicate  fingers,  his  eyes,  serene, 
indulgent,  tolerant,  careless,  turned  in  a 
moment,  with  precisely  the  same  expression, 
to  the  dog  that  thrust  its  nose  into  his  hand. 
But  Mile.  Valerie,  turning  to  smile  as  she 
was  led  away,  had  looked  with  eyes  that  saw 
a  man. 

But  for  this  happening  it  may  have  been 
that  young  Laval  would  not  have  lingered  on 
in  the  square,  bare  white  house  on  the  rise 
beyond  the  wood  in  which  he  had  been  born, 
and  Mfere  Toinette,  its  custodian  and  care- 
.  taker,  reluctantly  forced  to  wait  upon  him, 
and  Louis  Laval,  his  uncle  and  partner  in 
Rouen,  would  not,  in  their  different  ways, 
have  been  indignant,  ejaculatory,  and  wonder- 
ing— as  the  one  waited  for  him  to  depart  and 
the  other  to  return.     If  Mile.  Valerie   had 
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never  smiled He  stepped  a  pace  back 

into  the  shade  of  the  trees,  flushed,  and 
with  a  sharply  quickened  heart,  as  he  saw 
her  coming. 

His  first  glance  had  realized  only  her 
presence;  his  second,  telling  him  that  she 
was  not  alone,  told  him  also  who  was  doubt- 
less her  companion — he  had  heard  of  the 
visitor  who  stayed  at  the  chateau — made- 
moiselle's cousin,  Vicomte  St.  Arnaud— this 
dandy,  curled  and  laced,  who  stepped  at  her 
side  so  superfine  and 
courtly,  could  be  no  other. 
M^re  Toinette,  voluble, 
primed  with  village  gossip, 
had  declared  that  M.  the 
Comte  was  pleased  to  find 
his  daughter  a  husband, 
and  Raoul,  listening,  had 
set  his  teeth.  .  He  set  them 
again  now  as  he  watched 
the  approach  of  the  two, 
knowing  that  neither  saw 
him  standing  there  —  the 
man  talking,  eager,  anima- 
ted;  the  girl  with  golden 
head  drooping  indifferently 
and  absent  eyes  looking 
away.  So  they  came  on. 
Then,  on  a  sudden,  moving 
nearer,  the  Vicomte  had 
thrown  an  arm  about  her 
waist,  holding  her,  and  she, 
striving  vainly  to  release 
herself,  had  uttered  an 
angry  cry.  The  next 
moment  St.  Amaud,  caught 
by  the  collar,  jerked  away, 
and  thrown  off,  stumbled 
forward  a  pace  or  two,  stag- 
gered on  the  grass -fringed 
edge  of  the  ditch  beside 
the  road,  and  over-balanced 
into  it.  Mile.  Valerie  stared 
bewildered,  her  delicate 
little  white  -  rose  face  all 
pink  with  wonder  at  the 
suddenness  of  this  collapse, 
as  young  Laval,  with  air  as 
cool  as  his  heart  was  hot, 
bowed  low  to  her. 

"I  entreat  your  pardon, 
mademoiselle.  I  fear  my 
roughness  alarmed  you." 

"  M.  Laval ! "  she  stam- 
mered. Then  she  recovered 
herself  and  her  fluttered 
dignity  ;  she  flung  a  glance 
at  the  ditch  under  lowered 


lids  and  glanced  away  with  tilted  chin. 
"No,  monsieur,  I  am  not  alarmed.  And 
I  thank  you  that  by  an  arrival  so  oppjor- 
tune  you  spare  me  annoyance,"  she  said, 
calmly. 

"It  is  I  who  am  grateful  for  my  good 
fortune,  mademoiselle." 

The  Vicomte  was  struggling  out  of  the 
ditch.  Though  almost  dry,  it  had  not 
improved  his  bravery ;  his  ruffles  were  mud- 
stained  ;  twigs  and  dead  leaves  clung  to   his 


*' HE  STAGGERED  ON   THE  GRASS-KKIN(;ED   EUGE  OK   THE   DITCH    BESIDE  THB   KOAD 
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coat  of  peach  velvet.  Erect,  he  glared, 
gasping  with  wrath. 

"Who  are  you,  rascal?"  he  stormed. 
"  How  dare  you  lay  hands  upon  me,  villain  ? 
By  Heaven,  had  I  my  sword " 

"I  am  Raoul  I^val.  I  beg  M.  the 
Vicomte  to  receive  the  assurance  that  I  am 
quite  unworthy  of  the  honour  of  fighting 
him." 

"  Fight ! "  St.  Arnaud  ejaculated.  "Fight ! 
Fight  you  ?  "  He  spluttered  with  rage.  "  I — 
I — had  sooner  whip  you,  sirrah  !  It  is  well 
for  you  that  a  geritleman  does  not  choose  to 
flc^  all  base-bom  curs  that  snap  at  him  !  It 
would  be " 

"Indiscreet.  Some  bite.  For  myself  I 
flog  nothing,  not  even  the  veriest  puppy,  in 
the  presence  of  mademoiselle."  Young 
Laval  swept  another  bow — he  had  a  trick  of 
fine  manners.  "  And  for  the  ditch,  monsieur, 
believe  me,  I  much  regret " 

"  Regret ! "  the  Vicomte  snarled. 

"That  it  was  not  deeper,"  finished  the 
other,  blandly.  ' 

He  turned  at  an  exclamation  from  the 
girl ;  the  Comte  de  Charlevaux  was  at  the 
wicket  in  the  low  wall ;  he  came  stepping,  as 
he  did  always,  with  a  very  great  dignity, 
though  halting — one  of  his  legs  was  stiffened 
from  an  old  wound.  He  was  a  little  man, 
slim  and  slight,  his  tall  periwig  scarce 
reaching  above  the  level  of  his  daughter's 
golden  head;  in  his  white-skinned,  fine-cut 
Sice,  with  a  delicate  withered  pink  in  the 
cheeks,  there  was  something  of  her  beauty. 
He  looked  at  the  group  with  raised  eyebrows 
and  a  faint  satiric  smile — it  may  be  that  he 
had  watched  from  the  wicket.  She,  answer- 
ing the  glance,  spoke  as  though  she  knew  it. 

"  As  you  p)erceive,  father,  I  have  again  to 
thank  M.  Laval  for  saving  me  from  annoy- 
ance. And  you  will  be  pleased  to  tell  my 
cousin  Maxime  that  he  has  yet  to  learn  the 
behaviour  that  befits  him  with  a  lady  and  his 
'kinswoman  ! " 

Her  eyes  ignored  the  Vicomte  ;  she  swept 
imperiously  through  the  gate,  and  vanished 
with  a  rustle  of  stiff  brocade  and  a  tap  of 
high- heeled  shoes.  It  was  common  know- 
ledge that  the  Comte  adored  his  daughter. 
His  eyes,  bright  and  blue  as  her  own,  made 
play  between  the  two  men ;  he  tapped  his 
snuff-box  lid,  inhaling  a  pinch  deliberately, 
and  smiled  again. 

"You  make  but  an  awkward  wooer,  it 
would  seem,  nephew  ? "  he  suggested, 
suavely.  He  had  a  voice  extraordinarily 
sweet     "  You  have  been  rude — yes  ?  " 

"  Rude !  "  St.  Arnaud  echoed.  He  laughed 


and  shrugged.  "  Faith,  monsieur,  as  my 
cousin  is  pretty  enough  to  tempt  a  kiss,  she 
should  be  wise  enough  to  endure  it  from  the 
man  who  is  to  be  her  husband.  It  seems 
that  the  veil  may  rather  suit  her  taste  than  a 
wedding-ring  !  And  for  this  fellow,  it  would 
be  well  if  you  could  order  him  a  whipping." 

He  stalked  through  the  wicket,  brushing 
the  leaves  from  his  velvet  sleeve.  The  Comte 
inhaled  a  second  pinch,  flirting  his  delicate 
fingers  daintily. 

"He  is  ruffled,  my  nephew — I  scarce 
wonder-^a  ditch  ill  suits  his  dignity."  He, 
too,  laughed  a  little,  indolently.  "  A  whip- 
ping— yes?  In  truth,  M.  Raoul  Laval,  I 
think »  you  would  certainly  have  been 
whipped  had  you  chanced  to  be  bom 
within  my  seigneury  !  " 

"  I  congratulate  myself— and  M,  the  Comte 
— that  it  is  not  so." 

"Yourself,  yes;  it  is  understood  But ?" 

His  pause  interrogated. 

"  I  think  M.  the  Comte  would  not  have 
whipped  me  twice,"  young  Laval  explained, 
calmly,  his  hands  behind  him.  "And  I 
have  heard  that  he  does  not  favour  the  whip 
or  any  other  cmelty." 

"  Ha ! "  the  Comte  ejaculated.  He 
paused.  "  Why,  that  is  so,  my  friend,"  he 
said,  slowly.  "  To  beat,  to  starve,  to  maim, 
to  make  the  wretched  more  wretched — bah  ! 
it  is  the  pleasure  of  the  savage,  that.  It 
fails  to  amuse  me — I  am  humane,  therefore, 
as  those  who  know  me  know.  What  then  ? 
Receive  the  assurance  that  it  will  avail  me 
nothing  should  the  Jacquerie  tum  their 
strength  my  way — as  may  happen — who  can 
tell  ?  I  am  of  the  noblesse — it  is  enough." 
He  shrugged,  and  returned  the  box  to  his 
pocket — the  gesture  supremely  indifferent 
and  proud ;  he  would  have  stood  upon  the 
scaffold  so,  and  hardly  deigned  a  glance  at  a 
knife  held  to  his  throat.  "So  you  would 
have  hanged  for  my  killing — yes  ?  " 

"  Most  willingly,  monsieur — had  vou  beaten 
me." 

"  Ha !  "  the  Comte  repeated.  He  turned 
away.  "  I  felicitate  you,  M.  Laval,'*  he 
dropped  over  his  shouider.  "  You  live  in  a 
happy  hour,  when  those  who  should  know 
declare  that  France  stands  upon  the  thresh- 
old of  a  new  regime,  and  that  the  day  of  the 
people — your  day— is  fast  coming  !  " 

"  Though  it  arrives  to-morrow,  M.  the 
Comte,  it  comes  all  too  late  for  me,"  the 
young  man  answered  quietly. 

He  stood  looking  after  the  little  erect, 
slim  figure,  and  perhaps  shut  his  teeth  upon 
a  groan,  being  passionate  and  young.     What 
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did  it  avail  him  that  the  chateau,  for  all  its 
brave  front  and  show  of  state,  drifted  fast  to 
poverty  while  the  house  of  Laval  grew  daily 
richer  and  more  rich,  or  that  Mile.  Valerie 
had  smiled  and  looked  with  eyes  that 
acknowledged  a  man  —him,  sprung  of  the 
people,  to  her  but  little  removed  from  the 
peasantry,  upon  whom  those  of  her  class  were 
wont  to  set  their  careless  and  disdainful 
heel?  He  went  slowly  homeward  through 
the  wood  to  the  square,  bare  house  of  his 
birth,  to  find  waiting  there  a  letter  from 
Uncle  Louis  Laval  at  Rouen — a  letter  urgent 
and  peremptory,  demanding  his  return. 
Sitting  over  the  supper  which  Mfere  Toinette 
set  ungraciously  before  him,  he  resolved  that 
he  would  go,  and,  brooding  heavily  after- 
wards when  the  old  woman  had  withdrawn 
to  bed  and  all  the  solitary  house  was  quiet, 
fell,  unknowing,  asleep  in  his  great  high- 
backed  chair  beside  the  fire.  He  awoke  to 
find  it  smouldered  to  grey  ashes,  the  candles 
burnt  out,  and  the  room  full  of  the  pale  light 
of  the  barely-breaking  day.  It  was  as  he  got 
upon  his  feet,  vaguely  wondering  whether  a 
certain  sound  of  knocking  were  real  or  the 
confused  fragment  of  a  dream — a  dream  in 
which  his  name  had  been  called  eagerly, 
urgently — that  it  came  again,  sharp,  insistent, 
upon  the  panels  of  the  door.  He  went  to  it, 
fumbling  clumsily  with  bolts  and  bars,  still 
drowsy  with  sleep,  flung  it  open,  and  fell 
back  with  a  great  cry. 

Mile.  Valerie  faced  him  on  the  threshold. 
With  jewels  shining  upon  her  white  neck  and 
in  her  fallen,  disordered  golden  hair,  over 
which  the  hood  of  a  cloak  was  dragged  all 
awry  ;  with  her  dress  torn  and  soiled  by  the 
brambles  through  which  she  had  forced  her 
way,  and  that  still  clung  about  it ;  with  the 
wildest  distraction  in  her  look  and  manner, 
she  stood  there  breathless,  and  white  as 
the  dawn.  As  he  cried  out  her  name  she 
reeled  and  caught  his  arm. 

"  M.  Laval  ! '  she  gasped.  And  then, 
"The  chateau!" 

"The  chateau?" 

She  pointed  to  the  wood.  Beyond  the 
dark  mass  of  its  trees,  widening,  rising, 
deepening,  a  red  haze  grew  redder  against 
the  pale  horizon,  quenching  the  coming 
sunrise  with  a  firier  blaze.  looking,  he 
understood.  There  was  no  need  to  hear  her 
panted  sentences  of  the  frantic  mob  that 
sang  and  danced  and  howled  as  it  tore  and 
sacked  and  ravaged  with  the  insensate  fury  of 
demons  mad  and  ripe  for  maddest  murder ; 
of  servants  overpowered ;  of  escape  by  a 
secret  way  and  flight  for  bare  life  from  the 


home  that  flamed  behind  her — such  a  story 
was  to  be  common  in  France  before  the 
coming  Terror  waned,  and  scores  of  such  fires 
were  to  redden  the  sky.  Listening,  his  heart 
sang.  Panic-stricken,  she  had  thought  of 
him ;  flying,  she  had  fled  to  him — even  as 
shame  gripped  him  he  drank  the  moment's 
triumph,  meeting  her  eyes,  feeling  her  cling- 
ing hands.  It  passed — she  was  brought  no 
nearer ;  he  was  Raoul  Laval,  silk  merchant — 
she,  Valerie  de  Charlevaux.  He  looked  at 
her,  seeing  a  helpless  child,  who  was  yet 
the  impossible,  unreachable  goddess  of  the 
chateau,  and  showed  her  his  young  face 
suddenly  old. 

"Your  father,  mademoiselle?"  he  asked, 
simply.     "  He  came  with  you  ?  " 

Yes,  she  answered,  quickly,  but  only  for 
her  sake.  But  for  her  he  would  have 
remained  and  met  the  fate  of  his  friend  and 
kinsman,  the  Marquess  de  Versac,  who,  a 
bare  month  before,  facing  unarmed  the 
rabble  who  attacked  his  house,  had  fallen, 
hacked  and  pierced  by  a  score  of  wounds, 
dead  in  his  own  great  hall — Laval  had  heard 
the  story.  Panting  it  out  now,  and  recover- 
ing something  of  self-control,  she  let  his 
clutched  arm  go. 

"He  is  hurt,"  she  said,  hurriedly.  "He 
fell  —his  wounded  leg  is  weak  ;  he  stumbled 
in  the  wood ;  I  could  not  raise  him,  and  in 
the  dark  I  could  not  find  the  path ;  we  were 
forced  to  lie  hidden  and  wait  for  the  dawn. 
M.  St.  Arnaud  ?     I  do  not  know  ;  I  have  not 

seen— I  fear !     He  is  a  soldier,  and  of 

our  blood.     But,  M.  Laval,  as  to  my  father. 
He " 

She  broke  off;  the  Comte  had  appeared 
from  the  wood.  Halting  painfully  upon  his 
lame  leg,  haggard  and  dishevelled,  he  yet 
held  himself  with  an  extraordinary  dignity. 
He  stopped  as  the  other  hurried  to  him; 
perhaps  no  man  ever  made  a  prouder  gesture 
than  the  bow  with  which  he  greeted  him. 

"  I  am  your  suppliant,  M.  Laval.  I  beg 
that  your  house,  for  a  few  hours,  will  give 
shelter  to  mademoiselle.  For  myself  I  do 
not  ask  it — indeed,  it  may  well  be  that  to 
harbour  me  might  expose  you  to  some 
danger."  He  glanced  at  his  daughter.  "  You 
comprehend  that  it  would  have  better  pleased 
me  to  remain,  but  perceive  also  that  a  man 
must  sometimes  force  himself  to  play  the 
coward — yes  ?  "  he  said,  smiling. 

"  I  rejoice  that  mademoiselle  is  so  happily 
unharmed.  And  I  and  my  house  are  equally 
at  the  service  of  M.  the  Comte.  Pray  lean 
on  me,"  I^val  answered,  quietly. 

He  supported   him  in,  seated  him  in  a 
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chair  by  the  hearth  beside  which  Valerie 
crouched  shivering,  blew  the  dying  embers 
into  life  again,  and  brought  out  wine.  Then 
he  ran  up  to  the  door  of  M^re  Toinette. 
The  old  woman  was  acid  of  temper  and 
sharp  of  tongue,  but  in  her  heart  she  adored 
the  master  who  had  been  her  nursling,  and 
she  was  the  mother  of  a  young  daughter  not 
many  months  dead.  In  awe  of  the  Comte 
de  Charlevaux,  as  of  an  unknown  personage 
remote  and  indefinitely  terrible,  she  melted 
at  sight  of  the  girl,  and  cooed  compassion 
over  her  as  she  removed  the  draggled  cloak 
and  took  the  soaked  shoes  from  the  bruised 
and  ice-cold  little  feet  Then,  solicitous  and 
bustling,  she  set  out  a  meal.  Raoul  Laval, 
watching  his  guests  eat,  may,  perhaps,  have 
wondered  whether  this  might  not  be  also  a 
dream.  If  so,  he  had  but  to  glance  from 
the  window  across  the  wood ;  the  chateau 
burnt  merrily,  it  appeared ;  the  whole  sky 
flamed  crimson. 

The  Comte,  it  seemed,  wished  to  go  to 
Rouen,  and  from  thence  to  La  Havre  and 
England  ;  much  of  his  money  and  valuables 
were  already  deposited  there.  He  had  known 
himself  and  his  house  threatened,  and,  for 
his  daughter's  sake,  had  meant  to  quit  France 
— he  said  as  much  in  a  few  curt  sen- 
tences, negligently  tapping  his  snufF-box  lid  ; 
the  firelight  showed  his  absolute  composure. 
Once  arrived  at  the  posting-house,  some  four 
miles  on  the  road,  the  rest  would  be  easy.  If 
his  host  would  convey  himself  and  made- 
moiselle as  far,  he  would  hope  in  the  future 
to  fitly  acknowledge  a  service  so  great,  he 
said,  graciously.  Raoul  went  out  to  the 
stable  and  harnessed  the  only  vehicle — a 
rough,  hooded  country  cart,  in  which  M^re 
Toinette  was  wont  to  jog  to  market  with  her 
eggs  and  poultry — the  breeze  brought  the 
acrid  taint  of  smoke  and  fire  to  his  nostrils  as 
he  fastened  straps  and  ropes.  The  old  woman 
met  him  as  he  re-entered,  with  a  voluble 
whisper  in  his  ear,  glancing  at  the  two  figures 
by  the  hearth — the  jewels  on  the  girFs  throat 
glittered  in  the  blaze  and  flashed  in  the  golden 
hair  that  fell  disordered  on  her  neck, 

"  It  is  true,  'Toinette  ;  you  are  wise.'*  He 
turned  to  the  Comte.  "  Monsieur,"  he  said, 
hurriedly,  "  the  road  skirts  the  wood,  and 
should  the  soldiery  come  from  Compi^gne, 
as  you  hope " 

"Without  doubt  they  will  come,  if,  as  I 
trust,  my  nephew,  the  Vicomte  St.  Amaud, 
has  had  the  good  fortune  to  escape  the 
house  alive.     What  then  ?  " 

"These  fools  must  needs  disperse  in  the 
wood  to  avoid  them,  monsieur,  and  will  fly 
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this  way — you  may  be  recognised  and  stopped 
before  we  reach  the  posting-house.  There 
may  be  molestation  and  insult  for  made- 
moiselle, and  for  yourself  violence.  If,  there- 
fore, you  would  make  some  change  in  your 
dress,  and  mademoiselle  would  remove  her 
jewels,  and  suffer  M^re  Toinette " 

He  broke  off*.  Quick  to  catch  his  meaning, 
Valerie  almost  laughed — she  was  but  a  girl ; 
fed,  warmed,  and  sheltered,  her  courage  and 
her  spirits  rose  together ;  she  was  her  father's 
true  daughter ;  if  he  would  have  smiled  dis- 
dain upon  the  scaffold,  she  would  have 
scorned  to  weep  there. 

"To  disguise  me?  But  yes,"  she  cried. 
Her  fingers  unclasped  the  necklet,  pulled  the 
star  from  her  hair ;  she  thrust  them  out  of 
sight  in  her  bodice.  "  Indeed,  father,  M. 
Laval  is  right.  Should  we  meet  these  mad- 
men your  dress  may  betray  you  and  mine  me. 
If  he  will  give  you  other  garments,  M^re 
'Toinette  shall  turn  me  into  a  farmer's 
daughter." 

Quickly  thought  of,  it  was  as  swiftly  done. 
A  plain  tie-wig  replaced  the  Comte's  curled 
and  powdered  periwig,  a  brown  coat  his  lace 
and  velvet ;  a  long  cloak,  rubbed  and  shabby, 
hid  the  rest  of  his  attire;  it  was  well  that 
Louis  Laval,  their  owner,  was  also  a  small 
man.  M^re  'Toinette,  deft  and  rapid,  robed 
Valerie  in  short  skirt  and  apron,  crowned  the 
rolled-up  golden  hair  with  a  cap,  and  laced 
stout  shoes  upon  the  little  feet — her  dead 
daughter's,  all  ;  then,  from  the  contents  of  a 
gallipot  brought  from  her  kitchen,  she  soiled 
and  reddened  the  slender  white  hands  and 
arms  so  cunningly  that  the  girl  almost  laughed 
again  to  see. 

"  Indeed  you  make  me  a  farmer's  daughter, 
M^re  'Toinette,"  she  said,  and  threw  an  arm 
about  the  other's  wrinkled  neck  and  kissed 
her  as  they  went  down  the  stair.  Watching 
her  come,  her  father  frowned  ;  let  the  neces- 
sity be  what  it  might,  to  see  her  in  such  a 
guise  pleased  him  ill.  As  he  took  her  cloak 
to  fold  it  about  her,  she  started  away. 

"  Ah  ! "  she  cried.  "  There  are  voices  ! 
Listen,  father  !  From  the  wood  !  They  are 
here!" 

It  was  so.  As  Raoul,  at  the  door,  threw 
it  open,  the  sound  of  hoarse  voices  and 
laughter,  mingled  with  the  tramp  of  feet 
and  the  snap  of  broken  branches,  rolled  in. 
Listening  for  an  instant  to  the  shouts,  he 
flung  it  to  again. 

"  It  is  true,  monsieur ;  they  are  here,  they 
have  been  searching  the  wood.  It  is  too 
late  to  go,  you  would  be  seen,  and  to  bar 
them  out  is  useless,  they  would  break  down 
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the  door.  But  they  are,  you  say,  from 
Evreux;  they  will  not  know  you,  and  you 
are  altered  by  your  dress.  Suffer  me  to  do 
and  say  as  I  will,  and  yourself  say  nothing,  I 
entreat  you,  for  the  sake  of  mademoiselle. 
To  your  seat  by  the  fire  again — so  !  And, 
mademoiselle,  may  I  beg  you,  be  busy  at 
the  table;  it  is  less  dangerous  than  hiding, 
for  if  they  have  the  fancy  that  you  have 
found  refuge  here,  they  will  search  the  house. 
Do  not  speak  unless  you  must,  and,  trust 
me,  you  shall  be  safe." 

He  had  barely  time  for  the  words  or  she 
for  a  look  to  answer  rtiem.  The  dbor  flew 
open  and  a   medley  of  figures   surged   in. 


clothes  all  scorched  and  torn  and  draggled, 
fierce-eyed,  hoarse,  savage,  they  were  figures 
such  as  might  have  made  the  terror  of  some 
fantastic  dream.  A  huge  man  in  a  leather 
apron,  his  deep-brown  arms  bare,  a  coiled 
rope  hanging  like  a  great  necklace  about  his 
hairy  throat,  came  thrusting  his  way  through. 

"  Room  for  big  Simon ! "  he  shouted. 
"  Room  for  Simon  the  tanner  of  Evreux,  my 
children  !  "  He  strode  forward,  flinging  the 
nearest  staggering  aside.  "  We  seek  the 
aristocrat  the  Comte  de  Charlevaux.  Where 
is  he  ?  " 

He  had  caught  Laval's  shoulder  roughly. 
As  roughly  he  freed  himself. 


THE   DOOR    KLEW  OPEN   AND   A   MEDLEY   OK    FIGURES  SURGED   IN. 


With  torn  fragments  of  rich  hangings  tied 
sashwise  about  ragged  waists,  with  other 
fragments  twisted  into  caps  ujxjn  shaggy 
heads,  armed  with  a  score  of  uncouth 
weapons    or    semblance    of    weapons,    with 


Charlevaux  ?      Where 
his    chateau  ? "    he 


"  The   Comte    de 
should   he   be   but    in 
demanded. 

"  His  chiteau  !     Ha,  ha  !     But  we  make 

a  httle  bonfire  of  his  chateau  !     See  there  ?  " 
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He  gave  a  great  laugh  as  he  pointed ;  his 
eyes  went  fiercely  round  the  hardly  light 
room.  "  He  escaped  to  the  wood — he  and 
his  daughter  together — they  came  this  way  ! 
They  are  here  !     Speak,  then  !  " 

"That  they  came  this  way  may  be,  but 
here  they  did  not  come — we  arc  but  just 
awake.  There  are  none  here  but  those  you 
see— my  good  uncle  of  Beauvais  and  his 
daughter,  my  cousin — save  Mfere  Toinette, 
and  she " 

"  Bah  !  Away,  then,  good  uncle  of  Beau- 
vais ! "  cried  the  other.  His  great  hand 
rudely  thrust  the  Comte  aside  as  he  strode 
past  his  chair,  facing  the  girl  as  she  stood  by 
the  table.  "What  says  the  little  cousin? 
You  have  hidden  the  Comte,  my  child — yes? 
And  mademoiselle  also,  is  it  not  ?  Where, 
then  ?  " 

"Mademoiselle?"  Valerie  echoed.  She 
had  given  one  cry  and  no  more  ;  she  stood 
gripping  the  table-edge  with  her  hands— her 
little  reddened  hands — she  was  calm,  her 
voice  steady ;  all  the  comedienne  was  awake 
in  her,  aiding  her  courage  ;  she  gave  a  little 
shrug.  "  But  indeed,  monsieur,  1  have 
hidden  no  one.  What  have  we  to  do  with 
those  you  call  aristocrats  ?  There  are  none 
here  in  hiding.  Search  the  house — vou  will 
s4e." 
^"Ha!  It  is  a  good  thought,  that.  Go, 
my  children — search,  but  harm  nothing  !  " 
cried  Simon.  Half-a-dozen  dispersed  in 
obedience,  and  he  burst  into  a  ferocious 
laugh.  "So  he  does  not  hide  here,  M.  the 
Comte  ?  I  am  desolated  that  I  do  not  find 
him.  See  what  I  carry — a  rope  for  his  neck, 
my  dear  ! " 

He  caught  up  the  dangling  rope,  swaying 
it  to  and  fro,  savagely  swaggering.  She 
recoiled.     "  A — a  rope,  monsieur  ?  " 

"  But  yes,  my  pretty — a  new  rope — a  strong 
rope  !  VVhy  ?  Hear,  then.  Because  I  would 
hang  him,  my  child — hang  him  as  forty  years 
ago  his  father  hanged  mine.  And  for  what  ? 
It  had  pleased  M.  the  Comte  to  flog  his 
young  daughter,  my  sister,  he  standing  by  to 
watch  her  scream  and  writhe,  and  my  father 
seized  a  knife  and  struck  at  him,  see  you  ? 
Hey !  I  love  him  for  it !  So  he  was  hanged, 
my  dear,  in  the  square  before  the  prison  of 
Evreux.  And  my  mother  stood  watching, 
and  held  me — an  infant  th  t  laughed  !  " 

"  It  is  horrible !  But  for  that  you  would 
not  hang  his  son,"  she  gasped.  "  But — but 
no,  monsieur ! " 

"But  no?  But  yes,  my  little  one!  He 
shall  swing  before  his  bonfire  as  my  father 
before  the  prison — see  the  rope  ?     Come,  a 


kiss  for  brave  Simon  the  tanner  who  revenges 
his  father,  pretty  cousin  of  Beauvais  !  Come, 
then ! " 

He  threw  his  great  arm  round  the  girl.  As 
she  involuntarily  cried  out  and  struggled, 
Raoul  struck  the  fellow  a  blow  that  made 
him  stagger,  and  caught  her  away. 

"  Your  distance,  rascal  ! "  he  said,  fiercely. 
"  Your  presence  insults  mademoiselle  !    Your 

touch "     The  word  was  out   before  he 

knew  it ;  he  saw  the  change  in  the  other's 
face,  realized  the  slip,  and  desperately  tried 
to  cover  it.  "  Mademoiselle  my  cousin  is 
also  my  affianced.     Her  kisses  are  mine  !  " 

He  held  the  girl  to  him  ;  she  stood  in  his 
embrace  and  did  not  stir ;  she  was  death- 
white.  The  Comte  had  started  up  with  a 
sound  of  rage.  Simon's  eyes  went  from  one 
to  the  other,  and  back  again.  He  laughed, 
nodding,  stroking  his  chin. 

"So— so!"  he  said,  slowly.  "She  is 
affianced,  the  little  cousin,  daughter  of  the 
good  uncle  of  Beauvais  !  It  is  very  well, 
that.  My  felicitations,  monsieur,  soon  to  be 
made  happy ! "  He  paused,  repeating  his 
look,  then  suddenly  smote  his  huge  hands 
together  with  a  roar  of  laughter.  "No,  by 
my  faith,  not  soon,  but  now,  this  hour  !  Big 
Simon  would  celebrate  the  so  fortunate 
day  in  which  he  burns  the  Chateau  de 
Charlevaux  and  hangs  M.  the  Comte — if 
he  finds  him — with  a  rope  so  new,  so 
beautiful  !  He  would  see  you  wedded,  my 
children  ! "  He  swung  round  to  the  door. 
"  The  priest  that  we  find  hiding  in  the  wood 
— where  is  he  ?  Here  is  business  to  do,  and 
time  presses.  Out,  there— fetch  him!  The 
priest,  then  j " 

He  swaggered  out,  driving  his  followers 
before  him ;  another  roar  of  fierce  laughter 
floated  back.  Valerie  sprang  away  and  stood 
panting.     Laval  faced  her,  whiter  than  she. 

"  Mademoiselle,  a  thousand  times  I  entreat 
your  pardon.  I  could  curse  my  tongue  for 
its  slip.  Having  made  it  I  could  but  lie — I 
saw  suspicion  in  that  madman's  face.  It  is 
but  half  suspicion — he  wonders  and  doubts 
— no  more.  1  beseech  you  for  your  safety's 
sake— let  him  bring  the  priest." 

"  M.  I^val !      You  would  say "     She 

stared  at  him,  her  blue  eyes  wide.  He 
laughed  bitterly. 

"  Oh,  mademoiselle,  why  not  ?  Will  it 
harm  you  so  greatly  if  for  a  few  poor  minutes 
you  call  me  your  husband,  when  there  it 
ends  ?  Consent,  and  this  fellow  will  believe 
— you  are  safe — M.  the  Comte  is  safe.  Once 
away  from  this,  and  at  Rouen,  you  are  free  to 
go  to  I^  Havre  and  so  to  England  in  security. 
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Such  a  marriage,  made  in  such  a  strait, 
cannot  hold — you  will  be  quickly  free.  Or, 
should  it  by  ill-fortune  prove  otherwise,  it 
will  be  easy  for  me  to  die." 

"To  die  !     You  would  give  your  life " 

she  gasped. 

"To  free  you,  mademoiselle?  As  readily 
as  now  to  save  you,  were  it  possible.  So 
that  it  serves  you,  what  matter? — it  is  yours. 
Oh,  you  may  trust  me !  I  swear  that  I  will 
not  presume  to  touch  your  hand !  Give  this 
madman  his  way." 

She  made  a  gesture;  there  was  helpless 
assent  in  it.  Through  all  the  anguished 
terror  of  her  face  another  expression  strug- 
gled, incredulous  and  wondering,  as  she 
drew  back  with  dilated  eyes  and  lips  apart. 
The  Comte,  after  his  cry  of  rage  as  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  had  not  stirred.  Now, 
as  the  other  turned  to  him,  he  spoke,  not 
glancing  at  his  daughter. 

"  It  seems,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  that  I  under- 
stand why  the  new  regime — and,  indeed,  it 
arrives  apace — comes  too  late  for  you  !  " 

"It  is  true,  monsieur,"  the  young  man 
answered,  quietly. 

"It  is  true,*'  the  Comte  repeated.  "I 
perceive  it — yes."  He  paused.  "But  you 
have  dreamed  of  the  impossible,  my  friend," 
he  said,  quite  gendy. 

"  1  know  it  well,  monsieur.  Mademoiselle 
herself  can  know  it  no  better." 

"  Ah  !  "  the  Comte  commented.  "  That  is 
so — yes."  He  drew  out  his  snuff-box  and 
inhaled  a  pinch  with  dainty  deliberation. 
"It  appears,"  he  said,  with  composure,  "that 
our  good  madman  does  more  than  suspect. 
I  think  the  brave  Simon  will  assuredly  hang 
me — when  his  jest  is  played.     For  myself  it 

matters  little — I  grow  old;  but  for  her 

If  I  die,  what  then,  M.  Laval  ?  " 

"  You  have  heard,  monsieur.  It  will  be 
my  privilege  to  place  mademoiselle  in  safety. 
And,  if  necessary,  there  are  many  ways  in 
which  a  man  may  die."  He  turned  to  the 
girl.  "  Oh,  mademoiselle,  I  may  say  at  this 
pass  that  I  love  you,  and  you  may  hear  it 
without  scorn — it  follows  that  I  and  my  ser- 
vice are  yours  utterly.  Once  in  safety  you 
shall  not  see  my  face  again,  and  if  there  is 
need  I  will  die  !  I  entreat  you  again — for 
the  sake  of  monsieur  and  yourself,  give  this 
fool  his  way." 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  Valerie.  "  Father,  they  are 
coming  ! " 

She  sprang  to  the  Comte's  side  and  stood 
there,  proud  and  tall ;  her  golden  head  had 
never  been  held  more  loftily.  One  glance 
she  threw  to  Raoul,  breathless  and  swift — 


she  would  do  it !  There  was  no  time  for 
words — Simon's  hoarse  voice  thundered  out- 
side ;  he  came  in,  a  dozen  of  his  rabble 
crowding  after.  Before  him,  his  great  hand 
rough  upon  its  shoulder,  he  thrust  the  robed 
and  cowled  figure  of  a  monk.  With  a  laugh 
he  flourished  the  cap  from  his  shaggy  head 
in  a  bow  ;  in  both  sound  and  gesture  there 
was  a  ferocious  mockery. 

"  Behold  the  good  father,  mademoiselle 
the  little  cousin  of  Beauvais,  and  monsieur 
this  hour  to  be  made  happy  !  But  figure  it 
to  yourselves  that  he  will  not  come — he  tries 
to  run  as  before  in  the  wood.  By  my  faith, 
but  that  big  Simon  is  a  good  son  of  Mother 
Church,  it  may  be  that  the  rope  of  M. 
the  Comte  would  find  a  use  !  It  is  enough, 
then,  my  father — marry  our  little  lovers. 
The  good  uncle  of  Beauvais  grows  impatient 
that  he  may  witness  the  so  great  happiness 
of  his  children — is  it  not  so  ?  Behold,  then  ! " 

He  jerked  away  the  cowl.  The  roar  that 
went  up  from  himself  and  his  followers  did 
not  drown  the  girl's  irrepressible  cry.  Wig- 
less,  with  disordered  hair,  wild  eyes,  and  lips 
grey  as  very  death,  the  revealed  face  was  that 
of  Maxime  St.  Arnaud.  He  stood  abject, 
quaking,  shrunken  in  sheer  terror — watching, 
the  face  of  the  little  Comte  set  like  stone. 
Valdrie,  with  her  cry,  had  started  back ; 
Laval  caught  and  held  her  unconsciously- 
stretched  hand.  Simon  clapped  his  hands 
together. 

"  By  the  Pope,  no  priest ! "  he  shouted. 
"  Who,  then  ?     Speak,  fool !     Who  ?  " 

St  Arnaud  tried  to  answer ;  the  words 
tripped  inarticulately.  Simon  let  him  go. 
Once  more  his  bluster  quietened  ominously 
as  he  smiled  and  nodded  and  stroked  his 
chin,  looking  from  one  to  the  other. 

"  Mademoiselle  knows  monsieur  the  priest 
who  is  no  priest  —  yes?"  he  suggested, 
smoothly. 

"No!" 

"  No  ?  It  is  strange,  that  1  Mademoiselle 
is  sure  ?  " 

"Yes."  The  two  words  dropped  from 
lips  absolutely  firm ;  her  eyes,  set  upon 
St.  Arnaud,  disdained  and  challenged  him 
together;  bright  with  merciless  scorn,  they 
blazed  over  him,  daring  him  to  betray.  "  I 
do  not  know  him,"  she  repeated.  "  I  do  not 
know  him — no  ! " 

"  Mademoiselle  has  a  bad  memory — it  is  a 
pity,  that !  What  says  monsieur,  the  priest 
who  is  no  priest  ?  Those  two — who  are 
they  ?  Who  ?  "  With  a  sudden  swing  from 
sinister  quiet  to  mad  violence,  he  dragged  a 
great  knife  from  his  girdle  ;  his  other  b<^nd 
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"before  him  hr  thrust  the  robed  and  cuwleu  figure  op  a  monk.' 


tore  away  the  priestly  robe  and  showed  the 
gay  dress  of  peach  velvet  and  ruffled  lace. 
"  Pig  of  an  aristocrat,  you  come  from  the 
chateau  !  Speak,  then,  or,  by  the  saints,  the 
rope  is  also  for  you  ! " 

"  Name  of  God  !  Would  you  murder  me  ?  " 
St.  Arnaud  gasped. 

"  If  you  are  silent,  yes.  If  you  speak,  no. 
The  Comte  de  Charlevaux  and  his  daughter, 
are  they  not  ?     Say  it !  " 

"  Yes,"  St.  Arnaud  gasped  again.  Flung 
aside,  he  staggered  and  fell.  The  Comte, 
stepping  forward  a  pace,  spurned  the 
huddled  figure  as  it  lay,  almost  at  Valerie's 
feet. 

"  Pah — carrion  ! "  he  said,  and  spat.  "  M. 
Laval,  my  apologies  that  so  foul  a  thing  defiles 
your  house.  Sweetheart,  my  old  neck  is  not 
worth  your  lie."  He  turned  upon  Simon. 
"I  am  the  Comte  de  Charlevaux,  you  I  Dog, 


lay  hand  upon  me  or  upon  my  daughter  if 
you  dare  !  " 

He  stood  with  his  arm  about  his  daughter's 
waist,  a  figure  of  absolute  arrogance  and  con- 
temptuous scorn.  The  giant  burst  into  a 
shout  of  laughter,  swinging  the  festoon  of 
rope  from  about  his  bull-throat. 

"  Eh,  how  it  crows,  the  little  cockerel  whose 
neck  we  twist,  my  children !  It  is  a  brave 
child — yes !  By  my  faith,  M.  the  Comte,  I 
dare  to  hang  you  as  high  as  your  father 
hanged  mine — no  more,  no  less.  But  I  am 
a  good  Churchman,  I — you  shall  have  time 
for  your  prayers,  and  to  say  farewell  to  the 
pretty  mademoiselle.  Take  them  to  the 
stable,  you,  and  monsieur  who  is  to  be 
happy  not  at  all — this  also— and  lock  the 
door ! "  ^ 

He  pushed  St.  Arnaud  roughly  aside  as 
he  swaggered  to  a  chair  by  the  hearth  :  his 
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great  voice  shouted  to  the  terrified  and  weep- 
ing Mbre  Toinette  to  bring  out  food  and 
wine.  A  brutal  thrust  made  the  Comte 
stagger  as  a  score  of  the  fierce,  unkempt 
figures  closed  round  them,  and  Laval  caught 
and  supported  him.  Valerie,  going  first, 
moved  steadily,  her  fair  head  held  high  ;  it 
seemed  that  she  was  past  terror.  So  all  the 
four  were  thrust  into  the  stable  and  the  door 
barred.  Only  then  the  girl  broke  into  wild 
sobbing  as  she  knelt  and  clasped  her  father's 
knees.  With  his  hand  upon  the  golden  head 
the  Comte  looked  at  Raoul. 

"  When  1  am  dead  your  word  holds,  my 
friend?" 

"While  I  live,  monsieur." 

No  more  was  said.  Valerie's  sobs  died  ; 
exhausted,  she  crouched  in  the  straw  and 
was  still.  Once  St.  Arnaud,  ashen  -  faced, 
quaking,   tried   to  speak,   faltering   that   the 


dogs,  the  butchers,  would  not  dare— that  he 
would  have  been  murdered— that  he  had 
meant  to  go  for  the  soldiers.  The  Comte 
turned  his  back  in  silence  upon  the  babbled 
incoherencies,  and  the  other  shrank  away. 
Shouts  and  cries  came  from  the  house,  and 
presently  a  roystering  choms  roared  in 
Simon's  bull -tones.  It  was  as  it  ceased 
that  the  girl  sprang  to  her  feet  with  a 
scream  and  flung  her  arms  about  her  father's 
neck. 

"  They  are  coming ! "  she  cried,  wildly. 
"Father,  father,  they  shall  not  take  you — 
no!" 

Laval  sprang  to  the  door  as  a  hand 
touched  it,  cautiously,  softly.  It  opened, 
and  he  fell  back  before  the  entering  figure  — 
the  stone-breaker,  white  and  eager. 

"  Softly,  monsieur,"  he  whispered,  rapidly. 
"Softly,  for   the  love    of  God;  they  drink 
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themselves  mad  in  the  house  there.  Listen  ! 
I  have  watched,  heard,  waited — 1  compre- 
hend. To  me  he  is  nothing,  this  Comte — 
me,  who  am  of  the  people  and  hungry  every 
day  ;  but  you  have  given  me  kind  words, 
money,  and  I  have  my  gratitude — yes  !  I 
have  seen  your  eyes  on  mademoiselle  ;  once 
I,  too,  would  have  given  the  blood  of  my 
heart — it  is  long  ago :  she  died,  as  I  think  of 
the  hunger,  but  it  lives,  the  memory  !  It  is 
nothing  to  you  what  comes,  so  that  you  save 
mademoiselle,  and,  for  her  sake,  monseig- 
neur.  Out  then,  quickly,  into  the  wood,  and 
I  bar  the  door  again  ! " 

His  haste  and  impetuosity  swept  them  out 
like  a  wind  ;  across  the  road  to  the  edge  of 
the  wood  they  stole  swiftly,  and  were  hidden 
in  its  shadows.  Following,  the  stone-breaker 
looked  at  Raoul. 

"  It  is  the  hut  of  my  brother  the  charcoal- 
burner,  monsieur,"  he  whispered.  "  It  lies 
across  the  wood,  near  to  the  road  to  Com- 
pifegne,  and  little  more  than  a  mile  from  the 
posting-house.  Once  there  you  may  wait 
safely  while  I  bring  chaise  and  horses.  Pray 
follow  and  I  will  show  the  path." 

His  small,  lean  figure  in  its  blue  blouse  and 
yellow  cap  stole  away.  Ghost  white  in  the 
green  gloom  of  the  trees,  trembling  so  that 
she  could  hardly  articulate,  Valerie  caught 
the  Comte's  hand. 

"  They  will  find  us  gone,  father  !  M.  Laval, 
they  will  follow  and  find  us  !  " 

"I  trust  not,  mademoiselle.  They  are 
strange  in  the  place,  and  can,  at  the  worst, 
but  guess  at  the  way  we  take.  And  having 
begun,  it  may  be  that  they  will  drink  another 
hour.  Pray  lean  on  me,  monsieur  ;  we  shall 
make  better  haste." 

His  arm,  thrown  about  the  Comte's  slight 
shoulders,  supported  his  feeble,  uncertain 
tread ;  Valdrie,  stepping  awkwardly  in  the 
heavy  shoes  that  galled  her  feet,  followed. 
Once  when  an  outgrowing  root  caught  her 
foot,  and  she  tripped,  almost  falling,  St. 
Arnaud  sprang  forward  to  help  her,  and  she, 
shuddering,  thrust  him  away.  So  they 
stumbled  through  the  wood,  pausing  often  as 
some  distant  stir  and  rustle  in  the  shadows 
checked  their  hearts,  and  came  out  among 
the  thinning  trees  upon  its  farther  side. 

The  charcoal-burner's  hut  stood  empty ; 
its  tenant  was  away  to  the  long  labour 
of  the  day.  A  poor  bed,  a  rough  table, 
and  a  chair  or  two  formed  almost  all  its 
furniture.  Upon  one  of  them  the  Comte 
sank  down.  His  delicate  face  was  faded  to  a 
grey  pallor  ;  his  fine-cut  lips  were  set ;  he  had 
made  neither  sound  nor  sign,  but  each  rough 


step  of  the  way  had  wrenched  his  lame  leg 
and  foot  to  agony. 

"  But  for  your  aid,  M.  Laval,  I  could  not 
have  reached  here.  If,  as  I  .hope  is  possible, 
mademoiselle  and  myself  reach  Rouen  and 
England  in  safety,  I  shall  thank  you  for 
my  life  and  she  for  her  father,"  he  said, 
gravely. 

'*  J  trust  there  is  now  no  doubt  that  it  will 
be  so,  monsieur.  If,  as  I  hope,  there  are 
fresh  horses  at  the  posting-house " 

The  sentence  was  never  completed ;  the 
crazy  walls  rang  to  Valerie's  piercing  shriek 
of  terror.  A  moment  before  the  silence  of 
the  wood  had  been  unbroken  ;  now,  with  a 
sudden  rush  of  feet,  and  a  babel  of  hoarse 
cries  and  savage  laughter,  a  score  of  figures 
poured  out  from  among  the  trees,  the  hut 
door  was  dashed  open,  and  Simon  stood 
there,  the  dangling  rope  about  his  neck.  As 
he  swung  above  his  head  the  great  knotted 
club  he  carried  and  rushed  upon  the  Comte, 
Raoul  sprang  in  his  way,  struck  him  in  the 
throat,  and  gripped  the  descending  arm.  The 
blow,  weakened  and  diverted,  struck  his 
head ;  he  staggered  back,  bleeding  profusely 
from  a  gash  across  his  forehead,  and, 
stumbling,  would  have  fallen  but  for  Valerie's 
arms  about  him.  With  a  great  cry  she  caught 
and  supported  him — deafened,  blinded,  half 
stunned,  he  reeled  into  a  chair.  With  a 
furious  oath  the  giant  let  the  club  fall ;  for  a 
moment  he  stood  gasping,  then  felt  for  and 
drew  the  knife  from  his  girdle. 

It  was  his  last  action.  Before  he  could 
move  there  came  a  rush  of  feet  outside, 
shouts  that  mingled  with  cries  of  dismay 
from  his  followers,  a  flash  and  a  report,  and 
he  fell  crashing  down,  shot  through  the  head, 
while  in  a  moment,  as  it  seemed,  the  place  was 
full  of  soldiers.  A  great  grizzled,  sun-tanned 
officer  pushed  his  men  aside  and  strode  in 
over  the  still  quivering  body.  He  bowed  to 
the  Comte,  standing  erect  by  the  table — he 
had  not  stirred  a  limb. 

"You  are  most  happily  safe,  monsieur," 
he  said.  *'  I  rejoice  that  I  make  an  arrival 
so  opportune.  Suffer  me  to  present  myself— 
Maurice  Lemaire,  Colonel  of  Hussars — and 
to  ask  whom  I  have  the  pleasure  of  relieving 
of  a  situation  so  unpleasant.  W^e  received 
word  that  these  dogs  marched  upon  the 
Chateau  de  Charlevaux,  and " 

"I  am  the  Comte  de  Charlevaux,  monsieur. 
The  knaves  have  sacked  and  burnt  my  house. 
Without  doubt  they  would  also  have  mur- 
dered me  but  for  the  courage  of  this  gentle- 
man.    I  fear  that  he  has  suffered  for  that 

courage,  and  that -"  .     ,,,,.,  „^ 
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A  FLASH  AND  A  REPORT,  AND  HE  FELL  CRASHING  DOWN." 


The  Comte  turned  and  stood  dumb. 
Valerie  had  not  stirred ;  her  arms  about 
Raoul  held  his  head  against  her  breast ; 
blood  from  the  wound  upon  it  had  streaked 
the  stuff  of  her  bodice  with  a  crimson  stain. 
His  breath  caught  as  he  looked ;  white,  he 
retreated  a  pace  with  dropped  mouth.  Not 
less  white,  she  looked  back  at  him. 

"  Father ! "  she  faltered  and  stopped.  Her . 
head  went  proudly  higher  ;  her  eyes,  bright 
and  wide,  turned  from  him  to  the  soldiers 
crowding  by  the  door,  and  most  haughtily. 
Then,  blush-red  now,  she  stooped  and 
kissed  the  lips  of  the  hardly-conscious  man, 
slowly,  and  with  a  gesture  that  bade  them 
all  see.  "  Father ! "  she  breathed  again. 
"Father!"  and  so  stood  and  held  him  in 
her  embrace  and  did  not  move. 

The  colonel  alone  had  not  seen.  His 
eyes,  briskly  scanning  the  hut,  had  lighted 
upon  a  figure  until  now  unnoticed.  He 
made  a  motion  towards  it.  "And  this 
gentleman,  monsieur ?  "  he  began. 

The  Conite's  snuff-box  was  in  his  hand 
again  ;   he  took  a   pinch   delicately,   flirting 


his  fingers  as  he  turned  his  back — with  the 
movement  it  seemed  that  he  blotted  Maxime 
St.  Arnaud  from  the  face  of  the  world. 

"Pardon — I  have  no  knowledge  of  that 
person,  M.  the  Colonel — no."  He  looked 
again  at  the  two — a  long  look,  meeting  the 
steady  eyes  that  were  as  his  own  eyes. 
With  the  smile  that  in  a  moment  came 
upon  his  face  he  stepped,  unflinching,  from 
the  old  regime  to  the  new.  He  made  a 
gesture  very  fine  and  stately.  "  Permit  me 
that  I  present  also  my  daughter.  Mile. 
Valerie,  and  M.  Raoul  Laval,  her  affianced, 
in  whom  I  felicitate  myself  that  she  finds  a 
husband  worthy  of  a  De  Charlevaux." 

"  Monsieur ! "  Raoul  stammered,  bewil- 
dered.    "Monsieur!" 

He  struggled  to  his  feet.  As  he  staggered, 
all  dizzy,  and,  despite  the  girl's  hold,  almost 
fell,  the  colonel  sprang  forward.  Quicker, 
the  little  Comte  thrust  forward  his  slim 
shoulder. 

"  But  no  —  there  arrives  now  the  time 
when  I  support.  Lean  on  me,  my  son,"  he 
said,  very  sweetly. 
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^^MY   AFRICAN  JOURNEY/' 

BY  THE  RT.  HON.  WINSTON  SPENCER  CHURCHILL  M.P. 
II.-AROUND    MOUNT   KENYA. 


1 

HE  town  of  Nairobi,  the 
capital  of  the  East  Africa 
Protectorate,  stands  on  the 
base  of  wooded  hills  at  the 
three  hundred  and  twenty- 
seventh  mile  of  the  railroad. 
Originally  chosen  as  a  convenient  place 
for  assembling  the  extensive  depots  and 
shops  necessary  to  the  construction  and 
maintenance  of  the  railway,  it  enjoys  no 
advantages  as  a  residential  site.  I'he 
ground  on  which  the  town  is  built  is 
low  and  swampy.  The  supply  of  water  is 
indifferent,  and  the  situation  generally  un- 
healthy. A  mile  farther  on,  however,  upon 
the  rising  ground  a  finer  position  could  have 
been  found,  and  this  quarter  is  already  being 
occupied  sparsely  by  Government  buildings, 
hospitals,  and  barracks.  It  is  now  too  late 
to  change,  and  thus  lack  of  foresight  and  of 
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a  comprehensive  view  leaves  its  permanent 
imprint  upon  the  countenance  of  a  new 
country. 

Our  train  traverses  the  Athi  plains,  more 
crowded  perhaps  with  game  than  any  other 
part  of  the  line,  and  approaches  swiftly  the 
long  rows  of  one-storeyed  tin  houses  which 
constitute  the  town.  Nairobi  is  a  typical 
South  African  township.  It  might  be  Pieter- 
maritzburg  or  Ladysmith  of  twenty  years  ago, 
before  blue-gum  trees  and  stone  buildings 
had  waxed  and  multiplied.  In  its  present 
stage  perhaps  it  resembles  Buluwayo  most. 
The  population  is  also  South  African  in  its 
character  and  proportions.  There  are  three 
hundred  and  fifty  whites,  two  thousand  one 
hundred  Indians,  and  two  thousand  five 
hundred  and  fifty  African  natives.  The 
shops  and  stores  are,  however,  much 
more  considerable  than  these  figures  would 
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appear  to  warrant,  and  are  fully  capable 
of  supplying  the  varied  needs  of  settlers 
and  planters  over  a  wide  area.  Nairobi 
is  also  the  head  -  quarters  of  a  brigade  of 
the  King's  African  Rifles,  the  central  office 
and  depot  of  the  Uganda  Railway,  and  the 
seat  of  the  Administration,  with  its  numerous 
official  personnel.  The  dinner  of  the 
Colonists'  Association,  to  which  1  was  in- 
vited, afforded  the  familiar,  yet  in  Central 
Africa  not  unimpressive,  spectacle  of  long 
rows  of  gentlemen  in  evening  dress ;  while 
the  ball  given  by  the  Governor  to  celebrate 
the  King's  birthday  revealed  a  company  gay 
with  uniforms,  and  ladies  in  pretty  dresses, 
assembled  upon  a  spot  where  scarcely  ten 
years  before  lions  hunted  undisturbed. 

Every  white  man  in  Nairobi  is  a  politician  ; 
and  many  of  them  are  leaders  of  parties. 
One  would  scarcely  believe  it  possible  that  a 
centre  so  new  should  be  able  to  develop  so 
many  divergent  and  conflicting  interests,  or 
that  a  community  so  small  should  be  able  to 
give  each  such  vigorous  and  even  vehement 
expression.  There  are  already  in  minia- 
ture   all    the    elements   of    keen    political 


Police;  all  these  different  points  of  view, 
naturally  arising,  honestly  adopted,  tenaciously 
held,  and  not  yet  reconciled  into  any  harmo- 
nious general  conception,  confront  the  visitor 
in  perplexing  disarray.  Nor  will  he  be  wise 
to  choose  his  part  with  any  hurry.  It  is 
better  to  see  something  of  the  country,  of  its 
quality  and  extent,  of  its  promises  and  forfeits, 
of  its  realities  and  illusions,  before  endeavour- 
ing to  form  even  a  provisional  opinion. 

The  snow-clad  peak  of  Mount  Kenya,  a 
hundred  miles  away,  can  on  a  clear  morning 
be  easily  seen  from  the  slopes  above  Nairobi 
— a  sharp,  serrated  summit  veined  with 
gleaming  white.  A  road — passable,  albeit 
un metalled,  for  wagons  and  even  a  motor-car 
— runs  thitherward  by  Fort  Hall  and  across 
the  Tana  River.  On  the  way  there  is  much 
to  see.  A  wild,  ragged- looking,  but  fertile 
region,  swelling  into  successive  undulations 
and  intersected  by  numerous  gorges  whose 
streams  are  shaded  by  fine  trees,  unfolds  itself 
to  the  eye.  Scattered  about  upon  spacious 
estates  of  many  thousand  acres  are  a  score  or 
two  of  colonists,  each  gradually  making  him- 
self a   home  and  a  living  in  his   own  way. 


ONE  OP   THE    STREAMS   HAS  BEEN    DAMMED   EFFECTIVELY,    AND  TURBINES  ARE   ALREADY   IN   l>OSITION  TO   LIGHT 

xnn.a\  Nairobi  with  electricity."  [p 


and  racial  discord,  all  the  materials  for  hot 
and  acrimonious  debate.  The  white  man 
versus  the  black  ;  the  Indian  versus  both  ; 
the  settler  as  against  the  planter ;  the  town 
contrasted  with  the  country  ;  the  official  class 
against  the  unofficial  ;  the  coast  and  the 
highlands  ;  the  railway  administration  and  the 
Protectorate  generally;  the  King's  African 
Rifles    and    the    East    Africa    Protectorate 


One  raises  stock  ;  another  plants  coffee,  which 
grows  so  exuberantly  in  this  generous  soil  as 
to  threaten  the  speedy  exhaustion  of  the 
plant.  Here  are  ostriches,  sheep,  and  cattle 
standing  placidly  together  in  one  drove 
under  the  guardianship  of  a  native  child  of 
eleven.  There  is  a  complete  dairy  farm, 
admirably  equipped.  One  of  the  streams 
has  been  dammed  effectively,  and  turbines 
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are  already  in  position  to  light  Nairobi  with 
electricity.  Upon  the  banks  of  another  there 
is  talk  of  building  an  hotel. 

At  one  place  I  found  a  family  of  good 
people  from  High  town,  Manchester,  grappling 
courageously  with  an  enormous  tract  of  ten 
thousand  acres.  Hard  by,  an  old  Boer, 
who  has  trekked  the  length  of  Africa  to 
avoid  the  British  flag,  sits  smoking  stolidly 
by  his  grass  house,  reconciled  to  British  rule 
at  last  by  a  few  months'  experience  of 
paternal  government  in  a  neighbouring  Pro- 
tectorate. He  has  few  cattle  and  less  cash, 
but  he  holds  decided  views  as  to  the  where- 
abouts of  lions  ;  there,  moreover,  stands  the 
heavy  tilted  wagon  of  the  Great  Trek — an 
ark  of  refuge  when  all  else  fails  ;  and  for  the 
rest  there  is  plenty  of  game,  few  people,  and 
the  family  grows  from  year  to  year.  In  brief, 
one  sees  a  heterogeneous  population  engaged 
in  varied  labours  ;  but  everywhere  hard 
work,  straitened  resources,  hopes  persisting 
through  many  disappointments,  stout  hos- 
pitable hearts,  and  the  beginnings,  at  any 
rate,  of  progress. 

A  camp  has  been  prepared  for  me  in  a 
very  beautiful  spot  at  the  juncture  of  the 
Chania  and  Thika  rivers.  Tents  are  pitched 
and  grass  shelters  are  erected  in  a  smooth 
meadow.  Southwards,  a  hundred  yards 
away,  a  fine  waterfall  plunges  downwards 
over    enormous    boulders   amid  tall,   inter- 


lacing trees.  The  muffled  roar  of  another 
rises  from  a  deep  ravine  an  equal  distance 
to  the  north  ;  and  the  Philistine  computes, 
with  a  frown,  four  thousand  horse-power 
expending  itself  upon  the  picturesque. 

Nothing  causes  the  East  African  more 
genuine  concern  than  that  his  guest  should 
not  have  been  provided  with  a  lion.  The 
knowledge  preys  upon  his  mind  until  it 
becomes  a  veritable  obsession.  He  feels  some 
deep  reproach  is  laid  upon  his  own  hospitality 
and  the  reputation  of  his  adopted  country. 
How  to  find,  and,  having  found,  to  kill,  a  lion 
is  the  unvarying  theme  of  conversation ;  and 
every  place  and  every  journey  is  judged  by  a 
simple  standard — "  lions  or  no  lions."  At 
the  Thika  camp,  then,  several  gentlemen 
accomplished  in  this  important  sport  have 
come  together  with  ponies,  rifles,  Somalis, 
and  all  the  other  accessories.  Some  zebras 
and  kongoni  have  been  killed  and  left  lying 
in  likely-looking  places  to  attract  the  lions  ; 
and  at  4  a.m.,  rain  or  shine,  we  are  to  go  and 
look  for  them. 

The  young  Englishman,  be  he  oflficer  or 
settler  in  the  East  African  Highlands,  cuts  a 
hardy  figure.  His  clothes  are  few  and  far 
between  :  a  sun  hat,  a  brown  flannel  shirt 
with  sleeves  cut  above  the  elbow  and  open 
to  the  chest,  a  pair  of  thin  khaki  knicker- 
bockers cut  short  five  inches — at  least — 
above  the  knee,  boots,  and  a  pair  of  putties 
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comprise  the  whole  attire.  Nothing  else  is 
worn.  The.  skin,  exposed  to  sun,  thorns,  and 
insects,  becomes  almost  as  dark  as  that  of  the 
natives,  and  so  hardened  that  it  is  nothing  to 
ride  all  day  with  bare  knees  on  the  saddle ; 
a  truly  Spartan  discipline  from  which  at 
least  the  visitor  may  be  excused. 

This  is  the  way  in  which  they  hunt  lions. 
First  find  the  lion,  lured  to  a  kill,  driven 
from  a  reed-bed,  or  kicked  up  incontinently 
by  the  way.  Once  viewed  he  must  never  be 
lost  sight  of  for  a  moment.  Mounted  on 
ponies  of  more  or  less  approved  fidelity, 
three-or  four  daring  Englishmen  or  Somalis 
gallop  after  him,  as  in  India  they  ride  the 
pig— that  is  to  say,  neck  or  nothing — across 
rocks,  holes,  tussocks,  nullahs,  through  high 
grass,  thorn  scrub,  undergrowth,  turning  him, 
shepherding  him,  heading  him  this  way  and 


wheeling  horsemen,  the  naturally  mild  dis- 
position of  the  lion  becomes  embittered. 
First  he  begins  to  growl  and  roar  at  his 
enemies,  in  order  to  terrify  them,  and  make 
them  leave  him  in  peace.  Then  he  darts 
little  short  charges  at  them.  Finally,  when 
every  attempt  at  peaceful  persuasion  has 
failed,  he  pulls  up  abruptly  and  oflfers  battle. 
Once  he  has  done  this  he  will  run  no  more. 
He  means  to  fight,  and  to  fight  to  the  death. 
He  means  to  charge  home ;  and  when  a  lion, 
maddened  with  the  agony  of  a  bullet-wound, 
distressed  by  long  and  hard  pursuit,  or,  most 
of  all,  a  lioness  in  defence  of  her  cubs,  is 
definitely  committed  to  the  charge,  death  is 
the  only  possible  conclusion.  Broken  limbs, 
broken  jaws,  a  body  raked  from  end  to  end, 
lungs  pierced  through  and  through,  entrails 
torn  and  protruding —none  of  these  count. 
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that  until  he  is  brought  to  bay.  For  his  part 
the  lion  is  no  seeker  of  quarrels  ;  he  is  often 
described  in  accents  of  contempt.  His  object 
throughout  is  to  save  his  skin.  If,  being 
unarmed,  you  meet  six  or  seven  lions  un- 
expectedly, all  you  need  do— according  to 
my  information — is  to  speak  to  them  sternly 
and  they  will  slink  away,  while  you  throw  a 
few  stones  at  them  to  hurry  them  up.  All 
the  highest  authorities  recommend  this. 

But     when     pursued     from     place      to 
place,   chased    hither    and    thither    by    the 


It  must  be  death — instant  and  utter — for  the 
lion,  or  down  goes  the  man,  mauled  by  septic 
claws  and  fetid  teeth,  crushed  and  crunched, 
and  poisoned  afterwards  to  make  doubly 
sure.  Such  are  the  habits  of  this  cowardly 
and  wicked  animal. 

It  is  at  the  stage  when  the  lion  has  been 
determinedly  "  bayed "  that  the  sportsman 
from  London  is  usually  introduced  upon  the 
scene.  He  has,  we  may  imagine,  followed 
the  riders  as  fast  as  the  inequalities  of  the 
ground,  his  o^vn  want  of  training,  and  the 
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burden  of  a  heavy  rifle  will  allow  him.  He 
arrives  at  the  spot  where  the  lion  is  cornered 
in  much  the  same  manner  as  the  matador 
enters  the  arena,  the  others  standing  aside 
deferentially,  ready  to  aid  him  or  divert  the 
lion.  If  his  bullet  kills,  he  is,  no  doubt, 
justly  proud.  If  it  only  wounds,  the  lion 
charges  the  nearest  horseman.  For  forty 
yards  the  charge  of  a  lion  is  swifter  than  the 
gallop  of  a  racehorse.  The  riders,  therefore, 
usually  avoid  waiting  within  that  distance. 
But  sometimes  they  do  not;  or  sometimes 


where  there  was  to  be  a  great  gathering  of 
Kikuyu  chiefs  and  thousands  of  their  warriors 
and  womeiL  The  country  is  much  the  same 
as  that  traversed  on  the  previous  day,  but 
greener,  smoother,  and  more  pleasant-looking. 
Fort  Hall  is  not  a  fort  in  any  military  sense, 
but  the  Commissioner's  house  with  a  ditch 
round  it,  a  jail,  a  few  houses,  and  an  Indian 
bazaar.  The  station  is  hardly  well  selected, 
being  perched  up  on  a  hill  out  of  the  reach 
of  any  railway — and  unhealthy  nevertheless. 
The  whole  place  was  crowded  with  natives  in 


MOTORING  OUT  TO  FOKT  HALL— A  CHECK, 
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the  lion  sees  the  man  who  has  shot  him ;  or 
sometimes  all  sorts  of  things  happen  which 
make  good  stories — afterwards. 

After  this  general  description  no  particular 
example  is  required,  and  the  reader  need  not 
be  disappointed  to  learn  that  our  lion  escaped 
what,  no  doubt,  would  have  been  his  certain 
destruction  by  the  breaking  of  a  single  link 
in  the  regular  chain  of  circumstances.  He 
was  not  found  upon  the  kill.  His  place  was 
taken  by  a  filthy  hyena,  and  it  was  not  until 
we  had  beaten  thoroughly  for  two  hours  more 
than  three  miles  of  reed-bed  that  we  saw  him 
—  a  splendid  great  yellow  cat  —  bounding 
away  up  the  opposite  hill.  Off  started  our 
riders  like  falcons  ;  but,  alas  I — if  "  alas  !  "  is 
the  proper  word — a  deep  and  impassable 
nullah  intervened,  necessitating  large  circuits 
and  long  delays ;  so  that  the  lion  got  clean 
away  out  of  sight  of  all  men,  and  we  were 
reduced  to  the  slow  and  tedious  process  of 
tracking  him  footprint  by  footprint  through 
waving  grass,  breast-high,  hour  after  hour, 
always  expecting  to  tread  on  his  tail,  and 
always — disappointed ! 

In  the  afternoon  I  had  to  ride  to  Fort  Hall, 


their  most  highly  ornamented  and  elaborate 
nudity,  waiting  for  the  war-dance. 

This  ceremony  was  performed  the  next 
morning.  Long  before  daylight  the  beating  of 
drums,  the  blowing  of  horns,  and  the  rhythm  of 
loud,  yet  not  altogether  unmelodious,  chant- 
ing awakened  the  weariest  sleeper ;  and  when, 
at  eight  o'clock,  the  tndaba  began,  the  whole 
space  in  front  of  the  fort  was  densely  packed 
with  naked,  painted,  plumed,  and  gyrating 
humanity,  which  seethed  continually  to  and 
fro,  and  divided  from  time  to  time  as  par- 
ticular chiefs  advanced  with  their  followers, 
or  as  gifts  of  struggling  sheep  and  bulls  were 
brought  forward.  In  his  war  dress  the 
Kikuyu,  and,  still  more,  the  Masai  warrior,  is 
a  striking  it  not  impressive  figure.  His  hair 
and  body  are  smeared  with  the  red  earth  of 
his  native  land,  compounded  into  a  pigment 
by  mixture  with  the  slimy  juice  of  the  castor- 
oil  plant,  which  abounds.  Fantastic  head- 
dresses, some  of  ostrich  feathers,  others  of 
metal  or  leather ;  armlets  and  leglets  of 
twisted  wire ;  stripes  of  white  clay  rubbed 
across  the  red  pigment ;  here  and  there  an 
old  pot-hat  or  some  European  garment,  incon- 
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gruously  contrasted  with  leopard-skins  and 
bulls'  horas ;  broad,  painted  cowhide  shields 
and  spears  with  soft  iron  blades  nearly  four 
feet  long,  complete  a  grotesque  and  indecorous 
picture.  Still,  there  is  a  sleek  grace  about 
these  active  forms — bronze  statues  but  for 
their  frippery — which  defeats  all  their  own 
efforts  to  make  themselves  horrible.  The 
chiefs,  however,  succeed  in  reducing  them- 
selves to  regular  guys.  Any  old,  cast-off 
khaki  jacket  or  tattered  pair  of  trousers ; 
any  fragment  of  weather-stained  uniform,  a 
battered  sun-helmet  with  a  feather  stuck 
lamely  into  the  top  of  it,  a  ragged  umbrella, 
is  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  abandon  the 
ostrich  plume  and  the  leopard-skin  kaross. 
Among  their  warriors  in  ancient  gear  they 
look  ridiculous  and  insignificant — more  like 
the  commonest  kind  of  native  sweeper  than 
the  hereditary  rulers  of  some  powerful  and 
numerous  tribe. 

It  is  unquestionably  an  advantage  that  the 
East  African  negro  should  develop  a  taste 
for  civilized  attire.  In  no  more  useful  and 
innocent  direction  could  his  wants  be  multi- 
plied and  his  desires  excited,  and  it  is  by 
this  process  of  assimilation  that  his  life  will 
gradually  be  made  more  complicated,  more 
varied,  less  crudely  animal,  and  himself 
raised  to  a  higher  level  of  economic  utility. 


But  it  would  surely  be  worth  while  to 
organize  and  guide  this  new  motive  force 
within  graceful  and  appropriate  limits.  A 
Government  runs  risks  when  it  intrudes 
upon  the  domain  of  fashion ;  but  when  a 
veritable  abyss  of  knowledge  and  science 
separates  the  rulers  from  the  ruled,  when 
authority  is  dealing  with  a  native  race  still 
plunged  in  its  primary  squalor,  without 
religion,  without  clothes,  without  morality, 
but  willing  to  emerge  and  capable  of 
emerging,  such  risks  may  fairly  be  accepted ; 
and  the  Government  might  well  prescribe  or 
present  suitable  robes  for  ceremonial  occa- 
sions to  the  chiefs,  and  gradually  encourage, 
and  more  gradually  still  enforce,  their  adop- 
tion throughout  the  population. 

After  the  dance  it  had  been  arranged  that 
I  should  go  as  far  as  the  bank  of  the  Tana 
River  to  see  the  view  of  Mount  Kenya,  and 
then  return  to  the  Thika  camp  before  night. 
But  when  the  whole  splendid  panorama  of 
the  trans-Tana  country  opened  to  the  eye, 
1  could  not  bring  myself  to  stop  short  of  the 
promised  land  ;  and,  casting  away  material 
cares  of  luncheon  and  baggage,  I  decided  to 
ride  through  to  Embo,  twenty-eight  miles 
from  Fort  Hall,  and  our  most  advanced  post 
in  this  direction.  We  crossed  the  Tana  by 
a   ferry  which  travels  along   a   rope   under 


rfgS^-^^  - 

— 

■Hft^^  ^M 

SI^H 

'»-'       s     ' 

HH 

t  ^H^^I^B 

^H^ 

^^>_^^^^^^H^^^^^^^^^| 

■ 

^^^mPf^^iHH 

9 

M^  pIu 

^Wv^^^BT 

from  a] 


THK    KIKUYU  WARRIORS  AT   FORT   HALU 


Digitized  by 


Gou^ 


[Fhotogmpk. 

It: 


AROUND   MOUNT  KENYA, 


391 


the  impulsion  of  the  current.  The  ponies 
swam  the  deep,  strong,  sixty-yard  stream  of 
turbulent  red  water.  On  the  farther  bank 
the  country  is  really  magnificent  in  quality 
and  aspect.  The  centre  of  the  picture  is 
always  Mount  Kenya ;  but  there  never  was  a 
mountain  which  made  so  little  of  its  height. 
It  rises  by  long  gentle  slopes,  more  like  a 
swelling  of  ground  than  a  peak,  from  an 
immense  upland  plain,  and  so  gradual  is  the 
acclivity  that,  but  for  the  sudden  outcrop  of 
snow-clad  rock  which  crowns  the  summit, 
no  one  would  believe  it  over  eighteen 
thousand  feet  high.  It  is  its  gradual  rise 
that  imparts  so  great  a  value  to  this  noble 
mountain ;  for  about  its  enormous  base  and 
upon  its  slopes,  traversed  by  hundreds  of 
streams  of  clear  perennial  water,  there  grows, 
or  may  grow,  in  successive  belts,  every  kind 
of  crop  and  forest  known  in  the  world,  from 
the  Equator  to  the  Arctic  Circle.  The  land- 
scape is  superb.  In  beauty,  in  fertility,  in 
verdure,  in  the  coolness  of  the  air,  in  the 
abundance  of  running  water,  in  its  rich  red 
soil,  in  the  variety  of  its  vegetation  the  scenery 
about  Kenya  far  surpasses  anything  I  have 
ever  seen  in  India  or  South  Africa,  and  chal- 
lenges comparison  with  the  fairest  countries 
of  Europe.  Indeed,  looking  at  it  with  an 
eye  fresh  from  Italy,  I  was  most  powerfully 
reminded  of  the  upper  valley  of  the  Po. 

We  rode  on  all  day  through  this  delicious 
country,  along  a  well-kept  native  road,  smooth 
enough  for  a  bicycle,  except  where  it  crossed 
stream  after  stream  on  primitive  bridges. 
On  every  side  the  soil  was  cultivated  and 
covered  with  the  crops  of  a  large  and  indus- 
trious population.  It  is  only  a  year  since 
regular  control  was  established  beyond  the 
Tana,  not  without  some  bloodshed,  by  a 
small  military  expedition.  Yet  so  peaceful  are 
the  tribes — now  that  their  intertribal  fighting 
has  been  stopped — that  white  officers  ride  freely 
about  among  their  villages  without  even  carry- 
ing a  pistol.  •  All  the  natives  met  with  on  the 
road  were  armed  with  sword  and  spear,  and 
all  offered  us  their  customary  salutations, 
while  many  came  up  smiling  and  holding  out 
long,  moist,  delicate-looking  hands  for  me  to 
shake,  till  I  had  quite  enough  of  it.  Indeed, 
the  only  dangers  of  the  road  appear  to  be 
from  the  buffaloes  which  infest  the  country, 
and  after  nightfall  place  the  traveller  in  real 
peril.  We  were  very  glad  for  this  reason, 
and  also  because  we  had  eaten  nothing  but 
a  banana  since  early  morning,  to  see  on  the 
top  of  the  next  hill  the  buildings  of  Embo 
just  as  the  sun  sank  beneath  the  horizon. 

Embo  is  a  model  station,  only  five  months 


old — one  small,  three-roomed  house  for  the 
District  Commissioner,  one  for  the  military 
officer,  an  office,  and  a  tiny  jail,  all  in  good 
dressed  stone ;  two  Indian  shops  in  corru- 
gated iron ;  and  seven  or  eight  long  rows  of 
beehive  grass  huts  for  a  hundred  and  fifty 
soldiers  and  police.  Two  young  white 
officers — a  civilian  and  a  soldier — preside 
from  this  centre  of  authority,  far  from  the 
telegraph,  over  the  peace  and  order  of  an  area 
as  large  as  an  English  county,  and  regulate 
the  conduct  and  fortunes  of  some  seventy- 
five  thousand  natives,  who  have  never  pre- 
viously known  or  acknowledged  any  law 
but  violence  or  terror.  They  were  uncom- 
monly surprised  to  see  four  horsemen 
come  riding  up  the  zigzag  path  to  their 
dwelling ;  but  their  astonishment  was  no 
bar  to  their  hospitality,  and  we  were  soon 
rewarded  for  our  journey  and  our  fasting  in 
most  excellent  fashion. 

I  had  just  time  before  the  darkness  flooded 
the  land  and  blotted  out  the  mighty  mountain 
and  its  wreaths  of  fire-tipped  cloud  to  walk 
round  this  station.  The  jail  consistedof  a  single 
room,  barred  and  bolted.  Inside  not  a 
prisoner  was  to  be  seen.  I  inquired  where 
they  were,  and  was  shown  two  little  groups 
seated  round  fires  in  the  open.  They  were 
chained  together  by  a  light  running  chain, 
and  after  a  hard  day's  miscellaneous  work 
about  the  station  they  chatted  peacefully  as 
they  cooked  and  ate  their  evening  meal.  The 
prison  was  only  their  shelter  for  the  night 
— primitive  arrangements,  no  doubt,  but  are 
they  less  merciful  than  the  hideous,  long- 
drawn  precision  of  an  English  convict  estab- 
lishment ? 

The  African  protectorates  now  admin- 
istered by  the  Colonial  Office  afford  rare 
scope  for  the  abilities  of  earnest  and  intelli- 
gent youth.  A  man  of  twenty-five  may 
easily  find  himself  ruling  a  large  tract  of 
country  and  a  numerous  population.  The 
Government  is  too  newly  established  to  have 
developed  the  highly  centralized  and  closely 
knit — perhaps  too  closely  knit — hierarchy  and 
control  of  the  Indian  system.  It  is  far  too 
poor  to  afford  a  complete  Administration. 
The  District  Commissioner  must  judge  for 
himself,  and  be  judged  upon  his  actions. 
Very  often — for  tropical  diseases  make  many 
gaps  in  the  ranks  and  men  must  often  return 
to  England  to  recruit  their  health — the  officer 
is  not  a  District  Commissioner  at  all,  but 
a  junior  acting  in  his  stead  or  in  someone's 
stead,  sometimes  for  a  year  or  more.  To  him 
there  come  day  by  day  the  natives  of  the  district 
with  all  their  troubles,  disputes,  and  intrigues. 
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Their  growing  appreciation  of  the  impartial 
justice  of  the  tribunal  leads  them  increasingly 
to  carry  all  sorts  of  cases  to  the  District 
Commissioner's  Court.  When  they  are  ill 
they  come  and  ask  for  medicine.  When 
they  are  wounded  in  their  quarrels  it  is  to 
the  white  man  they  go  to  have  the  injuries 
dressed.     Disease  and  accident  have  to  be 


than  four  million  aboriginals  in  East  Africa 
alone.  Their  care  imposes  a  grave,  and  I 
think  an  inalienable,  responsibility  upon  the 
British  Government.  It  will  be  an  ill  day 
for  these  native  races  when  their  fortunes 
are  removed  from  the  impartial  and  august 
administration  of  the  Crown  and  abandoned 
to  the   fierce   self-interest   of  a  small  white 


WAITING   FOR  THE  WAK'DANCE. 
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combated  without  professional  skill.  Courts 
of  justice  and  forms  of  legality  must  be  main- 
tained without  lawyers.  Taxes  have  to  be 
collected  by  personal  influence.  Peace  has 
to  be  kept  with  only  a  shadow  of  force.  All 
these  great  opportunities  of  high  service,  and 
many  others,  are  often  and  daily  placed  within 
the  reach  of  men  in  their  twenties — on  the 
whole  with  admirable  results.  It  was  most 
pleasant  to  hear  with  what  comprehension 
and  sympathy  the  officers  of  the  East 
Africa  Protectorate  speak  abput  their  work  ; 
and  how  they  regard  themselves  as  the 
guardians  of  native  interests  and  native  rights 
against  those  who  only  care  about  exploiting 
the  country  and  its  people.  No  one  can 
travel  even  for  a  little  while  among  the 
Kikuyu  tribes  without  acquiring  a  liking  for 
these  light  -  hearted,  tractable,  if  brutish, 
children,  or  without  feeling  that  they  are 
capable  of  being  instructed  and  raised  from 
their  present  degradation.     There  are  more 


population.  Such  an  event  is  no  doubt  very 
remote.  Yet  the  speculator,  the  planter,  and 
the  settler  are  knocking  at  the  door.  There 
are  many  things  which  ought  to  be  done — 
good,  wise,  scientific,  and  justly  profitable. 
If  the  Government  cannot  find  the  money  to 
develop  the  natural  economic  strength  of  the 
country,  to  make  its  communications,  to  start 
its  industries,  can  it  with  any  reason  bar  the 
field  to  private  enterprise  ?  Can  it  prevent 
the  ingress  of  a  white  population  ?  Ought  it 
to  do  so,  and  for  how  long?  What  is  to 
happen  when  there  are  thirty  thousand  white 
people  in  East  Africa,  instead  of  the  three 
thousand  or  so  who  make  so  much  stir  at  the 
present  time  ?  Perhaps  the  course  of  these 
letters  will  lead  us  back  again  to  these  ques- 
tions. I  am  very  doubtful  whether  it  will 
supply  their  answers. 

We  have  a  discussion  in  the  evening  on 
a    much    more   manageable    subject.      The 
District   Commissioner  at   Embo   has  been 
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ordered  by  the  High  Court  of  the  Pro- 
tectorate to  re-try  a  criminal  case  which  he 
had  settled  some  months  before,  on  account 
of  an  informality  in  the  report  of  the  pro- 
ceedings, which  had  excited  the  attention  of 
the  revising  authority.  It  is  pointed  out  that 
neither  the  accused  nor  his  fellow-natives 
understand,  or  can  ever  be  made  to  under- 
stand, the  meaning  of  this  repetition  of  a 
trial ;  that  they  are  bewildered ;  that  their 
confidence  in  their  personal  ruler  may  be 
weakened;  that  endless  practical  difficulties 
— for  instance,  the  collection  of  witnesses 
scattered  about  in  distant  villages,  and  the 
disquietude  caused  to  them  by  a  second 
summons  from  the  strange,  mysterious  power 
called  "  Government " — arise  out  of  an  error 
which  only  a  lawyer  could  detect,  and  which 
only  appears  upon  a  piece  of  paper.  "  Some- 
one/' quaintly  says  a  young  civil  officer,  who 
has  ridden  over  with  us,  "forgot  to  say 
*Bo!'  in  the  right  place."  I  ask  the  nature 
of  the  *•  Bo  !  "  It  is  certainly  substantial. 
No  mention  was  made  in  the  report  of 
the  trial  that  the  accused  was  given  the 
opportunity  of  cross-examining  the  hostile 
witnesses.  Therefore,  although  this  was  in 
fact  done,  the  trial  is  held  to.be  no  trial,  and 
ordered  anew. 

Now,  here  is  again  a  balancing  of  dis- 
advantages ;  but  without  here  examining 
whether  a  simple  release  would  not  have  been 
better  than  a  retrial,  I  find  myself  plainly  on 
the  side  of  the  "  Bo ! "  There  is  scarcely 
anything  more  important  in  the  government 
of  men  than  the  exact — 1  will  even  say  the 
pedantic — observance  of  the  regular  forms  by 
which  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  accused 
persons  is  determined.  Those  forms  are 
designed  to  protect  the  prisoner,  not  merely 
from  the  consequences  of  honest  forgetfulness 
in  his  judges,  but  from  systematic  carelessness 
and  possible  oppression.  Once  they  are 
allowed  to  be  loosely  construed  the  whole 
system  of  civilized  jurisprudence  begins  to 
crumble,  and  in  its  place  there  is  gradually 
erected  a  rough-and-ready  practice  dependent 
entirely  for  its  efficiency  and  fairness  upon 
the  character  and  intelligence  of  the 
individual  responsible.  Necessary  as  it  is 
to  trust  to  personal  authority  in  the  control 
of  native  races  of  the  lowest  standard,  it 
is  not  less  necessary  to  assign  well-marked 
limits  to  that  authority,  and,  above  all,  to 
place  the  simple  primary  rights  of  accused 
persons  to  what  we  at  home  are  accustomed 
to  call  a  "  fair  trial  "  outside  its  scope.  Nor 
does  the  administrator  really  suffer  in  native 
eyes  from  the  apparition  into  his  domain  of 
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superior  authority.  The  tribesmen  see  that 
their  ruler — to  them  all-powerful,  the  man  of 
soldiers  and  police,  of  punishment  and 
reward — is  himself  obedient  to  some  remote 
external  force,  and  they  wonder  what  that 
mysterious  force  can  be  and  marvel  dimly  at 
its  greatness.  Authority  is  enhanced  and 
not  impaired  by  the  suggestion  of  immense 
reserves  behind  and  above  the  immediate 
ruler — strong  though  he  be.  But  upon  this, 
as  upon  other  matters,  it  is  not  necessary  for 
everyone  to  be  of  the  same  opinion ;  and  even 
lawyers  are  not  always  wise. 

On  our  homeward  ride  in  the  early  morn- 
ing we  passed  a  Swahili  village.  These 
Mohammedans  have  penetrated  deeply  and 
established  themselves  widely  in  the  Eastern 
parts  of  Africa.  Armed  with  a  superior 
religion  and  strengthened  with  Arab  blood, 
they  maintain  themselves  without  difficulty 
at  a  far  higher  level  than  the  pagan  aboriginals 
among  whom  they  live.  Their  language  has 
become  a  sort  of  lingua  franca  over  all  this 
part  of  the  world.  As  traders  they  are 
welcomed,  as  fighting  men  they  are  respected, 
and  as  sorcerers  they  are  feared  by  all  the 
tribes.  Their  Khan  had  supplied  us  with 
bananas  on  the  previous  day  with  many 
expressions  of  apology  that,  as  we  were 
unexpected,  he  had  no  "  European  food." 
To-day  all  this  was  repaired.  The  men  of 
the  village,  to  the  number  of  perhaps  fifty, 
walked  sedately  out  to  meet  us,  their  long 
white  smocks  in  striking  contrast  to  the  naked, 
painted  barbarians  who  surrounded  them. 
The  Khan  led  up  a  white  Arab  stallion,  of 
vicious  temper  and  tripping  gait,  to  replace 
my  wearied  pony ;  and  then  produced  tea 
and  a  familiar  tin  of  mixed  biscuits,  which  he 
had  over-night  sent  runners  to  procure,  that 
his  hospitality  might  incur  no  reproach. 

While  we  were  eating  and  parleying 
with  the  Khan  there  arrived  on  the  scene 
a  mounted  Kikuyu  chief,  with  umbrella, 
khaki  helmet,  and  other  insignia,  and 
attended  by  about  a  hundred  warriors  in  full 
feather.  In  order  to  show  their  respect  they 
began  at  once  their  war-dance,  and  we  left 
them  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later  still  circling 
and  hopping  to  and  fro  with  quivering  spears 
and  nodding  plumes  to  their  monotonous 
chorus,  while  the  white-robed  Swahilis 
stood  gravely  by  and  bade  us  farewell 
in  the  dignified  manners  of  the  East.  1 
reflected  upon  the  interval  that  separates 
these  two  races  from  each  other,  and  on  the 
centuries  of  struggle  that  the  advance  had 
cost,  and  I  wondered  whether  that  interval 
was  wider  and  deeper  than  that  which  divides 
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the  modem  European  from  them  both ;  but 
without  arriving  at  any  sure  conclusion. 

Our  journey  to  Embo  had  been  so  delightful 
that  I  was  not  inclined  to  hanker  after 
rejected  alternatives.  But  when  we  drove  in 
to  the  Thika  camp  as  the  sun  was  setting, 
the  first  spectacle  which  saluted  my  eyes  was 
a  lion's  skin  spread  out  upon  the  ground  and 
Colonel  Wilson  engaged  in  sprinkling  it  with 
arsenical  powder.  Then  we  were  told  the 
tale,  which  in  brief  was  that  they  were  driving 
a  long  reed-bed,  when   the  lion  sprang  out 


to  find  one  in  the  morning ;  and  next  day, 
after  we  had  driven  three  miles  of  reeds,  it 
seemed  that  their  hopes  were  well  founded, 
for  a  large. animal  of  some  kind  could  be 
seen  moving  swiftly  to  and  fro  under  cover, 
and  everyone  declared  this  must  be  the 
lion.  At  last  only  one  more  patch  of  reeds 
remained  to  beat,  and  we  took  up  our  posi- 
tions, finger  on  trigger,  about  sixty  yards 
from  the  farther  edge  of  it,  while  the  beaters, 
raising  an  astonishing  tumult  with  yells  and 
the  beating  of  tin  cans,  plunged  boldly  in. 
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and  ran  obliquely  across  the  line  of  beaters. 
Wilson  fired  and  the  lion  bounded  back  into 
the  reeds,  whence  stones,  fires,  shoutings, 
shots,  and  all  other  disturbances  failed  to 
move  him.  Whereupon,  after  two  hours, 
being  impatient  and  venturesome,  they  had 
marched  in  upon  him  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
to  find  him,  fortunately,  quite  dead. 

My  friends  endeavoured  to  console  me  by 
the  news  that  lions  had  now  been  heard  of  in 
two  other  places,  and  that  we  should  be  sure 


Parturiiint  montes  —  out  rushed  two  enor- 
mous wart-hogs.  Let  no  one  reproach  the 
courage  of  the  pig.  These  great  fierce  boars, 
driven  from  their  last  shelter,  charged  out  in 
gallant  style— tusks  gleaming,  tails  perpen- 
dicular— and  met  a  fate  prepared  for  a  king. 
With  these  and  another  which  we  galloped 
down  and  pistolled  on  the  way  home  I  had 
to  be  content,  and  can  now,  so  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  sadly  write,  in  the  expressive 
words  of  Reuter,  "  No  lions  were  *  bagged.' " 


(To  be  continued,) 
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MY  PAL   lD>Anr 

By    JOSEPH     KEATING. 


IM  was  in  the  Colliers'  Arms 
when  the  thunder -crack  and 
shock  of  the  explosion  in  the 
pit-workings  under  that  pleas- 
ant public -house  sent  all  its 
bottles  and  glasses,  pint  pots 
and  windows,  jingling  and  dancing  and 
shivering  all  at  the  same  time;  and  every 
drinking-mug  in  every  hand  stopped  half-way 
to  the  lips,  and  the  parched  mouths,  instead 
of  taking  in  beer,  gave  out  the  cry : — 

"  Lord  help  us  all — the  pit  is  fired  ! '' 

Jim's  pint  pot — quite  full — dropped  on  the 
floor,  with  the  beer  outside  the  pieces  swill- 
ing and  scattering  over  the  flags. 

"  And  my  pal  Dan  is  in  it ! "  he  roared. 
"  He  went  to  work  this  morning  and  I  went 
on  the  spree." 

Then  he  took  a  drunken  man's  jump  and 
went  head-first  across  the  flags,  through  the 
door,  and  out  of  the  public-house,  in  amongst 
the  women  and  children  shrieking  and  run- 
ning to  the  top  of  the  Welsh  Valley  Pit. 
He  and  Dan  worked  there  all  days — with  an 
occasional  break  for  festivities. 

The  only  visible  sign  of  the  fire  was  a  thin, 
violet-tinted  smoke  crawling  up  out  of  the 
shaft  and  twining  round  the  black  gear  and 
wheels  overhead ;  but  all  knew  that  down 
below  there  were  fire  and  poison,  with  the 
blast  sweeping  men,  boys,  and  horses,  trams, 
coal,  and  timber,  all  into  a  heap.  The  last 
explosion  had  burned,  mutilated,  or  poisoned 
over  two  hundred.  And  there  was  a  peculiar 
sulphur  element  in  the  violet  smoke  that 
made  everyone  around  the  pit-head  cough 
who  was  not  already  sobbing. 

Jim  had  to  fight  his  way  through  the 
women  and  childrea  He  was  trying  to 
squeeze  himself  in  amongst  the  gang  of  men 
who  were  getting  into  the  carriage.  They 
were  going  down  exploring,  which  really 
meant  they  were  willing  to  be  choked  or 
burned  if  they  could  prevent  that  from 
happening  to  anyone  else  down  there.  But 
they  flung  Jim  out  of  the  carriage.  There 
was  no  time  for  good  manners. 

"Get  out,  Jim  ;  you're  drunk." 

'*  My  pal  Dan  is  in  the  fire,"  explained  Jim, 
earnestly. 

He  was  staggering  back,  but  he  did  not 
seem  to  mind  how  they  treated  him.     By  a 


miracle  he  got  control  of  his  legs  and  kept 
himself  from  overbalancing.  He  recovered 
his  equilibrium,  in  fact. 

**  Fm  going  to  fetch  Dan,"  said  he. 

Then  he  ran,  lamp  in  hand,  to  catch  the 
carriae;e  before  it  dropped  into  the  pit. 

"  He'll  fall  down  the  shaft !  " 

Men,  women,  and  children  held  their 
breath.  The  pit  was  over  three  hundred 
yards  deep,  and  a  man  who  covered 
that  distance  merely  by  the  force  of  gravity 
would  be  sober  at  the  end  of  the  drop. 

Jim  had  only  one  idea  just  then,  and  he 
was  carrying  it  out.  The  carriage  with  the 
men  and  their  lighted-  lamps  dropped  out  of 
sight  without  thinking  about  his  wishes  or 
intentions,  and  Jim  went  over  after  it. 

"  I'm  going  to  fetch  Dan  out,"  he  roared, 
and  he  went  after  the  carriage — right  over 
the  bank  into  the  black  mouth  of  the  pit. 

All  around  there  was  a  gasp,  and  every- 
body leaned  over  the  brink,  staring  down, 
and  believing  he  was  being  smashed  against 
the  pit  walls.  But  Jim's  method  was  ad- 
mirable. They  would  not  let  him  get  into 
the  carriage,  so  he  had  jumped  for  the 
four  chains  that  fastened  the  carriage  to  the 
winding-rope,  and  he  shouted  up  with  great 
regard  for  people's  feelings : — 

"  I'm  all  right — I'm  going  to  fetch  Dan — 
that's  about  the  size  of  it." 

He  had  the  best  of  the  argument  so  far. 
The  carriage  was  going  down.  So  was  Jim 
— on  top  of  it.  The  lights  of  the  men  in  the 
carriage  flashed  underneath.  They  had  no 
idea  they  had  an  extra  passenger.  Those 
above  dared  not  stop  the  engine.  One 
minute's  delay  might  kill  a  hundred  men; 
and  even  if  they  pulled  up  they  ran  the  risk 
of  winding  Jim  into  the  great  wheels  above. 

He  was  sprawling  flat  on  the  bonnet  of  the 
carriage  with  a  life-and-death  grip  on  the  big 
chain  links.  The  terrific  speed  and  shake  of 
the  thing  made  the  pit-rope  crash  against  the 
walls.  The  scream  and  whistle  of  the  wind 
would  frighten  a  man  and  weaken  his  hold. 
There  were  nine  hundred  feet  of  black 
emptiness  under  Jim,  and  if  he  lost  grip  of 
the  links  the  bottom  of  the  pit  would  be 
paved  with  his  good  intentions. 

"  Poor  Dan  !  "  said  he  ;  "  he  might  be  in 
danger."  , 
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•the  CARKIAGE  was  going   down  ;  so  WAS  JIM— ON   TOP  OF   IT/ 


The  express  rate  of  descent  brought  him 
to  the  bottom  unexpectedly.  The  carriage 
stopped  with  a  jerk.  The  four  chains 
slackened  and  dropped  rattling  and  clanking 


on  the  iron  bonnet  Jim's  grip  was  taken 
away  from  him  without  so  much  as  a  hint, 
and  he  rolled  over,  cannoned  off  the  centre- 
guide,  and  dropped  between  the  pit  wall  and 
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the  carriage,  down  upon  the  plated  flooring 
of  the  actual  bottom  of  the  pit.  The  only 
miracle  about  this  was  that  if  he  had  gone 
over  at  the  other  side  he  would  have  rolled 
into  the  sump,  which  was  full' of  black  mud 
and  water,  with  depth  enough  to  smother 
fifty  men  at  the  same  time. 

"  Well — I'm  down,  at  any  rate,"  said  Jim. 

It  did  not  strike  him  that  having  been  out 
of  the  pit  that  day  "  on  the  spree "  was  his 
luck,  and  that  he  was  putting  himself  to 
great  f)ersonal  inconvenience  to  get  killed 
with  the  others. 

No  one  took  any  notice  of  him  when  he 
fell,  because  there  were  so  many  other  bodies 
stretched  out  on  iron  plates,  men  and  boys, 
with  poison  in  their  lungs  and  fire-wounds  on 
their  bodies  ;  and  the  rescuers  who  had  come 
down  inside  the  carriage  were  too  busy.  They 
were  piling  the  men  and  boys  into  the  cage 
to  send  them  up,  so  that  the  fresh  air  might 
bring  life  back  if  any  were  left. 

Jim  dragged  himself  up  out  of  the  way. 
His  lamp  was  missing. 

"  I  ought  to  be  burned,"  said  he,  "for  letting 
Dan  go  down  to-day — and  I  go  on  the  giddy." 

He  made  straight  for  the  inner  workings. 
All  Jim's  motions  began  head-first,  and  the 
plated  flooring  was  extremely  slippery,  so 
that  he  went  lurching.  He  had  a  lighted 
lamp  swinging  in  his  hand.  There  were 
plenty  of  lamps  which  those  who  were 
stretched  out  did  not  want.  The  living  were 
shouting  as  if  they  would  raise  the  dead. 
Others  had  come  out  safe  and  were  helping. 
Jim  could  not  see  Dan  amongst  them,  so  he 
went  in  to  look  for  him. 

Some  of  the  timbers  across  the  roof  and  in 
the  sides  were  smokirig  and  smouldering  as 
if  the  fire-blast  had  swept  along  that  way. 
Jim  did  not  stop.  He  felt  his  eyes  smarting, 
and  he  coughed  and  sighed.  He  was  really 
inhaling  the  choke- damp,  which  kills  nearly  a 
hundred  times  more  than  does  the  fire.  All 
the  laws  of  carbon  monoxide  ordained  that 
Jim  ought  to  be  flattened  out  in  the  dust. 
No  ordinary  being  could  expect  to  live 
through  this.  He  was  defying  all  the 
natural  laws  that  science  ever  discovered, 
because  he  was  still  going  on  in  it. 

His  light  was  swinging  with  every  lurch  of 
his  body.  He  went  far  in  beyond  the  plated 
section,  but  even  after  that  his  feet  took  a 
pleasure  in  slipping  along  the  smooth  face  of 
the  tram  rails,  and  every  few  yards  Jim's 
head  and  lamp  and  arms  and  legs  all  came 
together  in  one  bundle  up  against  the  timber 
in  the  side  of  the  roadway. 

This  did  not  appear  to  have  any  eff"ect  at 


all  on  him,  except  that  he  groaned  and 
breathed  like  a  gale  of  wind  among  the  trees 
on  a  dark  night.  Beyond  that,  he  only 
pulled  himself  out  of  the  side  into  the  middle 
of  the  tunnel  and  flung  himself  on  again. 

He  had  to  climb  over  high  falls  of  roof 
which  the  shock  had  brought  down.  He 
pulled  himself  up  over  the  big  stones  and 
rolled  down  the  other  side  with  a  business- 
like air,  always  making  sure  of  his  grip  upon 
the  lamp  and  a  careful,  half-closed  eye  upon 
the  light 

Sometimes  he  was  flung  into  the  side  by 
a  wild  crowd  of  men,  boys,  and  horses,  all 
rushing  out  together  towards  the  bottom  of 
the  shaft.  The  horses  screamed  as  much  as 
the  men.  One  was  as  terror-struck  as  the 
other.  The  difference  between  them  was 
that  the  animals  carried  only  themselves, 
whereas  the  men  carried  either  their  own 
boys  or  friends  who  had  fallen  overpowered 
in  the  dust,  poisoned  by  the  gases. 

Jim  took  this  as  a  matter  of  course.  All 
he  did  was  raise  his  voice  and  shout : — 

"  Is  Dan  there  ?    Jim  is  looking  for  him." 

The  light  was  raised  up  to  his  face  because 
that  is  a  natural  action  when  you  want  to 
talk  to  anyone  in  the  pit.  The  light  showed 
you  exactly  the  manner  of  man  Jim  was. 
His  tongue  came  out  licking  the  ragged  ends 
of  his  big  black  moustache,  and  his  half- 
closed  eyes,  still  blinking  in  the  lamp-rays, 
gave  his  face  a  helpless,  kindly,  God-bless- 
you  expression.  His  body  leaned  forward, 
swaying,  and  only  his  hips  touched  against 
the  side-wall  to  hold  him  up.  He  was  wear- 
ing his  pit-clothes,  for  when  his  friend  Dan 
went  to  work  that  morning  Jim  got  out  of 
bed  with  the  same  noble  resolve  to  go  to 
work.  Both  were  bachelors  free.  Jim  had 
got  as  far  as  putting  on  his  moleskins ;  but 
instead  of  going  to  work  he  turned  into  the 
Colliers'  Arms,  and  there  he  was,  like  most 
of  us,  the  picture  of  a  good  intention  not 
lived  up  to. 

When  the  shrieking,  roaring  herd  of  men, 
boys,  flying  lights,  and  horses  scrambled  by 
and  no  answer  came  to  his  question,  he  knew 
that  if  Dan  were  there  he  would  answer  him. 
So  he  headed  in  once  more  along  the  black 
road  in  his  blind  elephant  fashion. 

Heavy  timbers  were  knocked,  from  their 
places  in  sides  and  roof,  leaning  over  him, 
and  the  white  cracks  in  the  big  posts  were 
like  grinning  mouths  full  of  long  fangs.  The 
roof  was  letting  small  rocks  drop  as  Jim 
passed  under.  But  he  declined  to  take  any 
oflftcial  notice  of  these  things,  except  to  flash 
his  light   up  occasionaU|^  ui^^^^ce 
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whether  the  whole  world  intended  to  come 
crashing  through  into  that  narrow  tunnel. 

He  wanted  to  turn  down  a  road  on  his 
right.  He  went  in  a  yard  or  two.  But  he 
saw  the  fire  down  there  in  full  blaze. 

"  That's  no  good  to  me,"  said  Jim ;  "  I 
must  find  another  way." 

That  road  was  the  shortest  cut  to  Dan,  but 
the  fire  closed  it,  and  Jim  knew  another  way. 

He  had  as  much  trouble  in  turning  round 
to  go  back  as  an  Atlantic  liner  in  too  small  a 
dock.  But  he  got  under  way  and  started  in 
again  along  the  straight  road.  He  climbed 
mountains  of  fallen  roof,  and  on  the  tops  he 
sometimes  came  across  a  man  or  a  boy  or  a 
horse  lying  down  like  things  in  a  gentle  sleep. 
But  they  were  dead  —  gas-poisoned.  They 
had  not  beeii  able  to  live  through  what  Jim 
did  not  seem  to  feel.     He  put  his  light  down 


to  their  faces  to  see  if  Dan  might  be  there 
"  No ;  he's  not  dead  yet,"  he  said,  and  he 
went  down  inside  with  an  avalanche  of 
loosened  stones  rolling  down  the  hill  behind 
him.  The  veiry  nasty  stuflf  in  the  air  and 
darkness  made  him  splutter  as  well  as 
stagger. 

Down  the  roads  to  left  and  right  he  caught 
the  flash  of  fire. 

"  Aha  1 "  said  Jim,  and  he  waved  his  hand 
good-humouredly  at  the  flames. 

Around  the  corners  of  strange  roadways 
and  through  air-doors  he  went  The  explo- 
sion blast  had  knocked  off  some  of  the 
comers,  and  the  timber,  cogs,  and  rails  were 
in  various  heaps  in  the  middle  of  the  tunnel 
The  doors  were  flung  from  their  hinges  up  to 
the  roof,  and  coal-trams  were  twisted  across 
the  rails  with  the  wheels  up  and  the  coal 
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underneath.  Jim*s  light  shone  on  the  wreckage 
as  he  cut  through. 

"  And  Dan's  inside  this,"  said  he. 

Yet  even  here  there  was  life.  Sometimes 
one  light,  or  two,  three,  four,  or  ^^^  together, 
came  flying  out  of  these  side  roads  and  around 
the  broken  corners,  and  every  light  seemed 
to  have  a  voice  to  shout  its  terror. 

Jim  hailed  all  the  lights. 

"  Is  Dan  there  ?    Jim  is  looking  for  him." 

No  answer  came  ;  the  lights  vanished ;  and 
Jim  said : — 

"  Dan's  inside." 

He  went  in  as  resolutely  as  if  there  could 
not  possibly  be  any  mistake. 

Among  the  heaps  of  rubbish  he  stumbled 
over  a  body  or  so.  Some  were  kneeling, 
and  the  great  stones  kept  them  in  that  posi- 
tion after  they  had  died.  One  had  the  palms 
of  his  hands  together  and  his  arms  lifted  up. 
There  was  no  doubt  he  had  been  praying. 
And  one  was  on  his  back  with  a  six-inch 
pole  stuck  in  his  chest,  which  the  blast  had 
driven  in  as  clean  and  sure  as  if  it  were 
a  pointed  arrow.  A  flash  of  the  lamp  in  their 
faces  was  enough  for  Jim. 

"  Dan's  inside." 

The  next  corner  he  turned  took  him  down 
a  road  so  steep  that  the  declivity  plus  Jim's 
condition  overbalanced  him,  and  he  went 
rolling  down.  Yet  he  kept  his  lamp  lighted 
through  all  these  acrobatics. 

"  Dan  is  not  far  off"  now,"  said  he,  and  he 
picked  himself  up  and  tried  to  rub  the  dust 
out  of  his  eyes.  He  could  not  understand 
why  they  were  smarting  so  much.  But  it 
was  the  poison  in  the  air  beginning  to  show 
its  temper  at  Jim's  holding  out  so  long. 

Below  he  saw  signs  of  fire.  The  timber 
was  still  glowing  and  smoking.  But  through 
this  road  was  the  only  way  to  get  to  Dan.  . 

"  The  fire  isn't  much  there,"  said  he,  and 
he  went  in,  doubled  up  and  running ;  though 
by  this  time  he  could  hardly  keep  his  eyes 
open  at  all,  and  his  staggering  was  worse 
'  because  his  knees  were  failing  him  as  well  as 
his  sight  But  these  phenomena  of  carbon 
monoxide  poisoning  Jim  ignored  grandly. 
He  did  not  know  there  was  anything  the 
matter  with  him.  What  he  knew  was  that 
he  should  be  within  hailing  distance  of  his 
pal  Dan. 

"Dan!  "he  called. 

There  was  no  answer.  Jim  did  not  stop 
for  it.  He  ran  down  to  the  bottom  of  the 
road.  His  light  showed  him  a  jacket,  a 
waistcoat,  and  shirt  bundled  up  by  a  tin 
food-box  and  drinking-can  in  the  side,  and  a 
coal-tram  that  Dan  had  been  filling.     The 


blast  had  blown  the  tram  up  into  the  side, 
four  feet  high,  upset  it,  and  tipped  out  all 
the  coal.  The  props  under  the  roof  inside 
the  tram  were  cracked  and  bent.  Little 
heaps  of  white  stones  had  been  shaken  down, 
and  the  coal-seam  had  thrown  out  enormous 
black  blocks,  which  were  piled  up  one  on 
the  other. 

"  Dan ! "  shouted  Jim,  looking  about  him 
with  his  lamp.  ' 

He  saw  a  pit-lamp,  broken,  outside  the 
fallen  coal ;  and  that,  with  the  mandrils  and 
other  tools  near  by,  gave  him  definite  in- 
formation. He  went  down  to  the  lower 
edge  of  the  coal-heap,  and  there  he  saw  his 
pal  Dan 

"Aha!"  said  Jim,  in  great  triumph,  swing- 
ing his  light  over  Dan's  body. 

Dan  was  stretched  out  and  looked  like  a 
dead  man.  He  was  naked  to  the  waist. 
The  coal  apparently  had  fallen  out  with  the 
sudden  disturbance.  It  had  caught  his  legs. 
It  was  also  quite  plain  that  he  had  been 
struggling  to  get  free.  His  hands  and  body 
were  bleeding.  A  man  in  a  weak  state  would 
be  the  first  to  feel  the  effects  of  after-damp, 
no  matter  how  slight,  and  Dan  was  uncon- 
scious on  the  bottom  coal.  In  the  light  his 
square  features  and  loose  moustache  had 
just  Jim's  kindly,  careless  look,  only  Dan's 
eyes  were  closed  altogether,  whereas  his 
friend's  were  still  half  open. 

Jim  tried  to  lift  him  up. 

"  Wake  up,  Rodney  !  "  said  he.  "  Are  you 
going  to  sleep  your  brains  away  ?  " 

Dan  did  not  wake. 

"Give  him  a  chance,"  said  Jim,  argu- 
mentatively. 

The  chance  was  rough,  but  effective.  The 
shaking  brought  a  groan  from  Dan.  His 
eyelids  quivered  and  opened. 

"  Is  that  you,  Jim  ?  " 

"  Come  on —we're  not  dead  yet !  " 

Dan's  eyes  closed  again,  as  if  he  knew 
better. 

"  How  did  you  get  here  ?  "  he  asked,  with 
a  shiver. 

"What's  that  to  you?"  said  Jim,  most 
aggressively.     "  Wake  up  !     Come  on  !  " 

"  But  I'm  stuck,  Jim.     My  legs  are  fast." 

This  was  news  to  Jim.    He  wheeled  round 

to  the  other  end  of  Dan  and  saw  what  was 

wanted.     Dan  might  have  freed  himself  if 

the  gas  had  not  weakened  him.     But  where 

Dan  left  off"  Jim  began.     He  kicked  away 

the  small  lumps  of  coal  outside  the  heap. 

The  big  blocks  were  heavy  enough  for  four 

men  to  lift.     It  would  take  three  men  to 

move  them.  ^     ,  ^r\rAc> 

Digitized  by  VjOOvIC 


400 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


"  YouVe  got  to  be  shifted,"  said  Jim, 
addressing  the  coal. 

"  You  can't  do  it,  Jim,"  groaned  Dan. 

"  Shut  up  ! "  roared  Jim  ;  "  they've  got  to 
be  shifted." 

He  crawled  over  to  the  inside,  put  his  back 
to  the  seam  of  coal  and  his  feet  up  on  the 
enormous  blocks,  and  concentrated  brain 
and  body  into  the  work.  He  had  cleared 
the  ground  outside.  He  pushed  with  his 
back,  his  feet,  and  his  soul,  all  at  the  same 
time. 

"  Over  you  go ! "  he  yelled. 

The  strain  brought  a  blush  to  his  cheeks. 
All  the  blood  in  his  body  came  up  to  his 
head.  But  slowly  the  huge  black  things  went 
over  until  the  balance  was  all  on  the  other 
side,  and  they  rolled  clear  of  Dan's  legs,  and 
Jim  fell  down  in  a  heap  on  the  small  coal 
inside  because  there  was  nothing  to  hold 
him  up. 

"  Never  mind  that,"  said  he ;  **  I've  shifted 
you." 

He  picked  himself  up,  blowing  hard. 

"Good  lad,"  said  Dan. 

Jim  was  shaking  his  head  and  saying 
"  Birr-r  1 "  with  a  sound  like  a  horse  neighing ; 
but  at  the  same  time  he  was  lifting  up  his 
friend.  He  got  him  up,  but  Dan  could  not 
stand. . 

"  My  legs  are  dead,  Jim.     I  can't  walk." 

Without  arguing  how  he  was  to  carry  Dan 
all  the  way  out,  Jim  threw  him  over  his 
shoulder  as  if  he  were  a  six-foot  log,  and 
started  out  along  the  road. 

"We'll  have  you  home  before  finishing 
time  yet,"  declared  Jim. 

His  light  was  still  good,  but  something 
seemed  to  have  got  into  Jim's  eyes,  and  he 
was  nearly  blind  with  the  smarting  pain.  And 
he  was  staggering  more  than  ever,  because 
something  worse  had  got  into  his  lungs  ;  the 
gas  element  in  the  air  was  getting  the  upper 
hand  of  the  elements  that  had  fortified  Jim 
so  far,  and  he  had  a  fit  of  coughing  so  bad 
that  he  wanted  to  lie  down  in  the  dust. 

That  was  just  the  way  of  the  black-damp. 
It  was  so  subtle  and  vicious  that,  instead  of 
letting  you  know  you  were  being  poisoned,  it 
made  you  think  it  would  be  pleasant  to  lie 
down  and  go  to  sleep.  Many  hundreds  were 
still  sleeping  on  this  suggestion.  And  if  Jim 
were  not  so  set  upon  "fetching"  Dan,  he 
would  not  have  troubled  to  go  any  farther. 

Besides,  there  were  the  mountainous  falls 
to  be  climbed  and  the  burning  roadways  to 
pass.  How  could  he  manage  that  ?  Miracles 
do  not  repeat  themselves. 

But  Jim's  state  of  mind   apparently  con- 


fused gigantic  folly  with  gigantic  wisdom,  and 
instead  of  keeping  to  the  steep  road  he  turned 
into  a  narrow  little  place  on  the  left 

"  It  must  be  the  return,  Dan,"  he  informed 
his  friend. 

Dan  did  not  answer.  He  seemed  to  have 
no  interest  in  getting  out.  He  was  limp  on 
Jim's  shoulder. 

Jim  went  through  a  high  and  wide  plank- 
door  and  closed  it  after  him  with  a  bang.  The 
simple  fact  that  this  door  was  unharmed  hinted 
at  something  strange.  The  truth  was  that  the 
door  opened  into  the  most  important  and 
least  profitable  of  roads — the  road  that  carried 
the  foul  air  back  to  the  bottom  of  the  shaft, 
the  "  return."  Not  a  farthing's-worth  of  coal 
was  in  it ;  but  that  road  had  to  be  kept  open 
if  the  cost  of  it  broke  the  pit  Best  of  ail- 
though  it  was  quite  possible  Jim  knew  abso- 
lutely nothing  about  it  —  neither  fire  nor 
poisoned  air  would  go  into  the  return  except 
as  a  last  resource.  The  fire  must  have  fresh 
air  and  rich  coal-dust  Without  these  the 
fire  would  die.  And  the  return  was  a  bare, 
arid  roadway,  walled  and  roofed  in  white 
stone,  where  the  only  dust  was  the  white 
dust  of  falling  rubbish.  The  fire  kept  away 
from  it  and  went  out  to  the  big  coal-roads 
where  it  could  get  carbon,  and  timber,  and 
human  lives  for  its  feast 

To  Jim  it  was  the  only  way  out  That 
was  all  he  thought  about  it,  with  Dan  on  his 
shoulder.  He  did  not  even  realize  that  the 
air  was  foul — yet  not  so  foul  as  the  after-damp 
he  had  been  inhaling.  There  were  falls  of 
roof  here,  and  he  had  to  scramble  high  up 
and  down  low.  The  return  had  no  level. 
It  was  all  up  and  down  and  round  about 
But  he  knew  the  pit  well  enough  to  under- 
stand that  he  would  be  bound  to  come  out 
somewhere  near  the  shaft  bottom,  where 
they  could  get  up  to  the  sunshine.  It  never 
occurred  to  him  that  it  was  a  question  of 
chance  whether  he  could  carry  his  pal  Dan 
all  the  way,  or  would  fall  there  on  the  white 
stones  and  die  with  him  in  that  deserted  road. 

Sickness  took  him  more  than  once,  and 

his   language  was  without   limitations;    but 

never  once  would   he   take   Dan   from   his 

shoulder  or   rest   his  own  weakening  body. 

He  stumbled  and  staggered,  and  the  rough 

handling   was  to  Dan  as  good  as  throwing 

water  into  the  face  of  a  fainting  woman.    It 

did  his  circulation  good  and  kept  him  alive, 

until  the  road  suddenly  dropped  downwards, 

nearly  as  steep  as  a  stone  wall     Jim,  with 

the  weight  on  him,  was  not  prepared  for  it ; 

and  he  and  Dan  went  down  together.     They 

rolled  over  each  other  against  a  great  door. 
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This  was  the  door  of  doors.  It  opened  as 
they  touched  it,  and  they  rolled  through  into 
the  midst  of  swinging  lights  and  brave  men 
who  were  busy  sending  everybody  up  to  day- 
light and  safety  except  themselves.  The 
door  opened  to  the  bottom  of  the  shaft. 

Jim  fully  intended  picking  Dan  up  once 
more.  But  something  gave  him  an  extra- 
ordinary twist. 

When  he  got  over  it,  he  was  still  more 
bewildered.     He  heard  someone  say  : — 

"Jim  went  looking  for  Dan." 

He  felt  cold — deadly  cold  :  though  he  saw 
he  was  in  the  sunshine  and  saw  Dan,  too, 
sitting  in  the  beautiful  light  watching  him. 
They  were  at  the  top  of  the  pit,  and  the  men 
were  holding  Dan  up  so  that  he  could  follow 
Jim's  movements.       Other  men   had  Jim  by 


the  arms.  He  was  puzzled.  They  were  walk- 
ing him  backwards  and  forwards.  He  shivered 
with  the  cold  ;  and  still  the  men  walked  him 
all  across  the  hard  floor  and  back  again,  and 
Dan  never  took  his  eyes  from  him.  The 
men  were  telling  one  another  as  much  as  they 
knew — that  is,  from  what  Dan  had  told  them 
and  from  their  own  experience  of  the  fire  and 
wreckage  through  which  Jim  went  looking 
for  his  pal.  This  appeared  to  be  all  news 
to  Jim. 

"  Did  I  do  that,  Dan  ?  "  he  shouted,  as  if 
they  were  accusing  him  of  something  he  had 
done  wrong,  and  he  did  not  remember  or 
believe  a  bit  of  it. 

"  He's  raving,"  said  Dan,  tenderly. 

"  No  ;  he's  sober,"  said  the  pit-doctor. 
"  And  he's  forgotten  all  about  it." 
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SOME  PERSONAL    NOTES    BY  HENRY  W.    LUCY. 


RETURNED  to  the  House  of 
Commons  in  1874  as  mem- 
ber for  his  native  County 
of  Waterford,  Lord  Charles 
Beresford,  with  intervals  neces- 
sitated by  professional  calls, 
sat  in  the  House  of  Commons  for  more 
than  thirty  years,  delighting  it  with  a  breezy, 
unconventional  manner  that  did  not  disguise 
sterling  capacity.  He  never  made  speeches. 
He  just  talked  to  members.  His  oratorical 
style  was  subjective.  Like  the  Redeemed 
Prize  Fighter,  or  the  Saved  Sweep  of  Salvation 
Army  platforms,  he  was  always  ready  to  quote 
himself  as  an  awful  example.  Dwelling  on 
the  theme,  he  evolved  a  picture  of  a  Beresford 
minor  who  was  a  terror  to  his  pastors  and 
masters,  a  hopeless,  loveless  vagabond  who 
but  for  the  grace  of  God  would  long  ago  have 
been  hung  at  the  yard-arm. 

"  I  was  a  scallywag  myself,"  he  confided  to 
a  shocked  House  of  Commons  in  almost  the 
last  speech  he  addressed  to  it.  "  If  I  had 
been  subjected  to  penalty  of  imprisonment 
for  breaking  bounds,  I  would  scarcely  ever 
have  been  out  of  jail." 

Equally  communicative  about  his  short- 
comings at  a  more  advanced  age,  he 
incidentally  mentions  that  he  was  fifty-two 
years  of  age.  "  I  may,"  he  continued, 
"think  I  am  as  good  as  I  was  at  forty." 
Members  heartily  cheered  as  who  should 
say,  "  So  you  are."  Lord  Charles  would 
have  no  trifling  with  truth.  ^^  But  I  am 
not^''  he  added,  lowering  his  voice  to  a 
confidential  whisper,  intimating  that  on  the 
point  at  issue  he  knew  a  thing  or  two  more 
than  did  his  audience. 

In  moods  of  retrospection  Lord  Charles 
occasionally  supplies  instances  to  establish 
his  claim  to  have  been  a  youthful  scallywag. 
One  story  he  tells  across  the  walnuts  and  the 
wine  (of  the  latter,  by  the  way,  he  docs  not 
now  partake)  reads  more  like  a  page  from 
"  Peter  Simple"  than  the  reminiscences  of  an 
Admiral  who  in  his  time  has  been  a  member 
of  Her  late  Majesty's  Ministry. 

Whilst  still  a  midshipman  he  found  himself 


at  Lima.  Having  leave  ashore,  he,  in  com- 
pany with  some  other  youngsters  from  the 
ward-room,  went  to  the  opera.  During  an 
interval  they  sought  the  bar  in  search  of 
refreshment,  desirable  in  such  heated  climate. 
In  the  primitive  arrangements  of  the  opera- 
house  they  found  the  bar-room  underneath 
the  stage.  Entering,  Lord  Charles's  quick 
eye  observed  a  pair  of  legs  dangling  from  an 
opening  in  the  stage  and  resting  on  a  ladder 
which  gave  access  to  it.  He  recognised  that 
they  belonged  to  the  conductor,  who  was 
seated  on  the  stage  with  his  back  to  the 
audience,  his  face  and  waving  arms  to  the 
band  he  was  conducting,  whilst  his  legs  were 
disposed  of  in  the  manner  indicated. 

"  We  must  haul  him  down,"  said  Charlie, 
promptly. 

His  companions  welcomed  the  suggestion 
with  wild  delight.  Casting  about  for  a  rope, 
they  found  a  piece  in  a  corner  of  the  bar. 
They  made  a  running  loop,  and  with  deft 
hands  cast  it  round  the  legs  of  the  hapless 
conductor.  A  wild  shriek  interrupted  the 
ordered  music  of  the  opera.  The  amazed 
audience  beheld  the  conductor,  furiously 
brandishing  his  biton,  slowly  disappear, 
emitting  yells  of  anguished  terror.  It  was  a 
great  lark,  but  it  cost  the  middies  dear.  The 
armed  police  were  called  in,  and,  roughly 
prodding  the  offenders  with  the  butt-end  of 
their  muskets,  haled  them  to  a  dirty  prison, 
where  they  passed  the  night,  being  released 
in  the  morning  only  after  payment  of  a  heav)- 
fine  by  way  of  compensation  to  the  conductor. 

There  was  another  incident  in  later  life 
over  which  Lord  Charles  muses  with  pleasure. 
Whilst  Sir  Ellis  Ashmead-Bartlett  was  still 
alive  and  member  for  Sheffield,  Lord  Charles 
chanced  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  town.  Pleased 
to  do  honour  to  the  popular  sailor,  Ashmead- 
Bartlett  showed  him  round.  At  one  of  the 
ironworks  for  which  the  town  is  famous  is  a 
massive  Nasmyth  hammer.  This  having 
been  put  through  its  paces,  performing 
marvels  of  irresistible  strength,  the  visitor 
was  invited  to  place  his  hat  where  the 
hammer    would    fall  and   see   what   would 
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TERROR." 

happen.  The  hat  was  a  new  one,  worn  in 
honour  of  the  occasion.  The  company  had 
just  seen  blocks  of  steel  flattened  out  to  the 
thickness  of  threepenny-bits.  But  the  com- 
mander of  the  Condor^  who  astonished  the 
Egyptians  at  the  bombardment  of  Alexandria, 
the  captain  of  the  boat  that  went  up  the 
Nile  and  mended  its  boiler  under  a  heavy 
fire,  was  not  the  man  to  flinch  in  face  of  a 
new  ordeal.  He  took  off  his  hat,  placed  it 
under  the  hammer,  and  set  his  teeth.  Down 
flashed  the  colossal  weight,  stopping  short 
within  a  hair's  breadth  of  his  glossy  hat. 

"Most  wonderful,"  exclaimed  Lord  Charles, 
turning  to  Ashmead-Bartlett. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all,"  was  the  reply.  "  Mere 
nothing ;  they  never  fail.  Now  I'll  try  mine." 
He  placed  his  hat  in  position.  At  a  given 
signal  the  hammer  fell,  smashing  the  aston- 
ished   hat    much    flatter    than    a   pancake. 


l^rx^  is;  of  vxxirse*  no 

ChJurle:>  had  ;ui>  thin^  tv> 
iiv>  wi:h  the  acckieiU* 
But  the  iitrtuetx^  ol 
chcirActer   W  5^>aH^ti^H^s 

$ub:I\  CvM\tilglvHl:S. 

Hi5i  wjrjn^i>e:»  to 
heip  a  frieiKl  is  wivlelv 
kiK^wn  aihI  m^  wtrt> 
v^iUentiY  evpKnte^i  In 
v^ne  uistAiK^  his  gixni 
luuire  U\l  him  into  an 
enil>arrussin^  situation. 
An  old  fneiKi  retired 
frvMn  the  Navy  called 
u^x>n  him  with  assuraiKe 
that  he  had  a  little  busb 
ncss  in  haini  which, 
prv^^H^rly  conducted* 
would  make  bi>th  their 
fortunes.  It  turneii  out 
to  l>e  a  new  s<\ui^,  than 
which,  actx^uling  to  the 
s;\nguine  inventor,  no 
things  not  even  soa^\  was 
more  lavishly  priniuctiNHi 
of  wealth.  1  .i>rd  Charles 
declined  to  go  into  the 
business,  but,  in  re- 
sjK^nse  to  urgent  en- 
treaty, undertixik  that  if 
a  s^K^cin^en  of  the  pro- 
duct were  sent  to  him  he 
would  taste  it  and,  if  it 
were  found  agreeable,  would  write  the  inventor 
a  letter  of  approval.  The  sauce  duly  arrived, 
and  was  not  bad.  Lortl  diaries  wrote  a 
letter  of  moderate  tone,  stating  that  he  had 
tried  the  sauce  and  found  it  very  good. 

The  inventor  had  hit  u[H)n  what  he 
regarded  as  rather  a  striking  title,  and 
proceeded  to  advertise  it.  Presently 
"Yankee  Tickle"  ap|u*ared  prominently  m 
the  advertisement  sheets  of  the  papers, 
accompanied  by  the  following  note,  pur- 
porting to  be  addressed  to  the  proprietor: 
"Sir, — I  have  tried  your  sauce,  and  find  it 
excels  all  others  with  which  I  am  acquainted. 
I  may  say  that  a  spoonful  of  Yankee  Tickle 
made  my  stomach  laugh.-  Yours  laithfully, 
Charlks  Bereskord." 

From  1893-96  Lord  Charles  was  in  com- 
mand of  the  Steam  Reserve  at  Chatham 
Dockyard.  One  Friday  aflerr^oon  1  received 
from  him  a  telegram  at  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, saying  that  he  was  going  to  take  the 
Magnificent — ^just  completed — out  for  a  trial 
trip,  and  inviting  me  to  run  down  and  join 
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her.  When  I  arrived  at  his  rooms  In  the 
dockyard  he  was  making  up  a  small  parcel. 
He  opened  it  to  show  me  the  contents — a  . 
silver  tobacco-box,  bearing  an  inscription  to  a 
boatswain  on  duty  in  the  dockyard,  relating 
how,  on  a  certain  day  of  recent  date,  he  and 
Lord  Charles  had  been  in  a  boat  together 
which  was  overturned  by  a  sudden  squall. 
The  terms  of  the  inscription  did  not  specifi- 
cally state  that  the  boatswain  had  saved  the 
Admiral's  life,  but  such  service  was  hinted  at. 

The  gift  had  its  origin  in  an  incident  of 
which  the  papers  a   few  weeks  earlier  had 
been  full.     Crossing  the  harbour  in  a  small 
boat    accompanied    by    a    petty    oflficer,    it 
capsized,  and  for 
a  while   the   two 
passengers     were 
in  dire  peril.  Get- 
ting clear  of  the 
sails,    a     passing 
boat  came  to  their 

assistance   and  *  r^'^ 

naturally  made  for 
the  Admiral.  Lord 
Charles,  however, 
waved  them  off. 
The  boatswain 
was  evidently  a 
poor  swimmer 
and  might  sink 
any  moment.  So 
Lord  Charles 
struck  out  for  the 
wharf,  where  he 
safely  landed,  and 
had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  the  boat 
come  along  with 
freight  of  the 
rescued  man.  If 
between  the  two 
there  had  been 
any  saving  of  life 
he  had  preserved 
that  of  his  humble 
mate.  So  he  gave 
him  a  silver 
tobacco-box  with 
a  pretty  inscrip- 
tion. 

We  steamed 
down  the  Med- 
w  a  y  in  the 
Admiral's  launch 
at  five  o'clock  the 
following  morn- 
ing and  joined  the 
Magnificent  \n  the 


Channel.  She  was  not  yet  commissioned, 
had  not  her  regular  crew  on  board,  and  as 
far  as  deck  and  cabin  arrangements  were 
concerned  was  in  rather  rough  condition. 
Arrangements  were  made  beforehand  that  on 
the  return  journey  I  was  to  be  dropped  at 
Dover  within  convenient  distance  of  my 
country  quarters  at  Hythe.  But,  the  trial 
being  prolonged,  it  was  impossible  to  carry 
out  the  programme.  Lord  Charles,  always 
thoughtful  of  others,  feared  that  my  wife 
would  be  anxious  at  my  non-arrival.  Passing 
Hythe  on  the  homeward  tack,  assured  of 
safety  by  constant  soundings,  he  brought  the 
ironclad  closer  to  land  in  Hythe  Bay  than 
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battleship  had  floated  since  the  Danes  made 
•their  historic  descent  on  the  coast  The 
coastguardsmen  on  duty,  hurrying  to  the 
beach  at  the  unusval  spectacle,  were  signalled 
to  take  a  message  by  semaphore.  It  ran 
thus : — 

"To  Mrs.  Lucy,  Whitethorn,  Hythe. 
From  Lord  Charles  Beresford,  Magnificent, 
Mr.  Lucy  will  be  home  to  luncheon  to- 
morrow at  r.30." 

Half  an  hour  later  the  following  message 
was  delivered : — 

"To  Mrs.  Lucy,  Whitethorn,  Hythe, 
From  Lord  Charles  Beresford.  Magnificent 
Mr.  Lucy  will  be  home  to  luncheon  to- 
morrow at  1.30." 

Semaphore  signalling  does  *not  take  into 
account  semi-colons  or  full  stops.  To  this 
day  Lord  Charles  writing  to  me  usually 
addresses  "  Magnificent  Mr.  Lucy.** 

On  the  Unionist  Government  coming  into 
power  in  1886,  Lord  Charles,  then  member 
for  Marylebone,  was  made  a  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty  and  took  his  seat  on  the  Treasury 
Bench.  But  he  did  not  run  well  in  harness, 
and  was  constantly  kicking  over  the  traces. 
Early  in  his  new  career  he  ran  up  against 
the  First  Lord  in  circumstances  which  cannot 
be  better  described  than  in  his  own  graphic 
manner. 

"  One  morning,"  he  said,  "  a  clerk  came  in 
with  a  wet  quill  pen  and  said  :  *  Good  morn- 
ing. Will  you  sign  the  Estimates  of  the  year  ? ' 
I  said,  *  What ! '  He  said,  *  Will  you  sign  the 
Estimates  for  the  year?'  I  said,  *My  good 
man,  I  have  not  seen  them.'  *  Oh,  well,'  he 
said,  shoving  a  little  astern,  '  the  other  Lords 
have  signed  them.  It  will  be  very  incon 
venient  if  you  don't'  *  I'm  very  sorry,'  I  said. 
*  I'm  afraid  I'm  altogether  inconvenient  in  this 
place.  Certainly  I  sha'n't  sign  Estimates  I've 
not  seen.'  *I  must  go  and  tell  the  First 
Lord,'  said  the  horrified  clerk.  I  assured 
him  I  didn't  care  a  fig  whom  he  told.  Being 
at  the  time  the  Coal  Lord,  I  knew  the  coal 
was  not  half  enough  to  supply  the  Fleet  as 
it  stood ;  and  the  Fleet  wasn't  near  enough 
the  strength  it  ought  to  be.  So  I  flatly 
refused  to  sign,  and  the  Estimates  were 
brought  into  the  House  without  my  signa- 
ture. The  omission  was  noted,  and  an 
explanation  demanded.  *  Really,'  said  the 
First  Lord,  *  it  does  not  matter  whether  the 
Junior  Lord  signs  the  Estimates  or  does 
not'" 

The  incident  blew  over,  but  Lord  Charles's 
conviction  that  things  were  wrong  in  the 
Navy  was  so  deeply  rooted  that  after  some- 
thing less  than  two  years'  experience  at  the 


Admiralty  he  declined  to  share  its  respon- 
sibility. He  had  a  choice  collection  of 
stories  at  the  expense  of  laymen  placed  in 
office  at  the  Admiralty  as  consequence  of 
a  turn  of  the  political  wheel.  Of  one  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty  he  told  a  delighted  House  of 
Commons  how,  receiving  a  report  of  disaster 
to  a  ship,  couched  in  technical  phrase,  he 
wrote  a  reply  remonstrating  with  the  officer 
for  his  use  of  bad  language. 

Another  civilian  Lord,  looking  over  a  chart, 
and  observing  that  one  of  His  Majesty's 
ships,  homeward  bound,  passed  within  a 
space  of  two  inches  on  the  chart  an  island 
where  castaway  sailors  were  sheltering,  wanted 
to  know  why  it  could  not  call  and  relieve 
them.  Amid  prolonged  laughter  Lord 
Charles  explained  that  the  two  inches  on 
the  chart  meant  a  distance  at  sea  of  four 
thousand  miles. 

It  is  quite  probable  that  when  his  term  of 
active  service  is  completed  Lord  Charles 
Beresford  will  return  to  the  House  of 
Commons.  His  appearance  would  be  as 
welcome  on  both  sides  (excepting,  perhaps, 
the  Treasury  Bench)  as  is  a  sea  breeze  on  a 
sultry  afternoon.  He  is  one  of  the  most 
delightfully  unconventional  men  in  English 
public  life.  Every  inch  a  sailor,  if  he  has 
a  foible  common  to  some  landsmen,  he 
"fancies  himself"  as  a  Parliamentarian. 

His  tactics  in  the  House  of  Commons 
were  very  much  on  the  lines  of  his  famous 
manoeuvre  off"  Alexandria.  When  Arabi 
opened  fire  upon  the  Marabout  batteries, 
which,  served  by  British  gunners,  would  have 
kept  a  hostile  fleet  at  bay,  the  little  Condor 
dashed  in  and  gave  the  astonished  Egyptians 
so  much  to  do  that  they  never  found  the 
range  of  the  ironclad. 

When  Ix)rd  Charles  was  still  with  us  in  the 
Commons  he  at  unexpected  times  bore  up 
against  some  massive  force  of  Admiralty 
incompetence,  opening  fire  with  a  ruthless 
disregard  of  precedent  and  authority  that 
gave  deep  pain  to  the  official  mind.  There 
was,  as  a  preliminary  to  his  contributions  to 
debate,  an  involuntsiry  movement  of  hands 
and  hips  as  if  he  were  about  (saving  the 
Speaker's  presence)  to  hitch  up  his  trousers. 
No  one  would  have  been  in  the  least 
surprised,  or  regarded  it  as  out  of  keeping 
with  the  business  of  the  moment,  if,  during  a 
brief  pause  whilst  he  was  consulting  his  notes, 
he  had  broken  into  a  step  or  two  of  the  horn- 
pipe. Not  that  he  was  frivolously  inclined, 
for  when  discussing  Naval  administration  he 
was  hotly  in  earnest.  Nor  was  there  tendency 
on  his  part  to  pose  as  a  sailor  of  transpontine 
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fashion.  The  fancy  in  the  mind  of  the 
looker-on  was  simply  born  of  association  of 
ideas  as  he  listened  to  the  sturdy,  ruddy- 
faced  tar  breezily  talking  in  the  vitiated 
atmosphere  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

During  one  of  his  early 
visits  to  China  Lord  Charles 
picked  up  what  he  regarded 
as  a  rare  prize  in  the  way  of 
body-servants.  Tom  Fat  was 
a  boy  of  bright  almond- 
shaped  eyes,  old  -  ivory- 
coloured  skin,  and  a  look  of 
childish  innocence  that 
straightway  conveyed  the 
impression  that  he  was  too 
good  for  this  world,  and 
needed  the  care  of  a  watch- 
ful protector  to  guard  him 
against  the  wickedness  of 
man.  Lord  Charles  engaged 
him  as  "  boy,"  a  designation 
covering  many  useful  func- 
tions. He  went  errands, 
waited  at  table,  looked  after 
his  master's  clothes,  and 
dusted  his  desk,  these  latter 
duties  affording  access  to 
usually  well  ■  filled  trouser 
pockets  and  cheque-books. 

One  day,  with  pained  sur- 
prise, Lord  Charles,  who 
fondly  believed  he  was  roll- 
ing in  riches,  received 
intimation  from  his  banker 
that  his  account  was  over- 
drawn. On  investigation, 
he  discovered  that  presenta- 
tion had  been  made  of  a  multitude  of  cheques 
drawn  for  sums  varying  between  ^y^  pounds 
and  twenty.  On  examination,  the  signa- 
ture of  the  cheques  was  found  so  perfect  as 
to  justify  the  cashier  paying  them,  especially 
when,  as  it  was  remembered,  they  were  pre- 
sented by  the  Mercury  with  the  face  of  angel- 
innocence  who  was  known  to  occupy  a  confi- 
dential position  in  Lord  Charles's  household. 

Confronted  by  tokens  of  his  villainy,  Tom 
Fat,  with  a  sigh  breaking  into  a  smile  of 
ineffable  innocence,  made  a  clean  breast  of  it. 
It  presently  appeared  that  his  financial  opera- 
tions had  not  been  confined  to  cashing 
cheques  drawn  by  himself  with  careful  imita- 
tion of  his  master's  signature.  One  day  he 
turned  up  at  the  Marlborough  Club  and, 
obtaining  an  interview  with  the  secretary, 
confided  to  him  the  information  that  his 
master  was  in  temporary  diflficulties  and 
wanted  a  loan  of  twenty  pounds.     The  secre- 


•a  step  or  two 


tary  was  delighted  to  oblige  a  popular 
member.  But,  being  a  business  man,  he 
suggested  that  it  would  be  well  if  Lord 
Charles's  emissary  were  fimished  with  an 
lOU  in  exchange  for  the  cash. 

"lOU!  What's  that?" 
asked  Tom  Fat,  his  child- 
like eyes  widening  with 
marvel  at  hint  of  this  new 
development  of  Western 
civilization. 

The  matter  explained,  he 
withdrew,  returning  in  an 
hour  with  the  document 
written  out  on  Lord  Charles's 
private  paper. 

"  Why,"  said  the  secretary, 
examining  the  paper,  "this 
is  an  acknowledgment  for 
thirty  pounds.  You  said 
Lord  Charles  wanted  only 
twenty  pounds," 

Tom  Fat  explained  that 
on  consideration  his  master 
thought  he  might  as  well 
have  thirty  pounds,  which 
were  handed  over,  furnishing 
the  youthful  Chinee  with 
funds  for  a  little  entertain- 
ment arranged  for  that  night 
at  the  Criterion,  for  which 
he  had  made  himself  re- 
sponsible. He  had  invited 
a  party  of  thirteen  to  dinner. 
All  the  guests  were  ladies. 
At  the  head  of  the  sumptu- 
OK  THE  HORNPIPE. "  ous  board  sat  Tom  Fat, 
blandand  prosperous,  munifi- 
cent master  of  all  he  surveyed.  His  career 
was  cut  short  by  a  term  of  imprisonment 
passed  upon  him  by  a  London  police-court 
magistrate. 

Lord  Charles's  friends  made  merry 
at  expense  of  his  trustfulness  in  human 
nature,  especially  when  moulded  in  China. 
One  night  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
shortly  after  Tom  Fat's  incarceration,  debate 
arose  on  the  eternal  Irish  Education  question. 
Lord  Charles,  plunging  in,  confessed  that  he 
had  a  leaning  towards  denominational  educa- 
tion. But  the  grounds  of  his  support  of  the 
system  were  not  entirely  pleasing  to  sound 
Protestants. 

"The  fact  is,  Mr.  Speaker,"  he  said,  con- 
fidentially addressing  the  Chair,  "it's  all  a 
matter  of  birth.  The  majority  of  the  Irish 
people  are  born  in  the  Roman  Catholic  faith, 
and  they  may  as  well  be  educated  where 
its  tenets  are  observed.      If  a  Buddhist  or 
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^Aohammedan  runs  straight/'  he  continued, 
"  he  has  about  as  much  chance  of  going  to 
heaven  as  I  have." 

There  was  perhaps  something  a  little 
dubious  about  this  way  of  putting  it,  but  the 
House  understood  what  Lord  Charles  in  his 
mood  of  large  and  generous  catholicity 
meant. 

"What  about  Tom  Fat?"  asked  Mr. 
Jimmy  Lowther,  seated  on  his  corner  bench 
below  the  gangway. 

"Fat,"   Lord  Charles  promptly  answered, 
"  will  certainly  be  in  the  Fire."     An  inbred 
deference  for  Parliamentary  usage  precluded 
particularization    of    the 
flames. 

Some  years  after  Tom  Fat's 
deliverance  from  the  jaws  of 
jail  Lord  Charles  heard  again 
of  his  old  servitor.  A  mes- 
sage reached  him  just  after 
his  arrival  on  a  moor  in  Scot- 
land that  promised  prime 
sport  with  the  grouse.  It 
announced  that  Tom  Fat  was 
in  a  London  hospital,  sick 
unto  death,  and  was  wailing 
day  and  night  for  sight  of  his 
old  master.  Most  men,  with 
memory  of  a  perfidy  that 
had  cost  them  two  thousand 
pounds,  and  with  prospect  of 
a  week's  shooting,  would  have 
ignored  the  summons,  or  at 
most  sent  a  kindly  message. 
That  was  not  Charlie  Beres- 
ford's  way.  He  at  once  gave 
up  his  shooting,  posted  to 
London  by  the  night  mail, 
and  drove  straight  to  the 
hospital. 

"  Me  die,  me  die,  master,'* 
moaned  Tom  Fat,  tossing 
restlessly  on  the  bed. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  my 
boy,"  said  Lord  Charles, 
cheerily ;  "  you'll  do  no- 
thing of  the  sort.  You  will 
be  out  of  bed  in  a  fort- 
night, and  then  I'll  see  to 
you." 

The  prediction  and  the  promise  were  both 
fulfilled.  From  the  moment  he  looked  on 
his  master's  face,  Tom  Fat  took  a  turn  for 
the  better.  When  he  came  out  restored  to 
health,  obviously  nothing  could  be  done  in 


the  way  of  recommending  him  to  a  new 
situation.  His  name  and  story  were  too 
famous.  I^rd  Charles  accordingly  helped 
him  to  a  passage  home,  and  never  saw  or 
heard  of  him  more.  When,  eight  years  ago, 
he  revisited  China  on  a  special  mission  on 
behalf  of  the  Associated  Chambers  of  Com- 
merce of  Great  Britain,  he  made  diligent  but 
fruitless'inquiry  after  his  prot^g^. 

Who  knows  he  may  not  have  entertained 
Tom  Fat  unawares,  as  some  do  angels  ?  Dis- 
guised in  the  garb  of  a  mandarin,  possibly  a 
Minister  high  in  favour  at  Court,  Li  Hung 
Fat   may,  in   the  course  of  Lord  Charles's 


'MB   DIB,   MB  DIB,   MASTER,'  MOANBD  TOM   FAT." 

mission,  have  shown  some  courtesy,  done 
some  service  to  his  old,  still  unsuspecting, 
master,  to-day  a  Vice-Admiral,  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  the  Channel  Fleet,  as  popular  on 
board  ship  as  he  is  wherever  he  goes  ashore. 
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HE  inventor's  ideal,  ever  since 
photography  itself  became  an 
accomplished  fact,  has  been  to 
secure  its  pictures,  not  in  the 
monotony  of  black  and  white, 
but  as  faithful  to  their  originals 
in  colour  as  in  outline.  From  time  to  time  the 
attainment  of  this  result  has  been  announced  ; 
so  often,  indeed,  and  so  unreliably,  that  the 
public  were  inclined  to  adopt  a  very  incredu- 
lous attitude  when,  last  July,  the  announce- 
ment was  made  that  colour-photography  was 
actually  accomplished. 

Accomplished  it  was,  however ;  and  there 
is  now  a  process  by  which  we  can  get  a 
faithful  picture  in  the  camera,  giving  us  the 
colours  of  Nature  in  a  most  startlingly  truthful 
way.  Moreover,  it  is  essentially  an  amateur 
process.  It  calls  for  no  great  amount  of 
skill,  and  takes  no  great  time  to  work.  The 
methods  adopted  are,  in  the  main,  those  of 
ordinary  photography,  the  principal  difference 
being  that  instead  of  the  ordinary  dry-plate 
a  new  plate  of  a  special  character,  called  the 
"  Autochrome "  plate,  is  employed.  The 
illustrations  to  this  article  are  reproductions 
by  the  three-colour  process,  made  direct 
from  "  Autoclirome  "  originals. 

The  way  in  which  this  has  been  done  is 
quite  a  little  scientific  romance,  the  heroes 
being  two  brothers,  Auguste  and  Louis, 
having  the  appropriate  surname  of  Lumibre 
(light).  Many  years  ago  their  father  founded 
a  big  business,  of  which  he  is  still  the  head, 
at  Lyons,  for  the  manufacture  of  photographic 
plates  and  papers.  The  two  sons,  who  take 
their  part  in  this  industry,  received  a  thorough 
scientific  training,  and  for  ten  or  fifteen  years 
have  been  known  as  keen  photographic 
experimenters  and  inventors.  Many  pro- 
ducts which  the  photographer  uses  he  owes 


to  the  Lumi^re  Brothers ;  but  the  problem 
of  colour-photography  always  seemed  to  enjoy 
the  first  place  in  their  minds.  They  were 
not  the  only  inventors  at  work  on  that 
problem,  by  any  means  ;  but  as  each  step 
seemed  to  be  taken  towards  success  the 
Lumi^res  took  it  up,  examined  it,  worked  at 
it,  and  improved  it 

For  although  the  announcement  came  at 
last  with  dramatic  suddenness,  the  photo- 
graph in  colours  was  no  more  the  creation  of 
a  single  brain  than  was  the  steam-engine  or 
the  motor-car.  'An  Englishman,  Clerk  Max- 
well, a  famous  Cambridge  professor  in  his  time, 
and  a  Frenchman,  Ducos  du  Hauron,  were 
the  first  to  point  out  how  the  problem  might 
be  solved ;  while  a  German,  Vogel,  took  the 
first  great  step  towards  its  solution  ^by  the 
discovery  of  "orthochromatism." 

Everyone  knows  that  the  "  dark-room  "  of 
the  photographer  is  lit  by  red  light.  The 
reason  is  that  the  plates  used  by  the  photo- 
grapher are  not  sensitive  to  red  light,  although 
they  are  sensitive  to  other  colours.  If  a 
plate  is  not  sensitive  to  red  light,  it  cannot 
be  used  to  photograph  a  red  object.  If  the 
object  is  a  very  pure  red,  we  all  know  that  it 
photographs  black.  Vogel  discovered  how  to 
make  a  plate  sensitive  to  red  light,  and  so  made 
colour-photography  possible.  This  process 
is  known  as  orthochromatizing  the  plate,  and 
is  extensively  used  for  photographing  pictures, 
flowers,  and  so  forth ;  although  for  ordinary 
photography  the  non-orthochromatic  plate  is 
still  preferred,  because  it  allows  a  red  light  in 
the  dark-room.  With  a  perfectly  ortho- 
chromatized  plate  no  light  whatever  can  be 
allowed  in  the  dark  -  room,  and  all  the 
operations  usually  done  by  the  red  light  have 
to  be  done  in  darkness.  This  is  the  case 
with  the  "  Autochrome  "  plate,  for  example, 
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FLOWERS. 
A  colour- photograph  laken  direct  from  Nature. 
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which   is   generally   developed    in   complete 
darkness. 

The  method  of  colour-photography  which 
Clerk  Maxwell  and  du  Hauron  suggested 
is  based  on  a  peculiarity  of  our  eyes — the 
means  by  which  we  perceive  colours  at  all. 
The  theory  is  that  in  our  eyes  part  of  the 
mechanism  is  in  triplicate.  There  are  three 
distinct  sets  of  perceiving  apparatus,  one  of 
which  "sees"  red,  one  green,  and  one  blue- 
violet.  All  tfie  seeing  is  done  by  these  three 
sets  of  nerves,  or  whatever  they  are.  If  it  is 
a  yellow  object  at  which  we  are  looking,  we 
see  it  through  the  combined  action  of  two  of 


there,  because  the  red  mechanism  where  the 
red  spot  fell  on  it  is  in  that  same  place,  for 
the  moment,  too  tired  to  "  see  "  the  ceiling, 
and  only  the  other  two  are  acting.  As  the 
red  -  seeing  apparatus  gradually  regains  its 
power  the  spot  on  the  ceiling  fades  away. 

As  the  three  sets  of  mechanism  do  all  our 
seeing,  it  follows  that  all  the  many  shades  ot 
colour  we  can  distinguish  are  perceived  by 
means  of  the  excitement  in  different  proper 
tion  of  those  three  sets  of  nerves.  White  is 
the  colour  which  results  from  all  three  being 
stimulated  in  suitable  proportion  ;  black  is 
mere  negation,  none  of  them  being  stimulated. 


FF  TABLE! 

A  colour '  photograph  of  a  still 'life  subject. 


the  mechanisms,  that  which  responds  to  red 
and  that  which  responds  to  green ;  when 
both  these  are  excited  we  call  the  colour 
seen  "  yellow." 

A  well-known  advertisement  takes  advan- 
tage of  this  fact  very  ingeniously.  If  we  look 
quite  steadily  for  a  little  time  at  a  bright 
red  spot  we  tire  the  nerves  which  respond  to 
red  on  that  part  of  the  eye  where  the  image 
of  the  red  spot  is  formed,  but  we  do  not  tire 
the  arrangements  for  seeing  green  and  blue- 
violet,  since  those  colours  are  not  present  in 
the  red.  If  we  then  turn  the  eyes  towards 
the  blank  ceiling  we  see  a  bluish-green  spot 


Yellow  we  have  seen  to  result  from  red 
and  green,  blue  results  from  blue  -  violet 
and  green,  orange  from  red  and  green  with 
more  red  than  in  the  case  of  yellow,  purple 
from  blue-violet  and  red,  and  so  on.  Clerk 
Maxwell's  suggestion  was  that  if  we  could 
secure  photographs  recording  how  ever)- 
colour  was  seen  by  one  set  of  mechanism 
only,  a  set  of  three  such  photographs  for 
the  three  mechanisms,  if  printed  in  suitable 
colours,  would  reproduce  to  the  eye  all  the 
colours  of  the  original.  It  does  not  matter 
how  many  shades  of  red  there  may  be,  for 
example.  If  we  get  the  right  shade  of  red. 
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A    FARMYARD. 
How  the  new  colour-process  reproduces  a  landscape. 


AN    OLD    GARDEN. 
Anoihcr  specimen  of  the  results  of  the  new  invention. 
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A  PORTRAIT  -By    HERBERT    KOESTER. 
A    colour '  photograph    taken    direct    from    Nature. 
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of  green,  and  of  blue-violet  to  start  with,  we 
can  make  that  one  red  reproduce  all  the 
others  merely  by  adding  to  it  a  little  of  the 
right  green,  or  of  the  right  blue-violet  itself. 

All  very  well  on  paper,  but  how  to  select 
the  right  colours  to  start  with,  and  how  to 
get  them  so  that  the  eyes  can  see  all  three 
pictures  at  once?  These  are  the  lines  on 
which  inventors  have  been  at  work ;  and 
their  results  have  been  the  various  three- 
colour  processes,  as  they  are  called.  The 
final  outcome  is  the  "  Autochrome  "  process, 
which  is  really  a  triple  process,  although  in 
the  ordinary  way  its  triple  character  is  not 
realized. 

If  we  put  on  paper  a  number  of  fine  dots 
as  evenly  as  we  can,  and  then  look  at  them 
from  a  sufficient  distance  for  the  dots  no 
longer  to  appear  separate,  the  effect  is  an 
even  tone  or  tint.  If  some  of  the  dots  are 
of  one  colour  and  some  of  another,  both  will 
intermix ;  the  tint  is  no  longer  that  of  one 
or  other  of  the  colours  used,  but  is  a  com- 
pound of  the  two.  If  we  could  scatter  over 
a  sheet  of  glass  tiny  dots  of  red,  of  green,  ana 
of  blue- violet,  in  proper  proportions,  so  th^t 
they  completely  covered  it,  but  so  that  no  or  a 
dot  overlapped  the  other;  and  if  the  dots 
were  small  enough  and  the  colours  were  correct 
and  in  proper  proportion,  the  glass  would  not 
look  violet,  or  green,  or  red,  but  white  or 
greyish.  At  least,  it  would  have  no  colour. 
It  was  well  known  several  years  ago  that 
anyone  who  could  do  that  had  taken  the 
greatest  step  of  all  towards  colour-photo- 
graphy, because  all  that  had  to  be  done  was 
to  cover  that  layer  with  a  photographic  com- 
pound, such  as  we  have  in  ordinary  plates, 
and  we  get  a  photograph  in  colours  straight- 
away. Dozens,  perhaps  hundreds,  realized 
this,  and  tried  to  do  it.  The  first  practical 
commercial  outcome  was  the  Lumiere  Auto- 
chrome plate. 

The  method  adopted  was  surprisingly 
ingenious,  and  involved  the  use  of  no  more 
out-of-the-way  chemical  than  potato  starch. 
We  are  all  familiar  with  starch  as  composed  of 
lumps  which  easily  break  up  into  fine  |)owder. 
It  is  obtained  firom  many  sources,  mostly  grain 
such  as  rice  or  wheat,  and  tubers  such  as 
potato. 

If  we  put  a  little  powdered  starch  under 
the  microscope  we  find  that,  if  it  has 
all  come  from  a  similar  source,  each  little 
grain  is  of  the  same  shape ;  and,  as  these 
shapes  are  characteristic,  we  can  tell  at  once 
from  what  particular  vegetable  the  sample  of 
starch  at  which  we  are  looking  was  derived. 
Moreover,  it  is  a  comparatively  easy  matter  to 
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get  the  grains  all  of  a  size.  Potato  starch 
grains  are  approximately  circular;  and  the 
particular  starch  used  in  the  process  has 
grains  of  such  a  size  that  two  thousand  of 
them  in  a  row  just  measure  one  inch.  That 
is  to  say,  four  millions  of  such  grains  would 
just  cover  a  square  inch. 

If  anyone  were  asked  how  to  cover  a  square 
inch  of  glass  with  four  millions  of  these  tiny 
granules  so  that  no  one  granule  overlapped 
another,  and  then  to  fill  in  the  interspaces 
between  all  these  granules  so  that  no  light 
whatever  could  get  through  the  glass  unless 
it  went  through  a  granule,  he  might 
be  excused  for  regarding  it  as  wildly 
impossible. 

Accordingly,  three  years  ago,  when  Messrs. 
Lumibre's  patent  for  colour-photography  in 
this  manner  was  published,  it  was  regarded, 
to  use  the  words  of  a  great  English  authority 
on  the  subject,  as  "of  no  practical  value." 
"  Practical  value,"  however,  is  exactly  what 
it  has  shown  itself  to  possess. 

The  starch  is  divided  into  three  lots,  which 
are  dyed  red,  green,  and  blue- violet  respec- 
tively, with  dyes  selected  with  great  care  and 
with  all  sorts  of  scientific  requirements,  so  as 
to  correspond  to  the  three  colour-sensations 
of  the  human  eye.  These  three  brightly- 
coloured  powders  are  thoroughly  mixed 
together,  in  such  proportions  that  the  mixture 
no  longer  has  any  distinctive  colour  itself  at 
all,  but  is  merely  a  grey.  Glass  is  taken 
and  coated  with  a  fine  layer  of  some 
sticky  substance,  and  is  dusted  over  with 
the  powder,  which  sticks  to  the  glass. 
The  surface  is  then  brushed  over  so  that 
all  the  powder  is  removed  except  what 
adheres.  This  prevents  overlapping ;  since 
if  one  of  the  little  particles  is  lying,  not 
immediately  on  the  adhesive,  but  on  another 
particle,  it  does  not  stick,  and  so  is  removed 
by  the  brush.  In  this  way  a  layer,  one 
particle  deep,  is  obtained.  The  layer  is  then 
rolled  under  great  pressure.  This  crushes 
the  particles  flat,  and  so  presses  them  that 
they  fill  up  the  interstices  completely.  The 
plate  is  given  a  protective  varnish,  so  as 
to  prevent  the  photographic  solutions  from 
reaching  the  dyed  starch,  and  in  this  con- 
dition is  ready  to  receive  its  sensitive  coating. 
So  the  problem  was  solved  in  a  comparatively 
simple  mailner  after  all. 

Such  plates,  when  used  in  the  camera  and 
treated  in  a  proper  way,  do  not  give  us  a 
negative  on  glass,  but  a  positive  picture, 
reproducing  most  faithfully  the  most  complex 
colours.  There  is  none  of  the  harshness  or 
crudity  of  the  three  colours  which  are  used 
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as  a  basis.  Practically,  these  are  never  seen 
by  themselves.  No  red  likely  to  be  met 
with  is  composed  simply  of  the  red  particles, 
no  green  simply  of  the  green,  and  no  violet 
simply  of  the  violet .  In  the  greenest  green 
in  Nature  there  is  a  trace  of  blue-violet  and 
of  red,  and  all  three  sets  of  particles  are 
used  in  compounding  every  colour  that  is 
reproduced. 

The  drawbacks  of  the  process  are  two- 
fold. There  is  no  way  at  present  known  of 
transferring  these  wonderful  pictures  to  paper, 
as  ordinary  photographs  are  printed  from  the 
negative.  To  reproduce  them  on  paper  they 
have  to  be  printed  in  a  printing-press,  after 
the  manner  of  the  illustrations  to  the  present 
article.  They  are  on  glass,  and  must  be  held 
up  to  the  light  for  the  colours  to  be  seen  at 
all.  The  other  is  that  the  process  is  a  slow 
one.  In  the  poor  light  of  a  December  day 
the  portrait  by  Mr.  Herbert  Koester,  of 
Camden  Road,  for  example,  which  is  repro- 
duced in  these  pages,  required  no  less  than 
four  minutes.  This  case  is  quite  exceptional, 
however,  and  the  writer  has  secured  portraits 
in  five  seconds  and  landscapes  in  half  a 
second.  So  that  there  is  nothing  in  the 
exposure  which  is  likely  to  hold  back  the 
process. 

The  idea  that  colour-photography,  whether 
on  glass  or  on  paper,  is  going  to  affect  the 
painter  is  one  that  will  not  bear  examination 
for  a  moment.  Except  that  it  will  tend  to 
abolish  conventional  colour,  just  as  ordinary 
photography  has  abolished  conventional  out- 
line ;  and  except  in  its  influence  upon  the 
artistic  education  of  the  great  public,  and  to 


a  less  extent  of  the  painter  himself,  it  is  not 
likely  to  influence  painting.  Photography 
has  well-defined  limitations  as  an  art ;  and 
the  impossibility  of  reproducing  colour  has 
hitherto  been  one  of  them — but  only  one. 
What  it  will  do  is  what,  in  the  works  of  The 
Strand  Magazine  itself,  it  has  already  begun 
to  do.  It  will  help  in  the  reproduction  of 
the  worlds  of  the  great  painters ;  it  will  make 
such  reproductions  more  faithful  and  more 
easy  to  produce.  The  painter  will  not  part 
with  a  favourite  picture  until  he  has  secured 
a  photograph  of  it  in  colour,  and  part  of 
his  educational  material  will  undoubtedly 
be  a  set  of  such  photographs  of  the  world's 
masterpieces. 

Already  the  new  plate  has  been  pressed 
into  service.  Doctors  are  using  it  to  record 
diseases,  microscopists  to  depict  what  their 
instrument  reveals  to  them,  metallurgists 
to  register  the  condition  of  metals.  For 
portraits,  its  results  have  a  degree  of  life- 
likeness  which  no  monochrome  has  ever 
presented;  while  in  landscape  work  it  will 
doubtless  be  widely  used.  Whether  the 
picture  on  paper  is  near  accomplishment  or 
not,  the  new  plate  takes  us  a  long  step 
towards  it,  and  the  air  is  full  of  the  rumours 
of  rival  plates,  though  these,  so  far,  have  not 
materialized  upon  the  market.  That  they 
will  come  very  soon  is  inevitable.  Already 
it  is  clear  that  photography,  since  the  advent 
of  the  Autochrome,  has  put  on  a  new  aspect ; 
and,  if  the  professional  photographer  regards 
it  unmoved,  the  amateur  recognises  that  his 
hobby  has  suddenly  undergone  an  immense 
widening  in  its  extent. 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

HAVE  been  knocking  for 
the  last  ten  minutes,'  said 
Hartley,  as  he  stood  one 
evening  at  the  open  door  of 
No.  5,  Tranquil  Vale,  and 
looked  up  at  Captain 
Trimblett. 

"I   was  in  the  summer-house,**  said  the 
captain,  standing  aside  to  let  him  enter. 
"  Alone  ?  "  queried  the  visitor. 
"  Alone  ?  Yes,  of  course,"  said  the  captain, 
sharply.      "Why   shouldn't    I    be?      Peter^s 
courting — as  usual." 

"  And  Mrs.  Chinnery  ?  "  inquired  the  other 
"  She's  away  for  a  day  or  two,"  replied  the 
captain ;  "  friends  at  Marsham." 

He  stopped  in  the  small  kitchen  to  get 
some  beer  and  glasses,  and,  with  the  bottle 
gripped  under  his  arm  and  a  glass  in  each 
hand,  led  the  way  to  the  summer-house. 

"  I  came  to  ask  your  advice,"  said  Hartley, 
as  he  slowly  filled  his  pipe  from  the  pouch 
the  captain  pushed  towards  him. 

"Joan?"   inquired  the  captain,  who  was 
carefully  decanting  the  beer. 
Mr.  Hartley  nodded. 
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"Robert  Vyner?"  pursued  the  captain. 

Hartley  nodded  again. 

"What  did  I  tell  you?"  inquired  the  other, 
placing  a  full  tumbler  before  him.  "I  warned 
you  from  the  first.  I  told  you  how  it  would 
be.     I " 

"  It's  no  good  talking  like  that,"  said  Hart- 
ley, with  feeble  irritation.  "  VouVe  as  bad 
as  my  poor  old  grandmother ;  she  always 
knew  everything  before  it  happened — at 
least,  she  said  so  afterwards.  What  I  want 
to  know  is :  how  is  it  to  be  stopped  ?  He 
has  been  round  three  nights  running." 

"  Your  grandmother  is  dead,  I  suppose  ?  " 
said  the  offended  captain,  gazing  at  the  river. 
"  Else  she  might  have  known  what  to  do." 

"  Pm  sorry,"  said  Hartley,  apologetically ; 
"but  I  am  so  worried  that  I  hardly  know 
what  Pm  saying." 

"I'hat's  all  right,"  said  the  captain,  ami- 
ably. He  drank  some  beer  and,  leaning 
back  on  the  seat,  knitted  his  brows  thought- 
fully. 

"  He  admired  her  from  the  first,"  he  said, 
slowly.  "  I  saw  that.  Does  she  like  him,  I 
wonder  ?  " 

"  It  looks  like  it,"  was  the  reply. 
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The  captain  shook  his  head.  "They'd 
make  a  fine  couple,"  he  said,  slowly.  "  As 
fine  as  you'd  see  anywhere.  It's  fate  again. 
Perhaps  he  was  meant  to  admire  her;  perhaps 
millions  of  years  ago " 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know,"  said  Hartley,  hastily ; 
"  but  the  thing  is,  how  to  prevent  it." 

"  Fate  can't  be  prevented,"  said  the  captain, 
who  was  now  on  his  favourite  theme.  "  Think 
of  the  millions  of  things  that  had  to  happen 
to  make  it  possible  for  those  two  young 
people  to  meet  and  cause  this  trouble.  That's 
what  I  mean.  If  only  one  little  thing  had 
been  missing,  one  little  circumstance  out  of 
millions,  Joan  wouldn't  have  been  bom  ;  you 
wouldn't  have  been  born." 

Mr.  Hartley  attempted  to  speak,  but  the 
captain,  laying  down  his  pipe,  extended  an 
admonitory  finger. 

"  To  go  back  only  a  little  way,"  he  said, 
solemnly,  "  your  father  had  the  measles, 
hadn't  he?" 

"I  don't  know — I  believe  so,"  said 
Hartley. 

" Good,"  said  the  captain ;  "and  he  pulled 
through  'em,  else  you  wouldn't  have  been 
here.  Again,  he  happened  to  go  up  North 
to  see  a  friend  who  was  taken  ill  while  on  a 
journey,  and  met  your  mother  there,  didn't 
he?" 

Hartley  groaned. 

"  If  your  father's  friend  hadn't  been  taken 
ill,"  said  the  captain,  with  tremendous 
solemnity,  as  he  laid  his  forefinger  on  his 
friend's  knee,  **  where  would  you  have  been  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Hartley,  restlessly, 
"and  I  don't  care." 

"  Nobody  knows,"  said  the  other,  shaking 
his  head.  "  The  thing  is,  as  you  are  here,  it 
seems  to  me  that  things  couldn't  have  been 
otherwise.  They  were  all  arranged.  When 
your  father  went  up  North  in  that  light- 
hearted  fashion,  I  don't  suppose  he  thought 
for  a  moment  that  you'd  be  sitting  here 
to-day  worrying  over  one  of  the  results  of  his 
journey." 

"Of  course  he  didn't,"  said  Hartley,  im- 
patiently ;  "  how  could  he  ?  Look  here, 
Trimblett,  when  you  talk  like  that  I  don't 
know  where  I  am.  If  my  father  hadn't 
married  my  mother  I  suppose  he  would  have 
married  somebody  else." 

"My  idea  is  that  he  couldn't,"  said  the 
captain,  obstinately.  "  If  a  thing  has  got  to 
be  it  will  be,  and  there's  no  good  worrying 
about  it.  Take  a  simple  example.  Some 
time  you  are  going  to  die  of  a  certain  disease 
— you  can  only  die  once — and  you're  going 
to  be  buried  in  a  certain  grave — you  can 


only  be  buried  in  one  grave.  Try  and  think 
that  in  front  of  you  there  is  that  one  par- 
ticular disease  told  off  to  kill  you  at  a  certain 
date,  and  in  one  particular  spot  of  all  this 
earth  there  is  a  grave  waiting  to  be  dug  fof 
you.  At  present  we  don't  know  the  date,  or 
the  disease,  or  the  grave,  but  there  they  are, 
all  waiting  for  you.  That  is  fate.  What  is 
the  matter  ?     Where  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  Home,"  said  Hartley,  bitterly,  as  he 
paused  at  the  door.  "I  came  round  to 
you  for  a  little  help,  and  you  go  on  in  a 
way  that  makes  my  flesh  creep.     Good-bye." 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  said  the  captain,  detaining 
him.  "  Wait  a  bit ;  let's  see  what  can  be 
done." 

He  pulled  the  other  back  into  his  seat 
again  and,  fetching  another  bottle  of  beer 
from  the  house  to  stimulate  invention,  sat 
evolving  schemes  for  his  friend's  relief,  the 
nature  of  which  reflected  more  credit  upon 
his  ingenuity  than  his  wisdom. 

"  But,  after  all,"  he  said,  as  Hartley  made 
a  third  attempt  to  depart,  "what  is  the 
good?  The  very  steps  we  take  to  avoid 
disaster  may  be  the  ones  to  bring  it  on. 
While  you  are  round  here  getting  advice 
from  me,  Robert  Vyner  may  be  availing  him- 
self of  the  opportunity  to  propose." 

Hartley  made  no  reply.  He  went  out  and 
walked  up  and  down  the  garden,  inspecting 
it.  The  captain,  who  was  no  gardener,  hoped 
that  the  expression  of  his  face  was  due  to  his 
opinion  of  the  flowers. 

"You  must  miss  Mrs.  Chinnery,"  said 
Hartley,  at  last. 

"  No,"  said  the  captain,  almost  explosively  ; 
"not  at  all.     Why  should  I?" 

"  It  can't  be  so  home-like  without  her," 
said  Hartley,  stooping  to  pull  up  a  weed  or 
two. 

"Just  tke  same,"  said  the  other,  emphati- 
cally. "  We  have  a  woman  in  to  do  the  work, 
and  it  doesn't  make  the  slightest  difference  to 
me — not  the  slightest." 

"  How  is  Truefitt  ?  "  inquired  Hartley. 

The  captain's  face  darkened.  "  Peter's  all 
right,"  he  said,  slowly.  "He's  not  treated 
me— quite  well,"  he  added,  after  a  little 
hesitation. 

"  It's  natural  he  should  neglect  you  a  bit, 
as  things  are,"  said  his  friend. 

"  Neglect  ?  "  said  the  captain,  bitterly.  "  1 
wish  he  would  neglect  me.  He's  turning  out 
a  perfect  busybody,  and  he's  getting  as  artful 
as  they  make  'em.  I  never  would  have 
believed  it  of  Peter." 

Hartley  waited. 

"  I  met  Cap'n  Walsh  the  other  night,"  said 

Digitized  by  VjUUy  ii:: 


SALTHAVEN. 


417 


Trimblett ; "  we  hadn't  seen  each  other  for  years, 
and  we  went  into  the  Golden  Fleece  to  have 
a  drink.  You  know  what  Walsh  is  when  he's 
ashore.  And  he's  a  man  that  won't  be  beaten. 
He  had  had  four  tries  to  get  a  *  cocktail' 
right  that  he  had  tasted  in  New  York,  and 
while  he  was  superintending  the  mixing  of 
the  fifth  I  slipped  out.  The  others  were  all 
right  as  far  as  I  could  judge  ;  but  that's  Walsh 
all  over." 

"Well?"  said  Hartley. 

"  I  came  home  and  found  Peter  sitting  all 
alone  in  the  dumps,"  continued  the  captain. 
"  He  has  been  very  down  of  late,  and, 
what  was  worse,  he  had  got  a  bottle  of 
whisky  on  the  table.  That's  a  fatal  thing  to 
begin  ;  and  partly  to  keep  him  company,  but 
mainly  to  prevent  him  drinking  more  than 
was  good  for  him,  I  helped  him  finish  the 
bottle — there  wasn't  much  in  it." 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Hartley  again,  as  the  captain 
paused. 

"  He  got  talking  about  his  troubles,"  said 
the  captain,  slowly.  "  You  know  how  things 
are,  and,  like  a  fool,  I  tried  to  cheer  him  up 
by  agreeing  with  him  that  Mrs.  Chinnery 
would  very  likely  make  things  easy  for  him 
by  marrying  again.  In  fact,  so  far  as  I 
remember,  I  even  helped  him  to  think  of  the 
names  of  one  or  two  likely  men.  He  said 
she'd  make  anybody  as  good  a  wife  as  a  man 
could  wish." 

"  So  she  would,"  said  Hartley,  looking  at 
him  with  sudden  interest.  "  In  fact,  I  have 
often  wondered " 

"  He  went  on  talking  like  that,"  continued 
the  captain,  hastily,  "  and  out  of  politeness 
and  good  feeling  I  agreed  with  him.  What 
else  could  I  do?  Then — I  didn't  take  much 
notice  of  it  because,  as  I  said,  he  was  drinking 
whisky — he — he  sort  of  wondered  why — 
why " 

"Why  you  didn't  offer  to  marry  her?" 
interrupted  Hartley. 

The  captain  nodded.  "  It  took  my  breath 
away,"  he  said,  impressively,  "  and  I  lost  my 
presence  of  mind.  Instead  of  speaking  out 
plain  I  tried  to  laugh  it  off — ^just  to  spare 
his  feelings — and  said  I  wasn't  worthy  of 
her." 

"  What  did  he  say  ? "  inquired  Hartley, 
curiously,  after  another  long  pause. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  the  captain.  "  Not  a 
single  word.  He  just  gave  me  a  strange  look, 
shook  my  hand  hard,  and  went  off  to  bed. 
I've  been  uneasy  in  my  mind  ever  since. 
I  hardly  slept  a  wink  last  night ;  and  Peter 
behaves  as  though  there  is  some  mysterious 
secret  between  us.     What  would  you  do  ?  " 


Mr.  Hartley  took  his  friend's  arm  and 
paced  thoughtfully  up  and  down  the  garden. 

"  Why  not  marry  her  ?  "  he  said,  at  last 

"  Because  I  don't  want  to,"  said  the 
captain,  almost  violently. 

"You'd  be  safer  at  sea,  then,"  said  the 
other. 

"The  ship  won't  be  ready  for  sea  for 
weeks  yet,"  said  Captain  Trimblett,  dolefully. 
"She's  going  on  a  time-charter,  and  before 
she  is  taken  oyer  she  has  got  to  be  thoroughly 
overhauled.  As  fast  as  they  put  one  thing 
right  something  else  is  found  to  be  wrong." 

"Go  to  London  and  stay  with  your 
children  for  a  bit,  then,"  said  Hartley. 
"  Give  out  that  you  are  only  going  for  a  day 
or  two,  and  then  don't  turn  up  till  the  ship 
sails." 

The  captain's  face  brightened.  "I  believe 
Vyner  would  let  me  go,"  he  replied.  "I 
could  go  in  a  few  days*  time,  at  any  rate. 
And,  by  the  way — Joan  !  " 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Hartley. 

"Write  to  your  brother-in-law  at  Highgate, 
and  send  her  there  for  a  time,"  said  the 
captain.  "  Write  and  ask  him  to  invite  her. 
Keep  her  and  young  Vyner  apart  before 
things  go  too  far." 

"  I'll  see  how  things  go  for  a  bit,"  said 
Hartley,  slowly.  "  It's  awkward  to  wTite  and 
ask  for  an  invitation.  And  where  do  your 
ideas  of  fate  come  in  ?  " 

"They  come  in  all  the  time,"  said  the 
captain,  with  great  seriousness.  "Very 
likely  my  difficulty  was  made  on  purpose  for 
us  to  think  of  a  way  of  getting  you  out  of 
yours.  Or  it  might  be  Joan's  fate  to  meet 
somebody  in  London  at  her  uncle's .  and 
marry  him.  If  she  goes  we  might  arrange  to 
go  up  together,  so  that  I  could  look  after 
her." 

"  I'll  think  it  over,"  said  his  friend,  holding 
out  his  hand.     "  I  must  be  going." 

"  I'll  come  a  little  way  with  you,"  said  the 
captain,  leading  the  way  into  the  house.  "  I 
don't  suppose  Peter  will  be  in  yet,  but  he 
might ;  and  I've  had  more  of  him  lately  than 
1  want." 

He  took  up  his  hat  and,  opening  the  door, 
followed  Hartley  out  into  the  road.  The 
evening  was  warm,  and  they  walked  slowly, 
the  captain  still  discoursing  on  fate  and  citing 
various  instances  of  its  working  which  had 
come  under  his  own  observation.  He  men- 
tioned, among  others,  the  case  of  a  mate  of 
his  who  found  a  wife  by  losing  a  leg,  the 
unfortunate  seaman  falling  an  easy  victim  to 
the  nurse  who  attended  him. 

"  He  always  put  it  down  to  the  effects  of 
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the  chloroform,"  concluded  the  captain; 
"  but  mv  opinion  is,  it  was  to  be." 

He  paused  at  Hartley's  gate,  and  was  just 
indulging  in  the  usual  argument  as  to  whether 
he  should  go  indoors  for  a  minute  or  not, 
when  a  man  holding  a  handkerchief  to  his 
bleeding  face  appeared  suddenly  round  the 
corner  of  the  house  and,  making  a  wild  dash 
for  the  gate,  nearly  overturned  the  owner. 

"  It  looks  like  our  milkman  ! "  said  Hartley, 
recovering  his  balance  and  gazing  in  astonish- 
ment after  the  swiftly-retreating  figure.  "I 
wonder  what  was  the  matter  with  him  ?  " 

"  He  would  soon  know  what  was  the  matter 
with  him  if  I  got  hold  of  him,"  said  the 
wrathful  captain. 

Hartley  opened  the  door  with  his  key,  and 
the  captain,  still  muttering  under  his  breath, 
passed  in.  Rosa's  voice,  raised  in  expostu- 
lation, sounded  loudly  from  the  kitchen,  and 
a  man's  voice,  also  raised,  was  heard  in 
response. 

"Sounds  like  my  bo'sun,"  said  the  captain, 
staring  as  he  passed  into  the  front  room. 
"What's  he  doing  here?" 

Hartley  shook  his  head. 

"Seems  to  be  making  himself  at  home," 
said  the  captain,  fidgeting.     "  He's  as  noisy 


"  A   MAN    HOLDING    A    HANDKEKCHIBP 
TO      HIS     BLEEDING      PACK      APFEARBD 
SUDDENLY." 


as    if    he     was    in    his     own 
house." 

"  I  don't  suppose  he  knows 
you  are  here,"  said  his  friend, 
mildly. 

Captain  Trimblett  still 
fidgeted.  "Well,  it's  your  house," 
he  said  at  last.  "If  you  don't  mind  that 
lanky  son  of  a  gun  making  free,  I  suppose 
it's  no  business  of  mine.  If  he  made  that 
noise  aboard  my  ship " 

Red  of  face  he  marched  to  the  window 
and  stood  looking  out.  Fortified  by  his 
presence.  Hartley  rang  the  bell. 

"Is  there  anybody  in  the  kitchen?"  he 
inquired,  as  Rosa  answered  it.  "  I  fancied  I 
heard  a  man's  voice." 

"The  milkman  was  here  just  now,"  said 
Rosa,  and,  eyeing  him  calmly,  departed. 

The    captain    swung    round    in    wrathful 

amazement.    "  By ,"  he  spluttered  ;  "  I've 

seen — well — by—b-r-r-r Can  I  ring  for 

that  d d  bo'sun  o'  mine  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Hartley. 

The  captain  crossed  to  the  fireplace  and, 
seizing  the  bell-handle,  gave  a  pull  that  made 
the  kitchen  resound  with  wild  music  After 
a  decent  interval,  apparently  devoted  to  the 
allaying  of  masculine  fears,  Rosa  appeared 
again. 

"  Did  you  ring,  sir?"  she  inquired,  gazing 
at  her  master. 

"  Send  that  bo'sun  o'  mine  here  at  once  !  " 
said  the  captain,  gruffly. 

Rosa  permitted  herself  a  slight  expression 
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of  surprise.  "Bo'sun,  sir?"  she  asked, 
politely. 

"Yes." 

The  girl  aflfected  to  think.  "Oh,  you 
mean  Mr.  Walters  ?  "  she  said,  at  last 

"  Send  him  here,"  said  the  captain. 

Rosa  retired  slowly,  and  shortly  afterwards 
something  was  heard  brushing  softly  against 
the  wall  of  the  passage.  It  ceased  for  a  time, 
and  just  as  the  captain's  patience  was  nearly 
at  an  end  there  was  a  sharp  exclamation,  and 
Mr.  Walters  burst  suddenly  into  the  room 
and  looked  threateningly  over  his  shoulder 
at  somebody  in  the  passage. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?"  demanded 
Captain  Trimblett,  loudly. 

Mr.  Walters  eyed  him  uneasily,  and  with 
his  cap  firmly  gripped  in  his  left  hand  saluted 
him  with  the  right  Then  he  turned  his 
head  sideways  towards  the  passage.  The 
captain  repeated  his  question  in  a  voice,  if 
anything,  louder  than  before. 

The  strained  appearance  of  Mr.  Walters*s 
countenance  relaxed. 

"  Come  here  for  my  baccy-box,  wot  I  left 
here  the  other  day,"  he  said,  glibly,  "  when 
you  sent  me." 

"  What  were  you  making  that  infernal  row 
about,  then  ?  "  demanded  the  captain. 

Mr.  Walters  cast  an  appealing  glance 
towards  the  passage  and  listened  acutely. 
"I  was — grumbling  because — I  couldn't — 
find  it,"  he  said,  with  painstaking  precision. 

"  Grumbling  ?  "  repeated  the  captain. 
"That  ugly  voice  of  yours  was  enough  to 
bring  the  ceiling  down.  What  was  the  matter 
with  that  man  that  burst  out  of  the  gate  as  we 
came  in,  eh  ?  " 

The  boatswain's  face  took  on  a  wooden 
expression. 

"  He — his  nose  was  bleeding,"  he  said,  at 
last 

"  I  know  that,"  said  the  captain,  grimly ; 
"  but  what  made  it  bleed  ?  " 

For  a  moment  Mr.  Walters  looked  like  a 
man  who  has  been  given  a  riddle  too  difficult 
for  human  solution.  Then  his  face  cleared 
again. 

"  He  —  he  told  me  —  he  was  object — 
subject  to  it,"  he  stammered.  "  Been  like 
it  since  he  was  a  baby." 

He  shifted  his  weight  to  his  other  foot  and 
shrugged  eloquently  the  shoulder  near  the 
passage. 

"What  did  you  do  to  him?"  demanded 
the  captain,  in  a  low,  stem  voice. 

"  Me,  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Walters,  with  clumsy 
surprise.  "  Me,  sir  ?  I — I — all  I  done — all  I 
done — ^was  to  put  a  door-key  down  his  back." 


"  DooR-KEv  ?  "  roared  the  captain. 

"  To — to  stop  the  bleeding,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Walters,  looking  at  the  floor  and  nervously 
twisting  his  cap  in  his  hands.  "  It's  a  old- 
fashioned " 

"  That'll  do,"  exclaimed  the  captain,  in  a 
choking  voice,  "  that'll  do.  I  don't  want  any 
more  of  your  lies.  How  dare  you  come  to 
Mr.  Hartley's  house  and  knock  his  milkman 
about,  eh  ?  How  dare  you  ?  What  do  you 
mean  by  it  ?  " 

Mr.  Walters  fumbled  with  his  cap  again. 
"  I  was  sitting  in  the  kitchen,"  he  said  at  last, 
"  sitting  in  the  kitchen — hunting  'igh  and  low 
for  my  baccy-box — ^when  this  'ere  miserable, 
insulting  chap  shoves  his  head  in  at  the  door 
and  calls  the  young  lady  names." 

"  Names  ?  "  said  the  captain,  frowning,  and 
waving  an  interruption  from  Hartley  aside. 
"What  names?" 

Mr.  Walters  hesitated  again,  and  his  brow 
was  almost  as  black  as  the  captain's. 

"  *  Rosy-lips,' "  he  said,  at  last ;  "  and  I  give 
'im  such  a  wipe  acrost " 

"  Out  you  go,"  cried  the  wrathful  captain. 
"  Out  you  go,  and  if  I  hear  your  pretty  little 
voice  in  this  house  again  you'll  remember  it, 
I  can  tell  you.     D'ye  hear  ?    Scoot ! " 

Mr.  Walters  said  "Thank  you,"  and, 
retiring  with  an  air  of  great  deference,  closed 
the  door  softly  behind  him. 

"  There's  another  of  them,"  said  Captain 
Trimblett,  subsiding  into  a  chair.  "  And 
from  little  things  I  had  heard  here  and  there 
I  thought  he  regarded  women  as  poison. 
Fate  again,  I  suppose ;  he  was  made  to 
regard  them  as  poison  all  these  years  for  the 
sake  of  being  caught  by  that  tow-headed 
wench  in  your  kitchen." 

CHAPTER  XII. 
By  no  means  insensible  to  the  difficulties 
in  the  way,  Joan  Hartley  had  given  no  en- 
couragement to  Mr.  Robert  Vyner  to  follow 
up  the  advantage  afforded  him  by  her  admis- 
sion at  the  breakfast  -  table.  Her  father's 
uneasiness,  coupled  with  the  broad  hints 
which  Captain  Trimblett  mistook  for  tactful- 
ness,  only  confirmed  her  in  her  resolution ; 
and  Mr.  Vyner,  in  his  calmer  moments,  had 
to  admit  to  himself  that  she  was  right— for 
the  present,  at  any  rate.  Meantime,  they 
were  both  young,  and,  with  the  confidence 
of  youth,  he  looked  forward  to  a  future 
in  which  his  father's  well-known  views  on 
social  distinctions  and  fitting  matrimonial 
alliances  should  have  undergone  a  com- 
plete change.  As  to  his  mother,  she  merely 
seconded    his   father's    opinions,   and,    with 
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admiration  bom  of  love  and  her  marriage 
vows,  filed  them  for  reference  in  a  memory 
which  had  on  more  than  one  occasion  been  a 
source  of  great  embarrassment  to  a  man  who 
had  not  hved  for  over  fifty  years  without 
changing  some  of  them. 

Deeply  conscious  of  his  own  moderation, 
it  was,  therefore,  with  a  sense  of  annoyance 
that  Mr.  Robert  Vyner  discovered  that 
Captain  Trimblett  was  actually  attempting  to 
tackle  him  upon  the  subject  which  he  con- 
sidered least  suitable  for  discussion.  They 
were  sitting  m  his  office,  and  the  captain,  in 
pursuance  of  a  promise  to  Hartley,  after  two 
or  three  references  to  the  weather,  and  a 
long  account  of  an  uninteresting  conversation 
with  a  policeman,  began  to  get  on  to 
dangerous  ground. 

"  I've  been  in  the  firm's  service  a  good 
many  years  now,"  he  began. 

"  I  hope  you'll  be  in  as  many  more,"  said 
Vyner,  regarding  him  almost  affectionately. 

"  Hartley  has  been  with  you  a  long  time, 
too,"  continued  Trimblett,  slowly.  "  We 
became  chums  the  first  time  we  met,  and 
we've  been  friends  ever  since.  Not  just 
fair-weather  friends,  but  close  and  hearty  ; 
else  I  wouldn't  venture  to  speak  to  you  as 
I'm  going  to  speak," 

Mr.  Vyner  looked  up  at  him  suddenly,  his 
face  hard  and  forbidding.  Then,  as  he  saw 
the  embarrassment  in  the  kindly  old  face 
before  him,  his  anger  vanished  and  he  bent 
his  head  to  hide  a  smile. 

"  Fire  away,"  he  said,  cordially. 

"  I'm  an  old  man,"  began  the  captain, 
solemnly. 

"  Nonsense,"  interrupted  Robert,  breezily. 
"  Old  man  indeed  !  A  man  is  as  old  as  he 
feels,  and  I  saw  you  the  other  night,  near  the 
Golden  Fleece,  with  Captain  Walsh " 

**  I  couldn't  get  away  from  him,"  said  the 
captain,  hastily. 

"So  far  as  I  could  see  you  were  not 
trying,"  continued  the  remorseless  Robert. 
"  You  were  instructing  him  in  the  more  diffi- 
cult and  subtle  movements  of  a  hornpipe,  and 
I  must  say  I  thought  your  elasticity  was 
wonderful  —wonderful." 

"  It  was  just  the  result  of  an  argument  I 
had  with  him,"  said  the  captain,  looking  very 
confused,  "  and  I  ought  to  have  known  better. 
But,  as  I  was  saying,  I  am  an  old  man,  and 

**  But  you  look  so  young,"  protested  Mr. 
Vyner. 

"  Old  man,"  repeated  the  captain,  ignoring 
the  remark.  "  Old  age  has  its  privileges,  and 
one  of  them  is  to  give  a  word  in  season 
before  it  is  too  late." 


"  *  A  stitch  in  time  saves  nine,' "  quoted 
Robert,  with  an  encouraging  nod. 

"  And  I  was  speaking  to  Hartley  the  other 
day,"  continued  the  captain.  "  He  hasn't 
been  looking  very  well  of  late,  and,  as  far  as 
I  can  make  out,  he  is  a  little  bit  worried 
over  the  matter  I  want  to  speak  to  you  about" 

Robert  Vyner's  face  hardened  again  for  a 
moment.  He  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and, 
playing  with  his  watch-chain,  regarded  the 
other  intently.     Then  he  smiled  maliciously. 

"He  told  me,"  he  said,  nodding. 

"  Told  you  ? "  repeated  the  captain,  in 
astonishment. 

Mr.  Vyner  nodded  again,  and  bending 
down  pretended  to  glance  at  some  papers 
on  his  table. 

"  Green  fly,"  he  said,  gravely.  "  He  told 
me  that  he  syringes  early  and  late.  He  will 
clear  a  tree,  as  he  thinks,  and  while  he  has 
gone  to  mix  another  bucket  of  the  stuff  there 
are  several  generations  bom.  Bassett  informs 
me  that  a  green-fly  is  a  grandfather  before  it 
is  half  an  hour  old.  So  you  see  it  is  hope- 
less.    Quite." 

Captain  Trimblett  listened  with  ill-con- 
cealed impatience.  "  I  was  thinking  of  some- 
thing more  important  than  green-flies,"  he 
said,  emphatically. 

"Yes?"  said  Vyner,  thoughtfully. 

It  was  evident  that  the  old  sailor  was 
impervious  to  hints.  Rendered  unscrupulous 
by  the  other's  interference,  and  at  the  same 
time  unwilling  to  hurt  his  feelings,  Mr.  Vyner 
bethought  himself  of  a  tale  to  which  he  had 
turned  an  unbelieving  ear  only  an  hour  or 
two  before. 

"Of  course,  I  quite  forgot,"  he  said, 
apologetically.  "  How  stupid  of  me!  I  hope 
that  you'll  accept  my  warmest  congratulations 
and  be  very,  very  happy.  I  can't  tell  you 
how  pleased  I  am.  But  for  the  life  of  me  I 
can't  see  why  it  should  worry  Hartley." 

"  Congratulations  ?  "  said  the  captain,  eye- 
ing him  in  surprise.     "  What  about  ?  " 

"  Your  marriage,"  replied  Robert.  "  I  only 
heard  of  it  on  my  way  to  the  office,  and  your 
talking  put  it  out  of  my  head." 

''Me?''  said  Captain  Trimblett,  going 
purple  with  suppressed  emotion.  "  My 
marriage?  I'm  not  going  to  be  married. 
Not  at  all* 

"What  do  you  mean  by  *not  at  all'?" 
inquired  Mr.  Vyner,  looking  puzzled.  "It 
isn't  a  thing  you  can  do  by  halves." 

"  I'm  not  going  to  be  married  at  all,"  said 
the  captain,  raising  his  voice.  "I  never 
thought  of  such  a  thing.  Who — ^who  told 
you  ?  " 
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"A  little  bird,"  said  Robert,  with  a  simper- 
ing air. 

Captain  Trimblett  took  out  a  handkerchief, 
and  after  blowing  his  nose  violently  and 
wiping  his  heated  face  expressed  an  over- 
powering desire  to  wring  the  little  bird's  neck. 

"  Who  was  it  ?  "  he  repeated. 

"A  little  bird  of  the  name  of  Sellers — 
Captain  Sellers,"  replied  Robert  "  I  met 
him  on  my  way  here,  hopping  about  in  the 
street,  simply  brimming  over  with  the 
news." 

"  There  isn't  a  word  of  truth  in  it,"  said 
the  agitated  captain.  "  I  never  thought  of 
such  a  thing.  That  old  mischief-making 
mummy  must  be  mad — stark,  starin'  mad." 

"  Dear  me ! "  said  Robert,  regretfully. 
"  He  seems  such  a  dear  old  chap,  and  I 
thought  it  was  so  nice  to  see  a  man  of  his 
age  so  keenly  interested  in  the  love-affairs  of 
a  younger  generation.  Anybody  might  have 
thought  you  were  his  own  son  from  the  way 
he  talked  of  yoiL" 

"  I'll  *  son  '  him  !  "  said  the  unhappy 
captain,  vaguely. 

"  He  is  very  deaf/'  said  Robeit,  gently, 
"  and  perhaps  he  may  have  misundersU»od 
somebody.  Perhaps  somebody  told  him 
you  were  not  going  to  be  married.  Kunny 
he  shouts  so,  isn't  it?  Most  deaf  j>eo[>ie 
speak  in  a  very  low  vorce," 

"  Did  he  shout  that  ?  "  inquired  Capuin 
Trimblett,  in  a  quivering  voice. 

*' Bawled  it,"  replied  Mr,  Vyner,  cheer- 
fully; "  but,  as  it  isn't  true,  1  really  think 
that  you  ought 
to  go  and  tell 
Captain  Sellers 
at  once.  There 
is  no  knowing 
what  hopes  he 
may  be  raising. 
He  is  a  fine  old 
man ;  but  per- 
haps, after  all, 
he  is  a  wee  bit 
talkative." 

Captain 
Trimblett,  who 
had  risen,  stood 
waiting  im- 
patiently    until 

the    other    had  ^ 

finished,  and 
then,  forgetting 

all  about  the  errand  that  had  broyKhl 
him   there,    departed    in    h:isic.      Mr 
Vyner   went   to   the   window,   and 
broad   smile    lit    up    his   fare    as    \m 
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watched  the  captain  hurrying  across  the 
bridge.  With  a  blessing  on  the  head  of  the 
most  notorious  old  gossip  in  Salthaven,  he 
returned  to  his  work. 

Possessed  by  a  single  idea.  Captain  Trim- 
blett sped  on  his  way  at  a  pace  against  which 
both  his  age  and  his  figure  protested  in  vain. 
By  the  time  he  reached  Tranquil  Vale  he  was 
breathless,  and  hardly  able  to  gasp  his  inquiry 
for  Captain  Sellers  to  the  old  housekeeper 
who  attended  the  door. 

"  He's  a-sitting  in  the  garden  looking  at  his 
flowers,"  she  replied.  "  Will  you  go  through  ?  " 

Captain  Trimblett  went  through.  His 
head  was  erect  and  his  face  and  eyes 
blazing.  A  little  old  gentleman,  endowed 
with  the  far  sight  peculiar  to  men  who  have 
followed  the  sea,  who  was  sitting  in  a  deck- 
chair  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  glimpsed 
him  and  at  once  collapsed.  By  the  time  the 
captain  reached  the  chair  he  discovered  a 
weasel-faced,  shrunken  old  figure  in  a  snufT- 
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coloured  suit  of  clothes  sunk  in  a  profound 
slumber.  He  took  him  by  the  arms  and 
shook  him  roughly. 

"  Yes  ?  Halloa !  What's  matter  ?  "  inquired 
Captain  Sellers,  half  waking. 

Captain  Trimblett  arched  his  hand  over  his 
mouth  and  bent  to  an  ear  apparently  made 
of  yellow  parchment. 

"  Cap'n  Sellers,"  he  said,  in  a  stem,  thrill- 
ing voice,  "  Fve  got  a  bone  to  pick  with 
you.'' 

The  old  man  opened  his  eyes  wide  and  sat 
blinking  at  him.  "  Fve  been  asleep,"  he 
said,  with  a  senile  chuckle.  "  How  do,  Cap'n 
Trimblett?" 

"Fve  got  a  bone  to  pick  with  you,"  repeated 
the  other. 

"  Eh  ? "  said  Captain  Sellers,  putting  his 
hand  to  his  ear. 

"A — bone — to — pick — with — you,"  said 
the  incensed  Trimblett,  raising  his  voice. 
"  What  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  " 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Captain  Sellers,  freshly. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  saying  things 
about  me  ?  "  bawled  Trimblett.  "  How  dare 
you  go  spreading  false  reports  about  me  ?  FU 
have  the  law  of  you." 

Captain  Sellers  smiled  vaguely  and  shook 
his  head. 

"FIl  prosecute  you,"  bellowed  Captain 
Trimblett.  "  YouVe  shamming,  you  old  fox. 
You  can  hear  what  I  say  plain  enough. 
You've  been  spreading  reports  that  Fm  going 
to " 

He  stopped  and  looked  round  just  in 
time.  Attracted  by  the  volume  of  his  voice, 
the  housekeeper  had  come  to  the  back  door, 
two  faces  appeared  at  the  next-door  windows, 
and  the  back  of  Mr.  Peter  Truefitt  was  just 
disappearing  inside  his  summer-house. 

"I  know  you  are  talking,"  said  Captain 
Sellers,  plaintively,  "  because  I  can  see  your 
lips  moving.    It's  a  great  affliction — deafness." 

He  fell  back  in  his  chair  again,  and,  with 
a  crafty  old  eye  cocked  on  the  windows  next 
door,  fingered  a  scanty  tuft  of  white  hair  on 
his  chin  and  smiled  weakly.  Captain  Trim- 
blett controlled  himself  by  an  effort,  and, 
selecting  a  piece  of  paper  from  a  bundle  of 
letters  in  his  pocket,  made  signs  for  a  pencil. 
Captain  Sellers  shook  his  head;  then  he 
glanced  round  uneasily  as  Trimblett,  with  an 
exclamation  of  satisfaction,  found  an  inch  in 
his  waistcoat-pocket  and  began  to  write.  He 
nodded  sternly  at  the  paper  when  he  had 
finished,  and  handed  it  to  Captain  Sellers. 

The  old  gentleman  received  it  with  a 
pleasant  smile,  and,  extricating  himself  from 
Jlis  chair  in  a  remarkable  fashion  considering 


his  age,  began  to  fumble  in  his  pockets.  He 
went  through  them  twice,  and  his  counten- 
ance, now  lighted  by  hope  and  now  darkened 
by  despair,  conveyed  to  Captain  Trimblett 
as  accurately  as  speech  could  have  done  the 
feelings  of  a  man  to  whom  all  reading  matter, 
without  his  spectacles,  is  mere  dross. 

"  I  can't  find  my  glasses,"  said  Captain 
Sellers,  at  last,  lowering  himself  into  the 
chair.  Then  he  put  his  hand  to  his  ear  and 
turned  towards  his  visitor.  "  Try  again,"  he 
said,  encouragingly. 

Captain  Trimblett  eyed  him  for  a  moment 
in  helpless  wrath,  and  then,  turning  on  his 
heel,  marched  back  through  the  house,  and 
after  standing  irresolute  for  a  second  or  two 
entered  his  own.  The  front  room  was  empty, 
and  from  the  silence  he  gathered  that  Mrs. 
Chinnery  was  out.  He  filled  his  pipe,  and 
throwing  himself  into  an  easy-chair  sought  to 
calm  his  nerves  with  tobacco,  while  he  tried 
to  think  out  his  position.  His  meditations 
were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Mr. 
Truefitt,  and  something  in  the  furtive  way 
that  gentleman  eyed  him  as  he  came  into  the 
room  only  served  to  increase  his  uneasiness. 

"  Very  warm,"  said  Truefitt. 

The  captain  assented,  and  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  mantelpiece  smoked  in  silence. 

"  I  saw  you  .  .  .  talking  ...  to  Captain 
Sellers  just  now,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt,  after  a 
long  pause. 

"  Aye,"  said  the  captain.     "  You  did." 

His  eyes  came  from  the  mantelpiece  and 
fixed  themselves  on  those  of  his  friend.  Mr. 
Truefitt  in  a  flurried  fashion  struck  a  match 
and  applied  it  to  his  empty  pipe. 

"  FU  have  the  law  of  him,"  said  the  captain, 
fiercely ;  "  he  has  been  spreading  false  reports 
about  me." 

"Reports?"  repeated  Mr.  Truefitt,  in  a 
husky  voice. 

"  He  has  been  telling  everybody  that  I  am 
about  to  be  married,"  thundered  the  captain. 

Mr.  Truefitt  scratched  the  little  bit  of  grey 
whisker  that  grew  by  his  ear. 

"  I  told  him,"  he  said  at  last 

"  You  ?  "  exclaimed  the  amazed  captain. 
"  But  it  isn't  true." 

Mr.  Truefitt  turned  to  him  with  a  smile 
intended  to  be  arch  and  reassuring.  The 
result,  owing  to  his  nervousness,  was  so 
hideous  that  the  captain  drew  back  in 
dismay. 

"  It's— it's  all  right,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt  at 
last.  "  Ah  !  If  it  hadn't  been  for  me  you 
might  have  gone  on  hoping  for  years  and 
years,  without  knowing  the  true  state  of  her 
feelings  towards  you." 
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I*  What  do  you  mean  ? "  demanded  the 
captain,  gripping  the  arms  of  his  chair. 

•'  Sellers  is  a  little  bit  premature,"  said  Mr. 
Truefitt,  coughing.  "  There  is  nothing  settled 
yet,  of  course.  I  told  him  so.  Perhaps  I 
oughtn't  to  have  mentioned  it  at  all  just  yet, 
but  I  was  so  pleased  to  find  that  it  was  all 
right  I  had  to  tell  somebody." 

"  What  are  you— talking  about  ?  "  gasped 
the  captain. 
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"  Told  her  ?  Told  her  what  ?  "  cried  the 
captain. 

"Told  her  that  you  said  you  were  not 
worthy  of  her,"  replied  Mr.  Truefitt,  very 
slowly  and  distinctly. 

The  captain  took  his  pipe  out  of  his 
mouth,  and  laying  it  on  the  table  with 
extreme  care  listened  mechanically  while  the 
clock  struck  five. 

"  What  did  she  say  ?  "  he  inquired,  hoarsely, 
after  the  clock  had  finished. 

Mr.  Truefitt  leaned  over,  and  with  a  tremb- 
ling hand  patted  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  She  said,  *  Nonsense,'  "  he  replied,  softly. 


"*SHK  SAID,   "nonsense,"*  HE  REPLIED,   SOFTLY." 

Mr.  Truefitt  looked  up,  and  by  a  strong  The  captain  rose  and,  putting  on  his  cap- 
effort  managed  to  meet  the  burning  gaze  mostly  over  one  eye — put  out  his  hands  like 
before  him.  a  blind  man  for  the  door,  and  blundered  out 

"  I  told  Susanna,"  he  said,  with  a  gulp.  into  the  street 


(To  he  continued,) 
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DANIEL  LAMBERT. 

T  has  passed  into  an  aphorism. 
Through  the  literature  of 
the  world,  of  ever}'  country, 
of  every  age,  there  runs  the 
implication  that  a  fat  body 
and  a  lean  wit  are  allied.  Fi'ce 
versa,  a  thin  body,  say  the  wiseacres,  accom- 
panies a  clever  intellect.  No  one  is  so  fond 
of  harping  on  this  string  as  Shakespeare,  with 
his  blundering  Falstaff,  his  gaunt  and  enter- 
prising Cassius,  And  it  is  the  same  with 
unwritten  wisdom — the  universal  folk-lore — 
with  its  "  Fat  and  folly  are  ever  mated," 
"  A  fat  paunch  and  a  lean  pate,"  "  The 
world  to  win  you  must  be  thin,"  "Fat 
feeds  on  brains,"  and  such -like  proverbs 
by  the  score.  You  remember  Byron's  horror 
of  growing  corpulent  and  his  saying  to 
Rogers,  "The  moment  a  man  becomes 
fat  Death  has  already  come  to  that  man." 
Frederick  the  Great,  too,  said  on  one  occa- 
sion, "  There  are  two  kinds  of  men  in  the 
world — fat  and  thin — and  none  of  the  fat 
ones  command  my  regiments." 

Such,  touched  on  briefly,  is  the  situation 
so  far  as  public  opinion  generally  regards 
obesity.  And  now  comes  along  the  German 
Professor  Bertholdt,  with  the  startling  dictum 
that  the  world,  perhaps  (there  is  much  virtue 
in  that  vielleicht\  owes  most  to  its  fat  men, 
that  obesity  is  one  of  the  greatest  blessings 
that  Providence  has  sent  to  man,  and  that  with 
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it  come  perseverance,  virtue,  and  content- 
ment. All  this  was  occasioned  by  a  Socialist 
gibe  at  the  German  Chancellor,  Prince  von 
Billow,  for  being  corpulent — "battening," 
sneered  the  Chancellor's  enemy,  "on  the 
wrongs  and  necessities  of  the  poor."  "  E\nl 
the  day,"  continued  Professor  Bertholdt, 
"  when  we  Germans  become  a  lean  race  like 
some  of  our  neighbours.  As  for  great  deeds 
and  high  scholarship,  I  have  known  many 
noble  men  and  sound  scholars  and  they  have 
nearly  all  been  fat." 

Have  we  here  a  paradox  ?  Is  it  really  true 
that  fatness  and  genius  are  allied?  One 
knows  the  persistence  of  popular  delusions, 
of  unjust  dicta  that  hold  good  for  ages  just 
because  someone  uttered  them  hundreds  of 
years  ago  and  pec  pie  go  on  repeating  the 
legends.  Then,  full  of  suspicion  and  a 
brand-new  idea,  we  turn  to  the  great  critic 
Lessing,  and  find  him  actually  delivering  his 
opinion  that  Shakespeare  was  a  "  large,  stout 
man."  Think  of  it — Shakespeare,  who  was 
always  poking  fun  at  stout  men,  a  fat  man 
himself]  Yet  there  is  something  certainly  of 
confirmation  in  the  Stratford  bust,  and  the 
Garrick  theory  that  he  died  of  apoplexy 
(although,  by  the  by,  the  author  of 
"  Sherlock  Holmes,"  in  his  last  book,  de- 
duces the  fact  that  really  the  bard  succumbed 
to  locomotor  ataxy). 

Albeit,  once  we  have  struck  out  on  this 
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new  line  one  hardly  knows  how  to  encounter 
all  the  rude  surprises  that  greet  the  man  who 
foolishly  clings  to  the  centuries-old  fable  (was 
it  not  Carlyle  who  said  it,  and  Tolstoi  who 
quotes  it  maliciously?)  that  "no  fat  fellow 
ever  did  anything  in  the  world  that  was  really 
worth  the  doing."  What  a  jump  from  this 
to  our  German  savant's  odifer  dictum  that 
the  fat  men  have  done  nearly  everything 
worth  doing  ! 

But  first  a  word  as  to  the  mystery  of  fat. 
You  meet  a  man  in  the  street  and  put  the 
question  to  him,  and  lo !  it  is  no  mystery  at 
alL  "  If  a  man  eats  and  sleeps  and  loafs  he 
gets  fat  That's  why  I  believe  in  dieting 
and  hard  work."  Could  anything  be  more 
absurd  than  this  theory? 
Was     Napoleon,    working 


twenty  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four,  sleep- 
ing too  much  ?  And  not  only  work,  but  a 
perpetual  supervision,  the  mind  on  the  rack, 
the  nerves  never  relaxed.  And  yet,  diet  and 
work  as  he  would,  he  got  fatter  and  fatter, 
and  never  once  did  his  fatness  obscure  his 
genius  or  cause  his  flame  to  bum  less 
ardently.  A  man  who  would  gravely  ascribe 
the  Russian  disaster  and  the  Waterloo  defeat 
to  the  Imperial  aggregation  of  adipose  tissue 
has  little  real  knowledge  of  Napoleon  or  of 
history. 

Napoleon  was  bom  to  be  a  fat  man — all 

the  Bonapartes  became  fat  at  thirty,  and  even 

before  —  it  was  not  a  question  of  diet   or 

sleep  or  work  or  exercise^  -the  cells  of  fat 

went  on  in  due  process  of 

_....'^.„.^  time  to  cover  their  bodies^ 
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with  no  more  influence  upon  their  brains 
than  stature  really  has.  And  that  brings  us 
to  an  interesting  point — the  sub-influence — 
the  unconscious  action  of  any  personal 
peculiarity  upon  character.  We  all  know 
that  Pope's  deformity,  Scott's  lame  leg,  and 
Byron's  club  foot  really  wrought  an  effect 
upon  their  careers, 
making  them  intro- 
spective and  reliant 
upon  their  own  inner 
resources,  just  as  the 
malformed  arm  of  a 
certain  European 
monarch  to-day  un- 
doubtedly biased  his 
early  youth  and  man- 
hood. 

One  would  there- 
fore expect  that  fat 
— or,   rather,   let  us 
say    the    conscious- 
ness of  a  well-covered 
body  —  would   have 
some     such      reflex 
psychological     action 
making   its    owner  placid 
bovine,  equanimous.  Tht^a 
there  instantly  leaps  to  the 
mind,  the  alert  mind,  mor- 
dant  wit,  and  tremendous 
industry    of    Gibbon,     of 
Balzac,  of  Dumas.     Th^re 
probably  never  was  such  -xn 
indefatigable     observer     i\\\i 
chronicler    as    Balzac.      **  A 
Russian  —  the    translator   of 
*P^re  Goriot' — came  to  my 
rooms   this   morning,"  wrote 
Balzac  to  a  friend.     "  He  w^is 
evidently  taken  much  by  sur- 
prise, for  he  had,  as  he  frai^kly 
confessed,  expected  to  find  a 
gaunt  and  fiery  eagle  of  a  man 
— not   the  stout,  respectable 
bourgeois     whom      he     em- 
braced." 

Appearances,  then,  are  de- 
ceptive.    The  mountain  may 
seem  stupid  and  inert ;  within 
may  burn  fires  vast  enmigh 
to   light   and  thrill  the    uin- 
verse.      Dr.     Johnson, 
whose    girdle    might    have    easily 
passed   a   dozen    Dantes,  at   least 
sensitive  as  to  his  bulk,  and  had 
contempt   for   thin,    little   men,    which 
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encom- 
was   not 
a  proper 
may 
probably  account  for  his  affection  for  Boswell, 
who   began    to   grow   very    fat    soon    after 


twenty,  and  yet  was  able  to  produce  the 
best  biography  in  the  language.  But  it  was 
not  so  with  Dr.  Johnson's  Royal  master, 
George  III.,  who  had  all  Byron's  horror  of 
growing  fat,  and  early  put  himself  on  a  strict 
regimen  to  prevent  his  emulating  the  example 
of  his  uncle,  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  who 
weighed  eighteen 
stone. 

"If  I  had  taken 
care  what  I  ate  and 
drank,"  said  the 
Duke  to  his  Royal 
nephew,  "  I  could 
have  prevented  this  " 
— tapping  his  too- 
protuberantstomach. 
But  the  theory  was 
not  really  a  sound 
one — for  bodily  cor- 
pulence, like  the  gifts 
of  poetry  and  music, 
comes  to  persons  the 
most  unlikely,  and 
who  certainly  would 
not  to  deserve  it 
the  ascetic  Tolstoi's 
tiiunt,  "  Show  me  the  man's 
body  and  I  will  show  you 
his  mind,"  is  not  and  can- 
not be  right. 

It  is  true  the  witty  Vol- 
taire was  as  thin  as  a  skele- 
ton, but  what  is  there  to  show 
that  he  would  not  have  been 
equally  spirituel  had  he 
weighed,  say,  thirteen  stone 
instead  of  seven  ?  Then,  too, 
it  is  erroneous  to  suppose 
that  a  corpulent  person  is 
necessarily  easy-going,  as  we 
say.  King  Henry  VIII.  was 
fat  at  twenty,  yet  certainly  no 
man  was  more  exigeant — 
although  the  late  King  Carlos 
of  Portugal  might  support  the 
theory  of  amiability. 

it  is  perhaps  within  the 
domain  of  politics  that  we 
really  encounter  fat  and  genius 
at  its  highest  development. 
As  someone  remarked  of 
American  statesmanship :  "  It 
is  necessary  to  bulk  largely  (and  literally)  in 
the  public  eye,"  even  though  certain  American 
editors — notably,  the  editor  of  the  New  York 
Sun— 60  their  utmost,  and  they  can  be  very 
scathing,  to  discount  the  undeniable  advantage 
of  a  political  candidate's  weight,  especially  in 
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the  case  of  Mr.  Qeveland,  who  weighed  seven- 
teen and  a  half  stone  But  it  has  been  the 
same  in  the  Old  Worid.  Who  more  6ery  and 
tumultuous  than  Charles  James  Fox,  "the 
fattest  member  of  this  House  '* ;  who  calmer 
and  gentler  than  Pitt,  one  of  the  thinnest  of 
men  ?  Then  there  was  the  fet  and  untam- 
able Mirabeau — a  counterpart  of  the  fiat  and 
docile  Louis  XVI. ;  a  Daniel  O'ConneU  to 
match,  let  us  say,  Lord 
John  Russell.  _. 

In  America  it  is 
indisputable  that  the 
majority  of  the  Pre- 
sidents have  been  fiait 
men,  and  at  this  writing 
the  most  prominent  and 
promising  candidate,  Mr. 
Taft,  has  constantly  a 
rejoinder  ready  for  those 
hecklers  who  twit  him 
with  his  abnormal  de- 
posit of  adipose  tissue. 
**  The  gentleman  has 
rudely  interrupted.  He 
asks  why  I  am  fat  He 
might  just  as  well  have 
asked  me  why  I  have 
brown  hair  instead  of 
black.  Let  me  tell  him 
this.  I  would  rather  a 
thousand  times  be 
wrapped  up  in  Nature's 
honest  int^ument  than 
Wrapped  up  in  my  own 
conceit  and  ignorance." 
(Great  applause.) 

As  if  further  to  demon- 
strate  the  popular   fallacy 
concerning  fat  one  might 
turn  to  science,  where  there 
are  a  score  of  celebrated  fat 
men,  from  Arkwright  to  Ray 
Lankester,    to    balance    the 
thin  ones. 

In  painting  and  sculpture, 
obesity  and  genius  so  fre- 
quently go  hand  in  hand  that 
one  scarcely  need  pick  out  examples  from 
Rubens  to  Alma-Tadema.  Poets  when 
young  may  be  thin,  but,  like  Horace, 
success  gives  them  a  fuller  habit,  in  spite 
of  striking  examples  to  the  contrary.  But 
in  scarcely  any  domain  is  fat  so  prominent 


as  in  that  of  music,  especially  the  executive 
side  of  that  art.  Look  at  the  generous 
proportions  of  Handel  and  of  Bach,  if 
you  will ;  but  how  many  great  modem 
singers  and  players  are  there  who  are  not 
obese  ?  "  It  is  part  of  a  tenor's  and  soprano's 
profession  to  be  fat,'*  says  Colonel  Mapleson, 
the  impresario,  humorously  :  and  from  the 
instances  we  see  on  the  operatic  and  concert 
stage  there  is  much  truth 
in  the  dictum.  On  the 
stage  of  the  drama,  it  is 
true,  a  foolish  prejudice 
limits  the  usefulness  of 
an  obese  actor  to 
comedy,  although  mi>st 
of  the  great  comedians 
have  been  thin  men. 
No  man  had  a  more 
delicate  talent  than  the 
late  Comey  Grain,  who 
once  called  himself  **  the 
comic  elephant,*'  and  yet 
his  nearest  rival,  George 
Grossmith,  is  as  gaunt 
as  a  needle.  On  the 
other  hand,  no  one  can 
doubt  that  Mr.  Oscar 
Asche  is  a  born  trage- 
dian. 

But     the    annals     of 
genius  are  filled  to  over- 
flowing with  the  names  of 
men    who    toiled     and 
achieved  fame  under  a  full 
habit.      Nothing    can    be 
more  unjust  than  the  gibe 
about  "  fat  and  folly  "  and 
fatness      and      indolence. 
Martin  Luther  was  as  fat 
as  Calvin  was  thin  ;   Ernest 
Renan's     obesity     did     not 
obscure  his  insight  and  brilli- 
ancy.      Many     writers     and 
speakers  have  too  long  spoken 
invidiously  of  fatness,  but  the 
best  retort  we  have  been  able 
to   glean   in    our    researches 
into  this  weighty  subject  is   that  of  C.   H. 
Spurgeon,  the  famous  preacher. 

"  People,"  said  Spurgeon,  "  say  I  am  fat. 
I  am  not  fat.  I  am  bone  and  flesh.  My 
limbs,  thank  God,  are  amply  clothed,  and 
I  am  in  my  right  mind." 
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THE  COUSMSo 

By  W.   B.   MAXWELL 

^utkar  of  "  Vivien,''  **  The  Guarded  Flanie,"  etc. 


HE  two  children  were  cousins, 
and  very  fond  of  each  other. 
Master  Tom  Lawton  was  the 
orphan  son  of  that  good  soldier 
Sir  Thomas  Lawton,  who  won 
reputation,  fame,  glory  in  our 
Indian  wars  ;  and  then,  having  won  so  much, 
began  to  lose — first  his  money,  then  his  wife, 
then  his  life.  Thus  little  Tom  was  left  like 
a  small  lost  dog,  to  be  cared  for  by  any 
kind  relatives  who  were  not  too  busy  to 
attend  to  the  matter. 

Miss  Mabel  Lawton  was  the  daughter  of 
the  kind  relatives  who,  off  and  on,  looked 
after  little  Tom.  The  boy  had  some  sort  of 
solicitor-guardian,  some  sort  of  pension- 
money  or  Government-grant,  and  really  he 
demanded  no  great  thought  He  was  to 
be  educated  for  a  soldier,  and,  as  soon  as 
possible,  be  sent  to  India  with  a  sword. 

But  all  relating  to  little  Mabel  was  of  the 
utmost  importance,  because  her  people,  these 
Hampshire  Lawtons,  were  of  the  wealthy, 
idle,  ornamental  class.  Papa  was  a  big  land- 
owner, county  magnate,  deputy  lieutenant, 
always  making  boss-shots  at  getting  into 
Parliament,  and  gaining  more  and  more 
gratitude  and  respect  from  his  party  each 
time  that  he  missed  the  target.  If  he  stuck 
to  it  and  went  on  shooting  without  count  of 
the  cost  of  cartridges,  etc.,  he  might  end  as 
a  peer  and  get  into  Parliament  that  way. 
Step-mamma  was  pretty,  well-bom,  fashion- 
able, with  more  money  of  her  own.  They 
lived  at  Ainswinton,  in  a  large  white  house  in 
a  park,  and  were  kind  to  poor  little  Tom. 
But  the  kindest  person  in  that  house,  or  park, 
or  all  the  wide  world,  was  blue-eyed,  brown- 
tailed  Mabel. 

She  never  changed.  From  the  first  she 
was  the  real  friend.  "  I  hop,"  she  wrote, 
after  Tom's  first  visit  to  Ainswinton,  "  you 
will  Come  here  next  Hollydays  and  all  yur 
Hollydays.  I  love  you  very  much,  and  if 
you  wil  niary  me  when  I  am  growne  up  I 
wil  do  so." 

Copyright,  1908,  by  W.  B.  Maxwell, 


Tom  came  regularly  to  spend  his  vacations 
in  Hampshire.  He  did  Mabel  good.  It 
happened  that,  in  the  opinion  of  the  local 
doctor,  Mabel  was  making  too  much  haste  to 
reach  the  grown-up  goal.  She  was  coming 
through  her  short  skirts  too  fast,  was  too  tall, 
too  intelligent  for  her  tender  years.  Books 
should  be  laid  aside ;  and  the  best  thing  for 
Mabel  would  be  to  let  her  run  wild  until 
colour  came  back  to  her  pale  cheeks  and  her 
black  stockings  had  rounder,  firmer  legs  in 
them.  Step-sisters  and  brothers  could  not 
run,  wild  or  tame ;  they  could  only  toddle. 
So  Tom  ran  wild  with  her. 

It  was  a  perfect  house,  of  varied  charm. 
It  had  stately,  splendid  rooms  and  halls,  and 
snug  little  home-like  rooms  that  opened  into 
the  gardens  ;  it  had  gun-rooms,  play-rooms, 
box-rooms,  untreasured  lofts,  forgotten  or 
undiscovered  flights  of  stairs,  and  dim,  un- 
trodden passages ;  it  had  been  built  by  many 
men  in  many  ages,  but  Providence  had 
guided  their  hands ;  without  settled  plan, 
added  to,  tinkered  at,  messed  about  by 
architects,  builders,  sanitary  engineers,  it  had 
slowly  matured  into  the  absolutely  perfect 
house — for  Hide  and  Seek. 

There  were  innumera'ble  servants :  grave, 
dignified,  stupid  while  in  presence  of  master 
and  mistress;  but  behind  their  backs,  with 
the  children,  they  were  playmates — ^jolly  good 
playmates,  too.  There  were  noble  stables, 
home  farm,  dairies,  the  wide  park,  the  woods, 
the  village,  the  rising  down — in  a  word,  there 
were  all  the  materials  that  made  up  paradise 
for  Master  Tom. 

In  the  springtime,  especially  when  Easter 
holidays  fell  late,  the  boy  used  to  throb, 
almost  to  burst,  with  happiness.  As  he  and 
Mabel  scampered  across  the  park  to  the 
budding  beech-woods,  the  west  wind  blew 
on  their  faces,  blew  into  their  beating 
hearts;  and  the  wind  was  the  joy  of  life, 
stirring  them  to  bound  and  prance  as 
it  stirred  the  lambs  on  the  hillside,  the 
squirrels  and  the  rabbits  on  the  moss-carpet 
of  the  wood.     They  spent  the  long  mornings 
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alone  in  the  wood, 
and  the  hours  were 
all  too  brief  for 
them.  Never  was 
such  a  place — 
primroses  thick  as 
stars  on  a  summer 
night ;  birds'  nests 
in  every  hawthorn 
bush ;  a  little  stream 
to  dam,  to  jump, 
to  ford,  to  fall  into 
— a  chattering, 
bubbling,  laughing 
stream  that  had  no 
business  -  aim  or 
purpose,  that 
flowed  only  to 
make  kingfishers, 
otters,  dragon-flies, 
and  children 
happy. 

They  were  boy 
and  girl  lovers,  and 
when  they  were  old 
enough  they  would 
be  husband  and 
wife.  He  never 
forgot  this ;  he 
brought  her  into 
all  his  plans  of 
future  fun. 

"We  will  have 
a  yacht,"  he  would 
tell  her,  "when  we 
are  married,  and 
cross  the  Pacific 
Ocean  and  explore 
unknown  islands. 
When  we  come  to 
the  mouth  of  a 
river,  we  will  steam 
up  it.  When  there 
is     not     sufficient 

water — it  will  be  an  immensely  big  yacht — 
we  will  go  on  in  the  steam  pinnace  with  a 
swivel-gun  in  her  bows,  and  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  for  savages.  Then,  when  the  water 
is  not  sufficient,  we  will  march  and  ford  on 
foot,  till  we  reach  the  source  of  the  river.  .  .  . 
Let  us  suppose  that  we  have  now  left  the 
pinnace  a  hundred  miles  behind  us." 

And  for  the  rest  of  the  morning  the 
friendly,  familiar  brook  was  the  mighty,  far-off 
river  narrowed  down  towards  its  undiscovered 
source ;  and,  marching  and  fording,  they 
were  two  intrepid  explorers. 

Sometimes  when  Tom  was  haranguing  her 
upon   his   always  grandiose  schemes,  little 
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Mabel  would  check  him  with  a  few  questions, 
"  Tom,  how  will  you  get  the  money  for  all 
this  ?  " 

"  I  shall  get  it  in  India  before  I  come  biick 
to  marry  you." 

"  But  generals  don't  have  as  much  money 
as  all  that." 

"  Not  in  their  regular  jxiy,  but  they  get  it 
in  war." 

Tom  was  very  strong  on  his  future  pro- 
fession and  the  area  of  his  future  prowess. 
He  was  to  follow  in  his  father's  footsteps, 
but  it  seemed  that  he  meant  to  strike  out 
some  fresh  paths  for  himself 

"In  war,"  he  explaii^ed^ '^iy^J^gfgy 
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luck,  I  can  easily  sack  a  king's  palace  and 
get  several  lacs  of  rupees," 

"  Aren't  all  the  palaces  sacked  by  now  ?  " 
"  Not  in  the  north-west,"  said  Tom,  stoutly. 
"  Beyond  our  frontier  there  are  undiscovered 
countries — palaces   and   kings,   in  the  hills, 
where  no  white  man  has  ever  been." 

As  time  passed,  pretty  Mabel  grew  so 
strong  and  well  that  there  was  no  longer  any 
necessity  for  her  to  run  wild.  Her  blue  eyes 
were  bright  and  clear,  her  cheeks  were  firm ; 
and  so  were  her  legs,  now  shrouded  to  the 
ankles  by  a  lengthened  skirt ;  her  thick  brown 
hair  was  tied  at  the  neck  with  ribbon  and 
bow,  and  did  not  float  in  the  breeze  like  a 
pony's  tail  when  she  took  an  infrequent 
scamper.  She  was  full  of  life,  full  of  fun,  full 
of  kindness.  Tom,  arriving  on  his  last 
holidays  at  Ainswinton,  led  her  out  into  the 
garden  and  blushed  with  pleasure  before  he 
gave  her  a  second  kiss. 

Then  Mabel  made  him  blush  furiously; 
indeed,  it  became  a  blushing  match  between 
them. 

"Tom,  ought  we  to  go  on  doing  it — 
kiss,  I  mean  ?     Aren't  I  getting  too  old  ?  " 

''Too  old  I    Why?   What  rot.    Why  not?" 

Then  it  appeared  that  step-mamma  had 
queer  views  on  this  subject.  She  had  been 
talking  seriously  to  Mabel,  laying  down  lines 
for  Mabel's  thought,  setting  the  foundation 
of  the  wall  she  intended  in  due  season  to 
build  up  between  the  cousins. 

"  I  think  it  rot,  myself/'  said  Mabel.  "  But 
mamma  has  all  sorts  of  ideas.  I  don't  believe 
we  shall  ever  be  allowed  to  have  such  a  good 
time  together  as  we  used  to." 

It  was  the  new  order.  Everything  was  to 
be  different.  Now  that  Mabel's  body  was  all 
right,  the  doctor  said  one  might  go  on  with 
the  training  of  her  mind.  And  here  again 
Tom  would  be  useful.  The  pair  could  work 
together,  instead  of  playing  together :  the 
companionship  in  toil  would  stimulate  and 
encourage  the  young  lady.  That  was  the 
plan.  But  for  the  advice  of  the  learned 
doctor,  poor  Tom  would  have  been  altogether 
banished  from  paradise.  A  holiday  governess 
and  a  holiday  tutor  had  been  engaged  for  the 
whole  of  the  summer  vacation.  Fraulein 
Bingen  would  keep  them  both  going  in 
French  and  German ;  Mr.  Mackenzie  would 
hold  the  boy's  nose  to  the  mathematical 
grindstone,  and  give  the  girl  as  large  a 
share  in  the  historical  and  literary  lessons  as 
she  cared  to  take. 

It  was  dreadful.  Paradise  with  two  serpents 
^setting  everything — ^all  the   fruits    turned 


sour,  one's  only  food  dry  leaves  from  the 
tree  of  knowledge.  Prisoners  half  the  day 
— the  sun  shining,  the  woods  calling  to  them ; 
and  they  two,  held  fast  in  a  dull  little  room, 
envying  the  bees  that  buzzed  in  and  out  again 
at  their  own  free  will.  No  real  freedom,  no 
unchallenged  companionship ;  walks  with  a 
fusty,  spectacled,  middle-aged  Scotchman,  or 
a  stupid,  fat-faced,  eyeglassed  Alsatian. 

They  did  not  like  Miss  Bingen ;  but  they 
loathed  Mr.  Mackenzie. 

He  was  short,  squat,  heavy — a  pompous 
pedagogue  with  scant,  sandy  hair,  mean  little 
eyes,  and  huge  gold-rimmed  spectacles.  He 
was  erudite,  certainly — writing  a  history  of 
the  Seven  Years'  War,  and  willing  to  recite 
you  unwritten  chapters  of  it.  His  holiday 
pupils  named  him  "Goggles,"  learned  to 
imitate  his  harsh,  loud  voice,  said  he  was  a 
bounder  and  a  sneak,  and  found  no  redeem- 
ing trait  in  him. 

He  loved  to  keep  Tom  grinding  on  in  the 
dark,  shadowy  room  when  Mabel  passed  to 
and  fro  on  the  sunlit  lawn,  or,  pausing,  looked 
in  wistfully  through  the  open  window.  And 
at  any  protest  or  hint  of  rebellion  he  reported 
to  head -quarters. 

"  That,"  he  would  say,  "  is  a  matter  I  must 
lay  before  Mrs.  Lawton." 

He  laid  every  matter  before  Mrs.  Lawton 
— the  music-hall  song  that  Tom  sang,  the 
game  of  rounders  with  the  grooms  and  foot- 
men, the  moonlight  ramble  with  Mabel  on 
the  night  that  papa  and  mamma  went  to  the 
dinner-party  at  old  Sir  John  Belfield's.  He 
was  such  a  sneak. 

Nevertheless,  the  children  had  some  fun 
in  spite  of  Goggles.  He  could  not  always 
be  playing  spy.  As  the  August  days  turned 
hotter.  Goggles  showed  signs  of  lethargy  after 
his  generous  luncheon,  and  would  sometimes 
creep  off  to  his  room  for  a  nap  that  lasted 
till  tea-time.  Miss  Bingen  in  a  garden  chair, 
with  a  book  on  her  lap,  would  frankly  doze, 
then  frankly  snore,  while  she  dreamed  of 
home  and  the  dear  Rhine  provinces.  Then 
the  children  would  scamper  away  and  be 
unmolested  and  happy  for  an  hour  or  two. 

"  Where  shall  we  go,  Mabel  ?  " 

"Oh,  to  our  tree,  Tom." 

They  had  made  a  discovery  of  a  truly 
wonderful  tree,  and  hither  they  went  again 
and  again  with  undiminished  delight  It 
was  a  fine  old  beech  that  stood  on  the 
bank  by  the  village  path,  just  outside  the 
park ;  and  it  was  so  extraordinarily  easy  to 
climb  that  the  lower  branches  of  it  might 
have  been  the  staircase  at  home.  At  a  height 
of  nine  or  ten  feet.^the^  ^i^in,(rnnj^p^ed  to 
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cease,  the  b:^:  branrbes  opene^i  :rj:u-trc  irsd 
upward  ;  and  w:m--n  m-25  ^  p^fzz  -nrir  rifCJe 
or  platform,  wbtre  out  c:*-^z  s::  i^zzios:  £Z 
one's  ease  like  a  Dire  ;c:  a  serzne  ler^n. 

Tom,  wbo  had  di>rc*rrrr*d  ani  exT'-TCf^i 
this  tree-casHe.  ilwsiyy  p^xt  a  h^ni  ic  Vlij^c-^ 
and  pulled  her  up  aner  r..rr-  :  bu:  iDirrr^f  f.br 
required  lirtie  assistance.  ^^ 'hnn  -oe  cr:o:brd 
down  by  his  side  she  usee  .r.r^  :o  in::  hex 
arms  round  him  to  s:eai>  rjerr<r-f :  jjtjZ  when 
she  did  this  he  was  c:ci>::.r^  :»f  a  5Cr,arct: 
elation  and  tri'^rr^n.  I:  -x^z^i^z  :.•  hz:  ina: 
he  was  cock  of  ine  m-^lk,  l.:-^  ■^»:  ihe  cas: 
over-lord  of  hi'!  and  ci'e.  and  thi 
world  lay  at  h'*s 
feet — all  hfe  roV.cd 
by  below  him  to 
let  him  see  its 
secrets  and  under 
stand  Its  mystery. 
H  e  e  verafterwards 
remembered  this 
curious  sensation. 

Above  their 
heads  was  the 
green  dome  made 
by  the  leaves ;  all 
about  them  hung 
the  green  leaf-cur 
tains;  but,  through 
the  green  leaves 
and  between  the 
smooth  white 
branches,  they  had 
a  fine  view  of  the 
path  that  stretched 
away  on  either 
hand  to  the  woods 
or  to  the  village. 
And  along  this 
path  all  the  village 
folk  went  by,  be 
traying  their 
secrets.  TAa/y/as 
the  real  fun  of  the 
tree.  It  never 
occurred  to  any- 
one that  there 
might  be  two  little 
birds  in  the  tree 
watching  and 
listening. 

"  Cave  I"  Tom 
would  whisper. 
Someone  was 
coming  along  the 
path.  Then, 
crouched  down 
side  by  side,  they 


^i^xijd  wij:  and  warch,  scarcehr  hriwithirw:  till 
i:>e  sozje.Toe — whoever  it  was  —  had  gone  by, 
Od:^  n  was  the  \-:l-,ii:c:  k::v^  aixi  he  sho«wd 
then:  '.ha:  he  reallv  was  :x>t  $?jch  a  tool  as  he 
ij».M:ed  He  was  a  poor,  h,%rni]ess  lout  who 
c:»berc%i  at  one  and  held  tonh  a  skiking 
hiind  for  a.ms  in  the  \~ir.;iire  stneci.  If  you 
nve:  h:m  there,  al:  he  cwa'id  say  wa5s  *'  Cwxv 
c^ — oh.  c»g^  "  :  all  he  could  do  was  to 
i:o:h  h:s  tattered  cap  unceasingly  while  he 
sn2.ir: :  ^ed  after  you.  Bui  here,  thinking  him- 
5<r.!  cu:te  a^ooe  on  the  sunlit  patii,  he  brxMight 
o'Jt  h:>  ni.^Dcy  send  cv>unted  it  with  ct>n>ider- 
a:»'c  intr.  cc-iK^ ;  put  it  carefully  back  in  his 


"'CAVK!'   TOM   WOULD  WHISPKK.      SOMKONK   WA!* 
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pocket ;  gave  the  pocket  a  slap  for  luck ;  and 
shuffled  on  without  a  single  "  goo-gar." 

Once  it  was  Miss  Monk,  the  good-looking 
schoolmistress  of  the  village  school.  She 
strolled  to  and  fro  very  sedately  upon  the 
path,  in  full  sight  of  the  tree ;  glanced 
now  and  then  at  the  watch-bracelet  on  her 
wrist ;  then  stopped,  and,  taking  a  letter  from 
the  bosom  of  her  black  and  white  blouse, 
read  it  thoughtfully.  Presently  there  came 
the  sound  of  a  quick,  firm  footstep.  It  was 
Mr.  Horner,  the  curate.  "  Have  I  kept  you 
waiting,  my  darling  ? "  said  Mr.  Homer ; 
and  arm-in-arm,  most  lovingly,  curate  and 
schoolmistress  strolled  away  into  the  pleasant 
recesses  of  the  little  wood.  That  was  their 
secret  —  they  were  an  engaged  couple, 
although  all  the  world  thought  the  curate 
was  to  wed  the  elder  Miss  Chudleigh. 

Whoever  it  was  who  came  by  the  tree,  a 
secret  was  sure  to  be  let  out. 

Now,  on  this  hot,  sleepy  afternoon,  it  was 
old  Sir  John  Belfield ;  and  that  was  the  best 
fun  of  all. 

Sir  John  was  not  like  Mabel's  father,  a 
great  landowner ;  but  he  was  a  local  magnate 
of  considerable  importance,  with  a  fine  park 
and  house  of  his  own.  He  was  the  senior 
magistrate,  and  on  the  Bench  he  gave 
exemplary  sentences  to  all  wrong-doers.  He 
read  the  lessons  in  church,  and  because  of 
his  dignity,  his  bushy  white  eyebrows,  and  his 
high  principles,  people  dreaded  as  well  as 
respected  him. 

Now,  if  you  please,  chancing  to  nieet  a 
plump,  apple -cheeked  dairymaid,  he  was 
blocking  the  way  for  her,  skipping  from  side 
to  side  of  the  path  like  a  white-haired  old 
goat  turned  mischievous. 

"  Pay  toll,"  cried  Sir  John.  "  Pay  toll.  A 
kiss — or  I  won't  let  you  pass." 

"  Oh,  Sir  Jarn,  lat  be,"  said  Mary  Gates. 
"  Lat  me  be  ;  for  I  tell  'ee  I  wunt.  No,  Sir 
Jarn,  I  wunt." 

The  children  knew  her  well.  She  was 
Mary  Gates  from  the  home  dairy,  dressed  in 
her  Sunday  best,  off  to  drink  tea  with  her 
Aunt  Thorp  at  the  cottage  near  the  mill. 

"Yes  ;  you  must  pay  toll,"  said  Sir  John, 
with  outstretched  arms,  skipping  from  side  to 
side.  "  I  am  the  tax-collector.  Whenever  I 
see  a  pretty  wench  I  tax  her  with  a  kiss." 

"Lat  me  be,"  said  Mary.  Her  cheeks 
were  like  flaming  pseonies  instead  of  pink 
apples  ;  and,  as  Sir  John  snatched  at  her  and 
sought  to  exact  the  penalty,  she  gave  him  a 
sounding  smack  in  the  face,  dodged  round 
him,  and  ran. 

"  'T^here  ! "  she  called  back  to  him.     "  Tes 


all  you'll  get  from  me ;  and  I'll  tell  my  lady 
if  you  make  complaint." 

Sir  John  rubbed  his  face,  stamped  on  the 
ground  in  anger,  and  shook  his  fist. 

"You  little  minx!"  he  bawled,  "not  to 
take  a  joke  in  good  part.  Go  on  and  be 
hanged  to  you  for  an  impudent  hussy ! " 
And  he  turned  and  stalked  away. 

Up  in  the  tree  Tom  and  Mabel  were 
almost  fainting  from  suppression  of  laughter. 

What  tickled  the  children  so  much  was 
the  sillmess  of  all  these  people  in  letting 
their  cats  out  of  the  bag.  They  all  made 
so  jolly  sure  they  were  alone  and  un- 
observed. Yet,  after  all,  it  is  not  an 
unheard-of  thing  that  a  tree  should  be  occu- 
pied by  someone*— woodcutter,  bird's-nester, 
nut-gatherer.  Had  they  looked  up  the  tree 
carefully  they  would  have  seen  the  sentinels— 
it  was  impossible  to  hide  completely  behind 
the  branches.  But  these  silly  people  never 
did  look  up  the  tree. 

The  children  talked  of  this  subject,  and  of 
other  subjects,  one  afternoon  when  they  were 
going  to  their  observation-nook.  They  had 
come  round  through  a  field  gate,  and  they 
sauntered  down  the  empty  path  talking 
eagerly.  Not  a  sound  broke  the  warm  still- 
ness, and  they  lingered  beneath  the  spreading 
branches  before  climbing  up  to  their  perch. 

"  Is  that  why  she  hired  old  Goggles — ^just 
to  watch  me  and  prevent  my  being  with 
you  ?  " 

Tom  was  talking  of  step-mamma  Lawton 
now.  Step- mam  ma  had  again  been  speaking 
seriously  to  Mabel.  Mamma,  it  appeared, 
had  got  wind  of  these  afternoon  absences, 
and  did  not  approve. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Tom,  defiantly;  "  we'll 
be  together  in  the  end,  if  Goggles  was  forty 
sneaks  instead  of  one  sneak.  When  you  and 
I  are  grown-up  and  married " 

Then  Mabel  disclosed  more  of  mamma's 
plans. 

"Tom,  they'll  never  let  us  marry.  She 
said  the  other  day  I  was  to  open  my  mind 
and  learn  everything  I  could,  so  as  to  be  a 
suitable  wife  for  a  political  nobleman." 

"  What  a  dirty  shame !  But  you  won't, 
Mab  ?  You'll  stick  to  your  promise  ?  You'll 
wait  for  me  ?  " 

"  I  want  to,  Tom " 

"  CaveV^  said  Tom,  dropping  his  voice  and 
pointing  down  the  path  with  a  warning  finger. 
Someone  coming  !  Faint  far-off  footsteps 
had  sounded  on  the  gravel  path. 

"Quick!"  and  he  took  her  hand  in  his. 
"We  must  hop  up  to  our  perch,"  and  he 
scrambled  upon  the  bank.     "  Quick,  Mab  ! " 
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But  then  there  came  a  most  dreadful  voice 
out  of  the  tree  : — 

"  Old  Goggles  is  here  before  you." 

And,  looking  up  for  the  first  time,  they 
saw  the  ugly  spectacled  bird  that  had  stolen 
their  perch. 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Mackenzie,  ponderously 
and  awkwardly  climbing  down  from  the  tree 
— "  this  is  a  matter  that  I  must  lay  before 
Mrs.  Lawton." 

That  was  the  end  of  poor  Tom.     He  was 


permitted  to  stay  till  the  end  of  his  holidays, 
but  he  was  never  again  asked  to  visit  Ains- 
winton  Park.  His  relatives  had  thrown  him 
back  on  the  hands  of  the  solicitor-guardian, 
as  something  troublesome  with  which  they 
could  not  be  bothered  any  longer.  The 
sooner  he  was  packed  off  to  India,  the  better 
for  everybody :  once  there,  he  could  give  no 
more  trouble. 

The  year  that  he  obtained  his  commission 
and  was  provided  with  a  passage  to  India, 
Uncle  Lawton  realized  the  ambition  of  his 


"  TOM,  IN  THSSE  LAST  DAYS,  READ  OF  HBR  OFTEV  AND  SAW  HER  ONCE," 
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life.  At  last  he  had  got  into  Parliament  A 
grateful  Sovereign  had  raised  him  to  the 
peerage,  and  henceforth  he  would  sit  in 
comfort  as  first  Baron  Ainswinton. 

The  family  were  in  London  while  Tom 
was  buying  his  kit  and  making  ready  for 
exile.  It  was  the  height  of  the  season.  Miss 
Mabel  was  going  to  four  or  five  parties  a 
night,  and  being  written  of  in  newspapers  as 
"  the  pretty  Miss  Lawton." 

Tom,  in  these  last  days,  read  of  her  often, 
and  saw  her  once.  It  was  only  a  glimpse. 
He  was  striding  along  the  pavement,  and  she 
was  driving  in  step-mamma's  smart  victoria. 
She  had  a  big  hat  with  broad  ribbons  and 
a  fluffy,  fluttering  lace  parasol;  her  eyes 
flashed,  her  lips  smiled,  delicate  colour 
glowed  in  her  cheeks — but  she  did  not  see 
Tom  bowing  and  waving  on  the  pavement. 
To  Tom  she  seemed  a  fashionable  society 
beauty,  rolling  away  from  him  on  cee-springs 
and  rubber-tyred  wheels — rolling  out  of  his 
life  for  ever. 

She  had  written  to  him  often  since  the 
days  when  they  were  happy  playmates.  She 
was  always  his  friend  and  well-wisher,  so  she 
said.  He  would  have  liked  to  bid  her  adieu 
before  leaving  England.  He  had  called 
already  at  my  lord's  London  house,  had  left 
his  new  visiting-cards  with  his  hotel  address 
pencilled  on  the  face  of  one  of  them ;  but 
nothing  came  of  the  card.  It  had  never 
been  seen  by  those  brightly-flashing  eyes. 
Now  he  called  at  the  house  again  and  left 
another  addressed  card.  Nothing  came  of 
the  second  card.  So  in  due  course  he  sailed, 
with  a  heart  that  would  have  been  lighter  if 
he  had  been  able  to  hear  the  voice  of  one 
kind  friend  wishing  him  God-speed. 

IL 

Captain  Thomas  Lawton,  of  the  nth 
Gurkha  Rifles,  had  proved  himself  a  stanch 
good  soldier — true  son  of  a  fighting  sire. 
He  had  been  under  fire  again  and  again — in 
minor  unchronicled  squabbles,  nothing  worthy 
of  the  name  of  war;  he  had  learnt  many 
dialects ;  had  been  attached  to  political 
missions;  had  resolutely  striven  for  glory, 
but  unhappily  he  had  found  no  king's  palace 
to  sack,  had  put  by  no  lacs  of  rupees. 

He  was  nearly  thirty,  hard  as  nails,  bronzed 
like  metal,  with  .keen,  brave  eyes  ever  alert 
for  chances  that  never  came. 

For  several  months  he  had  been  stationed 
beyond  our  frontier,  northward  of  Kashmir, 
in  command  of  a  company  of  his  Gurkhas, 
an  ugly  stone  fort,  a  straggling,  stone-walled 
village,  a  bridge,  and  a  ford.     This  was  our 


farthest  military  post;  but  a  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  to  the  west,  over  the  gigantic  barrier 
of  the  hills,  the  might  and  majesty  of  the 
Maharajah  of  Kashmir  and  his  suzerain,  the 
Empress  of  India,  were  represented  by  a 
British  Resident. 

There  is  always  trouble  in  the  Hindu  Kush, 
and  of  late  the  trouble  had  been  steadily  in- 
creasing. In  these  States  and  districts— all 
tributary  to  Kashmir — chiefs  and  princes  had 
been  murdering  one  another  with  unexampled 
rapidity.  Rebellion  followed  rebellion,  each 
new  ruler  winning  his  way  to  power  through 
chaos  and  carnage.  Unfortunately,  tribes- 
men who  had  taken  up  arms  in  each  new 
revolt  were  indisposed  to  lay  them  down 
again ;  warriors  turned  pirate  and  rogue,  . 
harried  the  unhappy  valleys,  swooped  down 
upon  the  trade  routes,  sent  a  flowing  stream 
of  refugees  to  tell  the  tale  of  woe  and  pros- 
trate themselves  at  Captain  Lawton's  feet 
while  they  prayed  for  protection. 

Now  something  was  to  be  done  ;  the  time 
had  come  to  quiet  all  this  unrest.  A  column 
was  to  be  mobilized ;  transport  was  to  be 
gathered  about  Captain  Lawton's  fort ;  native 
troogs  were  coming  up  day  by  day — pioneer 
company,  sappers  and  miners,  mountain 
battery,  one  whole  battalion,  with  two  com- 
panies of  a  British  infantry  regiment  to  stifien 
and  strengthen  these  dusky  allies.  Soon  a 
famous  fighting  colonel  was  coming  up  to 
take  command  and  march. 

It  was  to  be  a  military  progress — not  an 
expedition — in  support  of  the  political  eflbrts 
of  the  clever  English  Resident  at  the  distant 
town,  who  for  a  year  and  a  half,  in  accordance 
with  good  policy,  had  been  recognising  the 
de  facto  chief.  In  this  period  there  had  been 
six  de  facto  chiefs,  and  our  policy  perhaps 
needed  readjustment. 

Well,  then,  this  column  would  march  up 
by  the  old  trade  route,  displaying  its  strength 
all  the  way,  putting  back  unhappy  refugees, 
reinstating  village  headmen,  guarding  congre- 
gated traders  and  sending  them  safe  away. 
It  would  occupy  the  town  where  the  Resident 
sat  in  his  Residency  issuing  political  thunder- 
bolts, but  now  very  properly  afraid  to  come 
out  and  see  what  effect  they  had  produced. 
Arrived  at  its  goal  it  would  rest  a  month, 
play  polo  with  the  new  loyal  chief,  quietly  yet 
ostentatiously  confirm  the  power  of  the 
Resident,  and  then  march  out  by  the  north- 
east road.     That  was  the  programme. 

But  the  moment  the  performance  began 
there  were  unseemly  interruptions.  Every 
day  it  became  less  of  a  picnic  and  more  of  a 
march  through  a  hostile  country.     For  three 
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long  days  it  was  a  most  arduous  business. 
No  road  as  Europeans  understand  the  word ; 
wheeled  transport,  of  course,  impossible; 
paths  winding  round  the  face  of  precipitous 
cliflfs,  torrents  roaring  in  rocky  beds  beneath 
one;  gorges  that  called  themselves  passes, 
the  vast  hills  rising  on  either  hand  to  the 
eternal  snow;  bitter  cold  by  night  in  those 
high  places,  burning  sun  by  day  in  the  dusty 
valleys.  Snipers  hiding  above  one ;  rocks 
pitched  down  upon  one ;  necessity  to  search 
each  hillside  before  entering  each  defile; 
sappers  to  the  front  at  every  bridge  to  mend 
and  make  good  ;  now  and  then  a  sharp  brush 
with  sturdy  rebels  closing  in  upon  rear- 
guard, threatening  to  break  our  long  tail 
in  two  and  cut  out  the  terrified,  clustering 
mob  of  the  refugees  we  are  escorting. 

Here  was  the  great  difficulty — the  men 
and  women  with  whom  the  column  was 
burdened.  Among  these  burdensome  fol- 
lowers was  a  knot  of  Afghan  traders,  with  a 
girl  whom  Captain  Lawton  had  made  it  his 
special  duty  to  protect  and  watch  over.  She 
was  a  half-caste — Afghan  father,  French 
mother — who  spoke  English  perfectly.  She 
had  been  for  years  at  Delhi ;  she  could 
dance,  she  could  sing,  and  in  many  ways 
had  solaced  the  ennui  of  life  down  at  the 
fortress -village  from  which  the  column  started. 
But  somehow  she  belonged  to  these  Afghans, 
and  they  were  taking  her  home  to  the  far-off 
valley,  where  they  bought  or  made  the  sheep- 
skin coats  and  the  carpet  mats  with  which 
they  annually  traded.  The  white- bearded 
old  man — head  of  the  party — was  her  grand- 
father, she  said,  and  she  wished  to  go  with 
him.  Nothing  would  persuade  her  to  say  good- 
bye to  grandpapa,  and  stay  in  safety  at  the  fort. 

While  looking  after  these  people  on  the 
march.  Captain  Lawton  did  one  or  two  nice 
things — the  nicest  thing  of  all  the  afternoon 
he  got  his  wound.  He  had  been  busy  on 
the  hillside  turning  out  a  strong  opposition 
from  a  line  of  prepared  sangars,  and  the 
rebels,  giving  ground,  had  mischievously 
worked  back  and  hotly  peppered  the  camp- 
followers  and  the  baggage  animals.  He  and 
his  men  made  a  fine  dash  for  it,  and  were 
sharply  engaged  ere  they  drove  off  the  foe. 
Half-a-dozen  sepoys  were  soon  bowled  over ; 
then  down  went  Captain  Lawton.  But  he 
was  up  as  soon  as  down — only  hit  in  the 
shoulder.  Two  of  the  Afghan  party  were 
wounded — the  old  man  with  a  bullet-hole  in 
his  leg  and  a  younger  man  with  a  broken 
arm.  Much  damage  had  been  wrought 
among  the  ponies ;  but  somehow  a  pony  was 
found  for  the  younger  Afghan,  and  Captain 


Lawton,  in  spite  of  his  wound,  gave  his  own 
pony  to  the  old  man. 

The  Afghans  thought  this  very  nice.  A 
man  walked  on  one  side  of  the  old  chap, 
holding  one  of  his  legs,  and  the  girl  walked 
on  the  other  side  of  him,  holding  his  other 
leg ;  and  as  Captain  Lawton,  bleeding  through 
his  bandage,  tramped  by,  she  smiled  at  him. 
And  that  night,  when  they  came  to  their 
halting  place,  she  helped  the  doctor  dress  his 
shoulder  and  nursed  him  tenderly. 

After  this  things  were  easier  and  quieter. 
Those  rebels  were  dropping  away.  There 
was  no  more  serious  opposition.  It  seemed 
that  the  march  was  creating  its  due  effect — 
the  programme  would  be  carried  through 
unchanged. 

Captain  Lawton's  flesh  wound  was  not 
dangerous,  but  it  needed  some  attention 
after  each  long  day's  work ;  and  always  the 
girl  was  there  to  give  it  attention.  She  seemed 
very  fond  of  the  brave  English  soldier. 

One  night  the  column  was  resting  high  up 
on  a  broad  open  pass — a  rock-strewn  plateau 
between  the  rocky  hills  and  the  towering 
mountains.  It  was  bright  moonlight ;  the 
camp-fires  looked  like  stars  that  had  dropped 
from  the  sky ;  sentinels,  double,  crept  like 
ghosts  upon  every  ridge ;  far  ahead  and  far 
behind  was  close  watch  and  guard ;  all  round 
lay  the  sleeping  men,  motionless  as  the  dead. 
No  tents,  of  course ;  each  man  wrapped  in 
his  blanket,  each  officer  wrapped  in  his  sheep- 
skin coat,  and  the  feeble  little  fires  at  their 
feet  to  keep  them  warm. 

Up  here  in  the  rarefied  air  it  was  curious 
how  lightly  one  slept,  however  tired  one 
might  be.  A  word  and  one  was  awake — 
no  transition  stage  and  drowsy  rubbing  of 
one's  eyes.  But  dreams  most  splendid — 
building  themselves  of  noble  material,  in 
keeping  with  the  colossal  scenery.  One  was 
wandering  in  a  palace — that  was  a  dream. 
One  came  through  a  magnificent  gateway, 
and,  instead  of  finding  a  sunny  garden,  one 
looked  out  at  the  moonlit  snow-peaks,  the 
huge  rocks,  and  the  dotted  camp-fires — that 
meant  that  one  was  awake.  Yet  with  a  turn 
of  the  head  one  was  back  in  dreamland.  So 
it  was  with  him,  till  the  girl  kissed  his 
eyelids  and  whispered  :  "  Wake  1 "  She  was 
very  fond  of  him. 

His  fire  had  burnt  low.  She  knelt  by  it, 
feeding  it  with  bits  of  dry  wood.  Then  she 
took  a  copper  bangle  from  her  wrist,  dropped 
some  dried  grass  and  dust  through  the  bangle 
upon  the  little  leaping  flame,  came  to  him 
and  roused  him  again  with  her  arms  about  his 
waist,  and  told  him  ^fti^PSl^mt^?  fee^c 
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'^m-      ^ 


'SHE  CAME  TO   HIM    AND   ROUSLL)    HIM   AGAIN   WITH 
HER   ARMS  ABOUT   HIS  WAIST." 


"  I>ook  !     See  what  you  can  see." 

As  he  knelt  by  the  fire,  with  her  arms 
holding  him,  he  was  conscious  of  a  strange 
sensation  that  he  had  experienced  long  ago — 
but  now  it  was  on  a  far,  far  grander  scale. 
The  wide  world  lay  at  his  feet ;  the  universe 
was  unfolding  all  its  mystery.  He  had  but 
to  look  down,  and  no  secret  could  be  hid 
from  him. 

"  Look  !  "  she  whispered. 

He  could  see  hill-passes  like  this  pass,  and 

armed  men  on  the  march — hundreds  sleeping 

in  the  moonlight — not  our  men.     He  could 

ravines  by  tumbling  streams,  and  troops 


nvovm^^  sluwly,  in  order, 
Willi  inrinittf  precaution 
-nnt  our  tnen. 
'^  Ijiok  again  !* 
^p,Ki'  Wils  no  burner  now.      It  seemed 
thai  he  could  look  from   the  south,  east, 
north,  west  at  once.     He  was  soaring  at  a 
fantastic  height — taking  a  bird's-eye  view  : 
a  bright-eyed   eagle  resting  on   extended 
wings,  searching  the  hills  and  valleys  of  a 
circular  tract  of  country  whose  diameter  was 
not  less  than  two  hundred  miles. 
"  Look ! " 

Downward,  onward,  from  west,  north-west, 
and  north,  they  were  coming  through  the  hills, 
converging — not  our  men— converging  upon 
the  little  town  in  the  valley  where  men  lay 
sleeping,  spell-bound,  motionless — our  men. 
"  Look  !  Go  on  looking  "  ;  and  he  saw 
more  and  more.  "  Now  I  too  look,"  and 
she  stooped  over  the  fire — so  low  that  it 
seemed  she  would  plunge  her  face  in  the 
leaping  flame,  and  he  flung  his  right  arm 
round  her  waist  and  held  her  back. 
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"  White  girl,"  she  whispered,  "  waiting  for 
you — looking  into  a  fire." 

"Nice  girl?" 

"  Girl  you  love." 

"  How  d'you  know  I  love  any  girl — except 
you,  old  girl  ?  " 

"Oh,  me!"  and  she  writhed  upon  his 
arm.  "  Play  girl,  brown  girl — to  warm  your 
heart  when  you  are  cold— like  the  fire.  MeV 
and  she  sprang  up  and  danced  upon  the  fire 
— trampled  it  out  beneath  her  feet.  "  Little 
warmth,  little  light — till  you  want  it  no  more; 
then  gone." 

"  You  silly  old  girl !  " 

"  Here  !  Take  it,"  and  she  gave  him  her 
copper  bangle.  "Give  it  to  her  when  you 
find  her.  Go  sleep  now.  Then  wake,  do 
your  work — do  your  work  quick,  and  go 
find  her." 

Next  day  she,  with  her  party,  was  gone. 
Somewhere  on  the  march  down  the  long 
slope  to  the  opening  plain  these  Afghans  had 
fallen  out,  dodged  away,  and  vanished.  The 
commander  of  the  column  was  very  angry. 
These  people  were  under  his  protection.  It 
was  true  that  the  most  perilous  part  of  the 
march  was  over ;  henceforth  the  country  was 
open.  On  the  left  lay  the  territory  of  the 
Amir  at  no  considerable  distance;  the 
Afghans  were  not  far  from  home  now.  But 
to  sneak  off,  without  "  By  your  leave," 
"  Please,"  or  "Thank  you,"  was  a  dirty 
Oriental  trick  to  play  on  their  guardians 
and  friends.  Suspicious,  too.  Were  these 
people  spies  and  traitors  ?     Who  could  say  ? 

As  the  column  marched  on  through  the 
open  cultivated  plain,  past  the  narrow  little 
terraced  fields,  by  the  broad  river,  by  many 
villages  and  pleasant  fruit  orchards.  Captain 
Lawton  wondered.  Often  he  looked  at  the 
bangle  on  his  wrist  and  thought  of  the  girl, 
and  of  the  fire  extinguished  by  trampling  feet. 
He  thought  and  laughed.  Had  he  been 
awake  or  asleep?  What  rummy  ideas  had 
come  into  his  head !  Day  after  day  he 
thought  of  the  little  camp-fire. 

All  was  easy  now.  Villagers  prostrated 
themselves — brought  cattle,  grain,  and  fruit. 
High  notables  rode  out  to  meet  the  welcome 
troops.  But  he  still  thought  of  it  and  won- 
dered. He  looked  into  the  faces  of  all  these 
new  smiling  friends  —  peasants,  warriors, 
princes — and  thought  of  it.  Were  they 
really  so  pleased  to  see  us  ? 

He  thought  of  it  often  when  the  column 
had  reached  its  goal,  when  the  new  chief 
and  our  Resident  had  ridden  out  side  by 
side  to  give  a  hearty  welcome,  when  all  the 
tired  men  were  cantoned  near  the  dusty,  hot 
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little  town,  when  feasts  and  music,  dancings 
and  polo  games,  filled  the  drowsy  days.  The 
column  was  resting;  the  programme  was 
being  carried  through  without  a  hitch.  And 
the  more  he  thought  of  it  the  more  restless 
he  became. 

Sometimes  he  spoke  to  people  of  vague 
doubts  and  undefined  misgivings.  Why  did 
we  linger  ?  What  was  the  good  of  it  ?  Why 
didn't  we  move  on  and  march  out  again 
by  the  north-east  road?  He  asked  such 
questions — of  his  jolly,  good-humoured  com- 
mander, of  the  Resident,  of  everybody  who 
allowed  him  to  ask  questions.  And  at  last 
he  spoke  out  boldly  and  told  them  what  he 
thought. 

Some  devil's-brew  warming  up  for  .them. 
Dark  treachery  behind  smiling  eyes.  Perhaps 
a  widespread  secret  bond  among  all  these 
chiefs  who  till  now  had  been  rending  one 
another.  A  banded  effort  of  twenty  tribes, 
perhaps,  now  coming  to  sweep  us  back — to 
hurl  us  headlong  from  this  mountain-girt 
land. 

"  Why  should  you  think  so  ?  " 

He  could  not  say  that  he  had  seen  it 
in  the  fire.  But  he  roused  them  to  action. 
He  was  sure  that  they  were  being  kept  here. 
This  chief  was  trying  to  hold  them  in  a  trap 
— if  they  showed  that  they  meant  to  get  out 
of  it  they  would  soon  discover  if  they  were 
still  free  or  already  prisoners. 

Then,  not  in  the  least  believing,  but  as  a 
matter  of  form,  they  made  investigations, 
and  took  alarm.  It  was  clear  still  to  the 
north-east,  with  three  small  posts  on  the  road 
home  to  safety.  A  messenger  was  sent  to 
sound  a  note  of  warning. 

But  then  the  work  began.  One  post  was 
wiped  out  completely.  The  nearest  post  was 
•almost  wiped  out,  but  a  few  got  through  to 
the  now  besieged  column.  Stern  defence 
now  onward  till  relieving  forces  can  be  set  in 
motion.     They  are  in  for  a  big  thing — war. 

This  was  Tom  Lawton's  chance,  and  he 
took  it  handsomely.  Two,  three  years  of  real 
big  war — time  enough  to  make  a  reputation 
if  you  never  cease  trying.  From  the  first  he 
was  very  useful.  In  a  year  everyone  out 
there  had  heard  of  "The  Man  with  the 
Bangle,"  The  first  Commander-in-Chief  had 
given  him  the  name.  He  wanted  a  man  for 
a  rough  piece  of  work,  and  he  thought  of 
Lawton.  "Where's  that  fellow  with  the 
bangle?" 

It  was  the  only  effeminate  thing  about  him. 
He  was  a  slogging  fighter  when  once  he  set  to. 
In  the  last  year  of  all  ^.e.^ha^^a^l^i5fj3^^|us 
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own — something  like  a  column  :  two  brigades 
of  infantry,  two  regiments  of  cavalry,  four 
batteries  of  artillery,  etc. — a  command  worth 
having.  And  with  it  he  did  wonders. 
There  was  no  envy  because  of  his  rapid  rise ; 
he  deserved  all  his  luck. 

Sometimes  he  seemed  inspired.  Had  he 
seen  it  all  in  the  fire  ?  It  was  as  though  he 
could  look  into  the  hearts  of  the  fierce  yet 
tricky  foe— could  read  all  their  secrets.  Each 
time  that  the  enemy  tried  to  surprise  him  it 
surprised  itself— again  and  again,  till  pained 
surprise  turned  to  panic  fear.  In  the  field 
these  savage  foes  became  as  ants  swept  down 
a  path  by  a  remorseless  broom ;  in  their 
strongholds  they  were  as  ants  on  an  ant-heap 
having  boiling  water  poured  on  them.  They 
could  not  withstand  him. 

Yet  at  home  in  England  all  this  fightmg 
made  little  stir.  It  seemed  loo  far  off  for 
people  to  take  any  interest  in  the  matter. 
The  newspapers  pushed  it  away  into  comers, 
grudged  it  space,  and  would  not  waste  money 
for  telegraphic  news  about  it.  In  the  Lower 
House  questions  were  sometimes  asked  about 
it.  In  the  Upper  House  a  question  was 
asked  by  Lord  Ainswinton.  It  was  the  last 
time  that  my  lord  ever  rose  in  his  place  in 
the  gilded  chamber.  Was  it  not  a  fact — 
inquired  his  lordship— that  the  Government 
of  India  had  forty  thousand  troops  under 
arms  on  the  north-west  frontier  ?  His  noble 
friend,  the  Under-Secretary  of  State,  replied 
that  such  was  the  glorious  fact.  He  took 
this  opportunity  of  congratulating  the  noble 
lord  on  being  the  uncle  of  General  Lawton, 
who  had  achieved  a  series  of  brilliant  and 
most  valuable  successes,  etc. 

Only  when  it  was  all  over  and  the  public 
saw  the  gigantic  Gazette  and  tremendous  list 
of  honours  did  they  realize  how  big  a  business* 
it  had  been.  India  paid  the  bill  for  it,  of 
course,  and  not  England. 

in. 

General  Sir  Thomas  Lawton,  G.C.S.L, 
etc.,  had  come  home ;  with  no  splendid  loot, 
no  lacs  of  rupees,  but  with  two  remarkable 
treasures — a  common  copper  wire  bangle  and 
a  grubby  little,  crumpled  piece  of  paper.  It 
was  his  fixed  intention  to  present  these 
interesting  relics,  not  to  the  nation,  but  to 
a  private  individual;  and  from  the  hour 
of  his  arrival  he  began  to  make  inquiries 
about  her.  She  was  unmarried  —  he  knew 
that ;  her  father  had  recently  died ;  the 
family  was  still  in  mourning;  they  were 
living  in  Hampshire. 

The  month  was  June ;    the  season  was  in 


full  swing.  General  Lawton  had  duties  to 
perform — lev^e  to  attend,  official  dinners, 
official  receptions.  Quite  the  best  society 
smiled  on  this  young  general  and  would 
welcome  him  with  open  arms  ;  he  might  have 
gone  to  three  grand  parties  a  night,  had  he 
wished  to  do  so.  In  fact,  he  went  to  four 
evening  parties  in  the  course  of  a  week,  and 
whenever  he  met  an  important  dowager  he 
talked  with  her  eagerly.  He  only  seemed  to 
care  for  dowagers,  and  he  asked  them  all  the 
same  question : — 

"  Can  you  tell  me  anything  about  my 
pretty  cousin — Mabel  Lawton  ?  " 

Wise  dowagers  all  knew  Miss  Lawton  ; 
and  this  was  the  gist  of  what  they  had  to  tell 
him.  Pretty  she  certainly  had  been.  Oh, 
yes,  extraordinarily  pretty  once.  She  had 
been  engaged,  they  thought,  several  times. 
She  ought  to  have  married  Lord  Somebody 
and  Lord  Somebody-else.  She  ought  to 
have  made  a  grand  match — probably  in- 
tended to  make  one,  and  perhaps  missed 
the  substance  in  grabbing  at  splendid 
shadows. 

Anyhow,  nothing  came  off.  And  now^  of 
course — "  May  we  speak  frankly  ?  " — she  is 
over  thirty  and  nobody  wants  her.  There 
she  is — left  on  the  shelf.     It  often  happens. 

General  Lawton,  getting  away  from  London 
at  last,  had  run  down  to  Hampshire  for  the 
day.  Now  he  was  walking  with  his  cousin 
on  the  sunlit  lawn. 

She  was  tall,  graceful,  gracious  —  shyly 
making  conversation.  As  he  walked  by  her 
side,  listening  to  her  voice,  looking  at  her 
brown  hair,  her  blue  eyes,  her  pale  face,  he 
was  thinking  deeply.  It  was  not  true  what 
the  dowagers  had  told  him.  She  was  as  she 
had  always  been — in  his  eyes  at  least  The 
years  had  not  touched  her. 

Presently  they  sat  side  by  side  on  a  stone 
bench  at  the  end  of  the  terrace,  and  looked 
out  over  the  park-land  to  the  old  woods. 
Her  shyness  had  gone  now :  she  was  talking 
as  if  to  an  old  friend,  and  not  to  a  dis- 
tinguished stranger.  As  he  listened  to  her 
voice  he  was  a  child  again  and  she  was 
a  child.  All  the  years  had  not  touched 
them. 

"  But,  Tom,  how  did  you  earn  your  name 
— *  The  Man  with  the  Bangle '  ?  " 

"  I  have  brought  it  home  for  you." 

"What?" 

"  Here  it  is — the  bangle  "  ;  and  he  twisted 
it  off  his  wrist,  and  twisted  it  on  her  wrisL 

"  but  I  have  something  else  for  you  " ;  and 
he  brought  out^a.4et^tgr^s^Qg^prefiilly 
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drew  from  it  a  folded  piece  of  paper.    "  Take      and  if  you  wil  mary  me  when  I  am  growne  up 

it,  Mabel,  and  read  it.     Read  it  aloud,  will      I  wil  do  so." 

you  ?  .  .  .  No,  you  must     I  have  come  here  "  VV^ell  ?  "  said  Tom. 


to  make  you  read  it." 


"  But  I  have  grown  up  too  much.     I — I — 


Then  she  read  it  aloud.     It  was  her  own      am  too  old  now.     You  can't  still  want  me." 


childish  scrawl : — 

'  I  hop  you  will  Come  here  next  Hollydays 


and  all  yur  Hollydays.    I  love  you  very  much,      you." 


"  I  have  never  left  off  wanting  you." 
"And   I   have  never  left  off  waiting  for 


"but  I  HAVE  GROWN  UP  TOO  MUCH.   I— I— AM  TOO  OLD  NOW.' 
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[N  old  scrapbook,  made  with  a 
sense  of  what  is  strange  and 
striking — what  a  mine  of  interest 
it  contains !  The  eye  wanders 
from  picture  to  picture  of  every 

variety  of  subject,  old  and  new — an  ingenious 

invention,  a  curiosity  of  science,  a  flight  of 

sheer  imagination,  a  puzzle-picture,  an  optical 

illusion,   or  a  strange  old 

print;  just  such  a   collec- 
tion, in  short,  as  will  meet 

the  eye  of  the   reader  in 

turning  over  the  following 

pages. 

Here,  first,  is  one  of  the 

most    singular     inventions 

that  surely  ever  issued  from 

the  brain  of  man— a  glass 

cycle !      It   consists    of    a 

thick  and  transparent  ball 

or  sphere  of  glass  of  suit- 
able  size,  having  a  small 

entrance,  just  large  enough 

for  a  man  to  slip  through, 

and    an    axle     running 

from  side  to  side,  which  is 

bent  in   the  middle,  so  as  to   form  a  seat. 

When  the  occupant  desires  to  move  forward, 

all  he  has  to  do  is  to  walk  in  the  ordinary 
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way,  guiding  the  machine  by  inclining  him- 
self to  the  right  or  left  The  idea  appears 
perfectly  feasible,  and  no  doubt  the  machine 
would  suit  a  grass  track  to  perfection,  but  the 
condition  of  the  cyclist  after  a  lengthy  run 
over  a  muddy  road  can  only  be  compared  to 
that  of  a  prisoner  in  a  dark  cell. 

Our  next  picture  represents  a  truly  extra- 
ordinary illusion.  How 
many  people  are  there  in 
this  photograph?  The 
answer  is  almost  incredible. 
There  are  only  three ! 
They  are  standing  be- 
tween three  mirrors  placed 
in  a  triangle,  and  their 
multiplied  reflections  form 
the  appearance  of  a 
crowd 

We  now  come  to  a  pic- 
ture which   has   not  often 
been     surpassed     in     the 
realms     of     weird     fancy. 
J.  J.  Grandville,  a  French 
artist    of    much     imagina- 
tion, died  in  1847,  and  the 
striking  picture  on  the  next  page  is  the  last 
which   he  produced.     The  meaning  of  this 
strange  design  is  here  given  in  his  own  words : 


HOW  MANY  PEOPLE  ARE  THERE  HERE?, 
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"It  is  the  dream 

of     an     assassin 

overcome    by 

remorse.       He 

dreams  first  of  the 

act    itself,    which 

took   place    in   a 

lonely  forest,  near 

a  cross  which  in- 
dicated    that     a 

crime  had  already 

been    committed 

there.     By  one  of 

the     freaks    well 

known  in  dreams, 

the    victim,    who 

has  been  killed  in 

the  midst  of  trees, 

is  a  tree  as  well 

as  a  man  ;  while, 

in  the  next  stage, 

the  cross  has  be- 
come a  fountain 

dripping      blood, 

which   changes 

into    supplicating 

hands.     The  vase 

which  surmounts 

the  fountain  be- 
comes  a   judge's 

cap.      I'he  cross 

changes    to     the 

sword  of  justice, 
while  the  hands 
become  the  hands 
of  the  law  sufH 
porting  the  scales 
of  justice,  one  of 
which,  by  an  awful 
effect  of  night- 
mare, is  an  enor- 
mous eye  from 
which  he  cannot 
escape,  although 
he  mounts  on 
horseback.  He 
leaves  the  horse 
and  climbs  a  lofty 
column ;  it  breaks 
and  lets  him  fall 
into  the  sea,  pur- 
sued still  by  the 
awful  eye, 
which       now 

belongs  to  a  gigantic  fish,  which  seizes 
him  with  teeth  of  steel.  At  this  moment, 
at  the  height  of  his  horror,  he  sees  before 
him  a  shining  cross  —  the  sign  of  re- 
demption.    He   strives  to  reach  it,   but  he 


A    DREAM  OF   CRIME    AND    PUNISHMENT. 


cannot— he  cannot — and  in  the  agony  of  his 
effort  he  awakes." 

It  is  not  generally  known  who  or  what  was 
the  origin  of  Sam  Weller.  Mr.  Samuel  Vale, 
the  comic  actor  of  the|^§^j3^y/]^^§^tm  jv^o 
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IS  depicted  in  the 
accompanying  print, 
introduced  peculiarly 
novel  comparisons 
into  his  parts  and  in 
his  daily  talk  with  his 
companions  and 
familiar  associates. 
The  odd  whimsicality 
of  their  nature  is  best 
understood  on  refer- 
ence to  the  following 
examples : — 

**  I  am  down  upon 
you,"  as  the  extinguisher 
said  to  the  rushlight. 

"  Let  everyone  take 
care  of  themselves,"  as 
the  jackass  said  when 
he  danced  among  the 
chickens. 

**Come  on,"  as  the 
man  said  to  the  tight  boot. 

**  I  am  turned  soger," 
as  the  lobster  said  when 
he  popped  his  head  out 
of  tne  boiler. 

"Where  shall  we  fly?" 
as  the  bullet  said  to  the 
trigger. 

''  When  a  man  is  afraid 
to  show  the  front  of  his 
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face,  let  him  turn  rcund  and  show  the  back  of  it,"  as 
the  turnstile  said  to  '.he  weathercock. 

**  Off  with  a  whisk,"  as  the  butcher  said  to  the  flies. 

**  I  am  all  over  a  perspiration,"  as  the  mutton-chop 
said  to  the  gridiron. 


From  1830  to  1836 
this  style  became 
popular  among  the 
audiences  enjoying 
performances  such  as 
the  Surrey.  Then  we 
find  "Pickwick" 
bounding  into  life. 
Sam  Vale  becomes 
Sam  Valer,  and  ulti- 
mately emerges  from 
the  inn -yard  in  his 
new  suit  of  clothes, 
the  poet-novelist*s 
creation,  a  full  Sam 
Weller,  who  wonders 
if  he  is  meant  for 
"a  footman  or  a 
groom,  a  gamekeeper 
or  a  seedsman." 

Our  next  curious 
picture,  which  is  re- 
produced from  an  old 
French  print  of  about 
1820,  well  illustrates 
the  ancient  saying 
that  "there  is 
nothing  new  under 
the  sun."  It  shows 
that  switchbacks  and  toboggans,  then  known 
as  Promenades  A^riennes,  are  not,  as  it  is 
generally  supposed,  a  modern  invention,  but 
merely  a  revival. 
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A  CORRECT  VIEW  OF  THE   NEW   MACHINE   FOR   WINDING 
UP  THE  LADIES-1820. 


The  next  two  pictures  which  catch  our 
eye  both  illustrate  the  same  saying  per- 
haps even  more  remarkably.  The  agitation 
against  tight-lacing  is  no  new  thing.  The 
accompanying  print,  which  represents  "a 
machine    for    winding   up   the   ladies,"   was 
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ratus  which 
can  achieve 
such  a 
miracle. 

The  pic- 
ture below 
it  shows,  in 
a  way  no 
less  remark- 
able, that  our  "  new  women  " 
are  merely  fresh  versions  of 
the  old — indeed,  in  this  in- 
stance, in  a  much  milder  form. 
Where  we  criticise  our  lady 
folk  for  inhaling  the  fumes  of 
a  scented  cigarette, 
our  forefathers  had, 
apparently,  reason  to 
complain  of  a  church- 
warden pipe  and 
a  glass  of  strong 
waters  I 

"Frederick  the 
Great,  King  of 
Prussia,"  comes  upon 
us  in  a  form  which 
we  are  slow  to 
recognise.  It  is  not 
until  we  hold  the 
page  level  with  the 
eye,  so  as  to  fore- 
shorten the  figure  as 
much  as  possible, 
that  His  Majesty 
appears  before  us  in 
his  form  and  habit  as 
he  lived.  We  have 
more  than  once  pub- 
lished examples  of 
writing  in  which  the 
elongated  letters  are 
intended  to  be  read  in 
this  manner ;  but  a 
picture  is  a  different 
matter,  and  this  is 
one  of  the  most  in- 
genious   of    its    kind 


produced  by  some  satirist 
nearly  a  century  ago — 
alas,  without  result !  In- 
deed, the  only  impression 
produced  upon  our  fair 
readers  will  probably  be 
merely  one  of  envy  of  the 
figure  of  the  lady  who  is 
being  operated  upon,  and 
an  ardent  desire  to  possess 
an     appa- 
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FREDERICK 
THE    GREAT, 

ever  produqi^ebd  by  VjUL^ussia! 
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After  the  closing 
of  the  Great  Exhi- 
bition of  1 85 1  in 
Hyde  Park  there  was 
considerable  discus- 
sion as  to  the  best 
method  of  utilizing 
the  huge  glass 
structure  in  which  it 
had  been  held.  As 
everybody  knows,  it 
was  eventually  re- 
moved to  Sydenham, 
and  now  forms  the 
Crystal  Palace. 
The  accompanying 
print  is  one  of  the 
rejected  proposals. 
It  was  a  design  by 
C.  Burton,  an 
architect,  *for  con- 
verting the  building 
into  a  tower  a  thou 
sand  feet  high.  It 
was  proposed  to 
have  four  rooms 
ascending  and  de- 
scending continually 
by  means  of  a  ver- 
ticar  railway,  moved 
by  steam  power ;  an 
enormous  clock, 
upwards  of  forty- 
four  feet  in 
diameter,  with  figures 

ten  feet  long  and  minute-hand  twenty-two 
feet ;  the  base  of  the  building  to  be  used  as 
a  conservatory  ;  the  summit,  seventy  feet  in 
diameter,  for  astronomical  purposes  ;  and  the 


WHAT    THE    CRYSTAL    PALACE    MIGHT    HAVE 
LOOKED    LIKE. 


intermediate  sec- 
tions to  be  converted 
into  use  for  scientiSc 
collections. 

A  romantic  and 
mysterious  .story  is 
attached  to  the 
curious  drawing 
which  corner  next. 
It  forms  part  of  a 
set  of  twelve,  which 
were  drawn  in  lime- 
white  on  :i  wall 
between  T  ii  r  n  h  a  m 
Green  and  Brenifortl 
some  time  dunng 
the  last  century 
by  an  unknown 
artist,  who  always 
worked  at  ni^^ht  and 
who  was  never 
discovered.  The 
whole  series  were 
copied  in  lithography 
by  F.  C.  Liardet, 
and  are  now  in  the 
British  Museum. 
Whether  they  were 
the  result  of  a 
mere  freak,  or 
whether  they  con- 
cealed some  mystery 
worthy  of  the  genius 
of  a  Sherlock 
Holmes  to  unravel, 
can  never  now  be  known  —  unless  the 
ingenuity  of  some  of  our  readers  can  propose 
a  probable  solution. 

We  come  now  upon  a  couple  of  excellent 
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TWO    OPTICAL    ILLUSIONS. 


illusions.  Look  first  at  this  charming  picture 
of  two  happy  children  playing  with  a  puppy, 
the  reproduction  of  a  design  by  an  able 
Italian  artist,  M.  Gallieni,  who  painted  it  to 
represent  two  entirely  different  subjects  in 
one.  If  you  look  at  the  picture  from  a 
distance   of 

a     yard     or  ~ 

two  in  a 
rather  dim 
light  it  will 
assume  a 
second  and  en- 
tirely different 
appearance  — 
that  of  a 
hideous  skull 
— as  displeas- 
ing to  the 
eye  as  the 
first  aspect 
was  agree- 
able. 

Turn  now  to 
the  right-hand 
picture.  If 
you  will  look 
at  this  face, 
just  below  the 
eyebrows,  for 
a  few  seconds, 
you    will    find 

Vol.  XXXV.— 58. 


HOW  MANY  CHILDREN  ARE  THERE  HERE? 


its  eyes  opening  and   staring  at  you   sadly 
in  return ! 

How  many  children  are  there  depicted  in 
the  print  below  ?  At  first  sight,  three.  But 
three  are  not  half  enough.  We  will  say  no 
more  than  that,  by  way  of  hint  to  the  reader, 

who  will  no 
doubt  like  to 
exercise  his 
ingenuity  with- 
out  further 
assistance. 

Then  we 
have  another 
ingenious  old 
puzzle,  "  The 
Labyrinth  of 
London," 
which  doubt- 
less gave  our 
forefathers 
great  delight. 
It  was  sug- 
gested by  the 
numerous 
obstacles  pre- 
sented to 
the  route  of 
^he  equestrian 
through  the 
Metropolis  by 
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THE  LABYRINTH  OF  LONDON. 


the  roads,  water-pipes,  gas-pipes,  etc.  The 
traveller  is  supposed  to  enter  by  the 
Waterloo  Road,  and  his  object  is  to  reach 
St.  Paul's  Cathedral  without  passing  any  of 
the  barriers  which  are  placed  across  those 
streets  supposed  to  be  under  repair.  The 
puzzle  is  interesting,  and  by  no  means 
so  difficult  as  may  be  supposed  at  first 
sight. 

Ingenuity  of  a 
different  sort  is 
displayed  in  the 
highest  degree, 
however  eccen- 
tric and  mis- 
placed, in  the 
"  cat  -  piano  " 
next  depicted. 
1  he  keys  press 
the  cats'  tails, 
each  of  which  is 
trained  to  mew 
a  certain  note. 
To  say  that 
they  may  be 
expected  to  play 
•e      ^*Cats' 


Quadrilles  "  is  perhaps  rather  too  obvious  a 
joke. 

Curiously  enough,  our  next  subject  also 
concerns  a  piano— indeed,  it  is  called  "  The 
Piano  Trick."  In  this  trick,  which  had  an 
enormous  success  when  performed  by  the 
troupe  of  Hanlon-Lees,  the  performer  seats 
himself  at  a  piano  and   appears   to  play  a 


A   PIANO  OF  CATS. 
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(fig.   1.) 


THE  PIANO  TRICK. 


(fig.    2.) 


rattling  waltz  upon 
it,  which,  however, 
is  really  played  on 
another  piano  be- 
hind the  scenes. 
Suddenly  he 
springs  from  his 
seat  and  takes  a 
dive  into  the  upper 
panel  of  the  piano, 
and  immediately 
his  head  and  hands 
burst  through  the 
lower  panel,  to  the 
astonishment  and 
amusement  of  the 
startled  spectators 
(Fig.  i).  The  ex- 
planation is  shown 
in  Fig.  2.  The 
piano  is  hollow, 
and  the  panels  are 
made  of  thin  india- 
rubber,  with  per- 
forations which  are 
invisible  when  un- 
touched.   The  per- 
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former,  when  he 
has  grimaced  and 
wrung  his  hands  in 
despair  sufficiently 
long,  draws  down 
his  legs  and  lets 
them  fall  through 
the  opening  at  the 
back  of  the  piano, 
so  that  he  stands 
on  the  ground.  He 
then  withdraws  his 
head  and  arms, 
and  appears  to  the 
spectators  to  have 
disappeared  inside 
the  instrument. 

Our  last  selec- 
tion is  a  kind  of 
pictorial  pun  drawn 
by  George  Cruik- 
shank  in  a  young 
lady*s  album  :  "A 
Long  Time  a- 
making  a  Draw- 
ing." Do  you  see 
the  point  ? 

Gc 


ioogle 


WAS  six  weeks  down  with 
fever  in  hospital  at  Honolulu, 
and  I  came  out  a  broken 
man.  They  said  at  the  agent's 
that  there  was  no  work  going 
in  the  port,  but  a  bar-tender 
told  me  of  a  billet  on  the  islands,  so  I  sent  a 
wire  out  of  my  last  few  dollars  and  waited 
with  what  patience  I  could  for  the  answer. 
It  was  a  goodish  spell  before  it  came,  for  a 
long  message  from  across  the  sea-beds  broke  ' 
suddenly  **  click  !  click  ! "  into  the  office  ; 
one  of  history's  big  deals  in  human  life, 
some  ten  thousand  souls  wiped  out  by  a 
tidal-wave;  so  my  little  concerns  had  to 
stand  aside  and  let  the  death-news  flash 
across  the  world.  At  last  the  old  chilly 
reply  came,  "  Filled  up,"  and,  sick  at  heart,  I 
stumbled  blindly  out  of  the  office,  and  on  the 
doorstep  walked  into  James  Calder,  a  man  I 
had  not  seen  for  ten  years. 

"  Sorry,"  I  muttered,  for  I  did  not  recog- 
nise him  at  first,  but  he  caught  me  by  the 
coat. 

"  It's  a  precious  wee  world,  Gregory  ! "  he 
said.  "  Why,  I  thought  you  were  in  the  Rio 
London  ! " 

"  So  I  was,"  I  replied.  "  Turned  it  up  for 
gun-running,  but  there  wasn't  a  cent  in  the 
game,  so  when  the  brass  was  gone  I  came 
away  East.  Got  the  push  at  Hong-Kong 
and  I've  only  just  left  hospital  here.  How's 
yourself?  I'd  heard  you  were  in  the  West 
India  way." 

"  Just  so,"  said  Calder,  "  but  I  dropped 
into  a  bit  last  year,  and  I  am  on  my  own 
now.  My  word,  I'm  sorry  for  you,  old  man  ; 
you  look  like  a  corpse.     Funds  bad  ?  " 

"  Well,"  I  answered,  **  you  could  push  all 
I  have  across  a  bar  and  go  out  fairly  sober 
There's  nothing  going  here,  either.  Filled 
up.  Don't  suppose  you  could  offer  me  any- 
thing, could  you  ?     I'm  not  proud." 

"  We  can't  discuss  matters  here,  anyvray," 


said  Calder. .  "  Come  over  and  have  a  bit  of 
food  with  me  and  I'll  tell  you." 

And  so,  after  dinner,  as  we  sat  on  the 
hotel  veranda,  he  told  me. 

"About  twenty  years  ago,  in  one  of  the 
out  -  of-  the  -  way  groups  —  call  it  Salvation 
Island,  if  you  like  —  they  had  a  sort  of 
mascot,  a  graven  image,  such  as  are  common 
over  the  South  Seas.  The  fame  of  this  Aitu 
was  big,  and  some  local  fortune-teller  had 
given  out  that  if  ever  it  was  lost  or  stolen 
things  would  be  .  uncomfortable  for  the 
islands,  the  King,  and  the  thief,  too. 

"  This  tale  got  round  somehow  to  old 
Spencer  Ayres,  one  of  the  Pacific  trading 
toughs.  He  didn't  care  a  clam-shell  for  the 
curse;  his  bill  was  long  enough,  anyway, 
and  he  promptly  stole  the  thing,  meaning  to 
blackmail  the  King  for  its  return. 

"  However,  it  seems  the  fortune-teller 
wasn't  talking  through  his  hat,  for  Spencer 
and  his  ship,  the  Manahiki^  went  down 
during  a  squall,  just  under  the  lea  of  Salva- 
tion Island,  and  only  two  of  the  Kanakas  they 
had  aboard  succeeded  in  getting  on  shore, 
where  a  trader  found  them,  very  small  in  the 
waist,  a  fortnight  later. 

"  Sure  enough,  too,  the  luck  of  the  island 
seems  to  have  gone  off  in  the  Aitu's  luggage. 
First  the  King  died,  then  the  copra  failed, 
after  which  the  *  trades '  strewed  the  beaches 
with  wrecked  fishing  boats  ;  and  this  kind  of 
thing  continued  in  a  most  distressing  fashion. 

**  At  last,  after  two  years  of  misfortune,  the 
then  King  and  his  council  determined  to  fish 
up  the  mascot  if  they  could,  and  to  bring 
him  back  in  state ;  so,  having  obtained 
information  as  to  the  wreck  from  the 
survivors,  off  they  went. 

"  They  found  the  wreck  right  enough,  for 
the  Manahiki  had  gone  down  gently,  and  lay 
on  an  even  keel,  in  about  eight  or  nine 
fathoms  of  water 

"The  image    ha.d.^.been^t^^[,^  the 
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forward-house  abaft  of  the  foremast,  and  there 
a  diver  caught  sight  of  him  through  the  open 
door  smiling  as  if  he  liked  his  quarters.  But 
when  the  man  went  down  the  second  time 
with  a  bight  of  rope  to  put  round  the  mascot 
they  saw  him  suddenly  jump  backwards  out  of 
the  house  with  grey,  unearthly  hands  reaching 
after  him  through  the  door,  which  hands 
caught  him  by  the  throat  so  that  he  fell  in  a 
heap,  and  when  at  last  they  got  him  up  he 
was  dead— stone  dead — but  without  a  mark 
on  him. 

"  Then  the  chief  pulled  a  steady  face  and 
said  it  was  an  accident,  and  called  for  volun- 
teers to  go  down  at  so  much  a  shot,  raising 
the  price  till  at  last  a  second  man,  with  a  line 
about  him  so  that  they  could  fetch  him  up 
quick  in  case  of  trouble,  went  down. 

"  His  mates  saw  him  disappear  through 
the  door,  then  almost  at  once  the  signal  rope 
jerked  frantically,  and  it  took  eight  strong 
men  with  creaking  backs  to  lift  the  poor 
devil  out  of  the  house ;  and  no  wonder,  for 
they  could  see  huge  grey  hands  holding  him 
crumpled  up  like  a  rag  doll.  Then  of  a 
sudden  the  grip  relaxed,  the  haulers  fell  in  a 
heap,  and  the  body  of  the  man  shot  up  from 
the  water  and  then  lay  very  still  with  swollen 
white  eyes. 

"  The  look  of  him  was  good  enough  for 
the  natives.  There  was  no  getting  them  to 
hang  about  the  place  ;  they  swore  that  all 
the  bottom  of  the  sea,  about  the  wreck,  was 
creeping  with  unholy  things,  and  before  many 
minutes  the  schooner  under  all  sail  was 
nipping  out  of  the  lagoon. 

"But  the  luck  of  the  islands  has  been  so 
wickedly  bad  that  the  chief  is  ready  to  give 
top  prices  for  the  mascot,  if  he  can  only 
get  the  thing  back.  And  that,"  concluded 
Calder,  bringing  his  fist  down  on  the  table, 
"  is  how  matters  stand  now,  and  Tm  going 
to  have  a  shy  at  salvaging  that  jim-jam.  Fve 
got  a  tidy  lot  of  Kanakas,  but  at  this  sort  of 
game  there's  not  a  dollar's  worth  of  sand 
among  the  lot,  and  I  want  a  man  like  you 
to  stiffen  them  up.  So  if  you  like  you  can 
come  on  to-night.  The  screw  will  be  all  right, 
the  food  is  all  right,  and  we'll  arrange  a  good 
commission  for  you  if  we  pull  the  thing  off." 

It  seemed  a  weird  sort  of  story,  but  I  had 
heard  odd  tales  enough  round  that  depart- 
ment of  the  sea,  and  it  seemed  to  me 
somehow  that  there  was  money  in  the  business. 
Besides,  a  berth  was  a  berth,  after  all,  and  I 
guessed  Calder  did  not  go  butterfly  hunting 
in  the  way  of  trade.  So  we  settled  the  deal 
between  two  cocktails  and  I  went  aboard 
right  away. 


The  Tongarewa  was  a  dainty,  hundred-ton 
of  teak  that  you  could  sail  with  a  handker- 
chief. She  had  been  built  for  the  copra  and 
fruit  trade,  and  carried,  beside  us  two  whites, 
eight  Kanakas,  who  pigged  in  the  forecastle, 
where  there  was  a  gaudy  print  of  Kamnieham- 
mehah  V.  and  a  dirty  looking-glass  for  them 
to  grin  into.  One  of  the  Kanakas  was  a 
dime  wonder,  even  for  a  South  Sea  Islander, 
a  huge  twenty-five-stone  giant  called  Kaman, 
and  one  of  the  two  survivors  of  the  Manahiki, 
Calder  had  run  him  down  in  Sydney  and 
brought  him  along  to  show  us  round  the 
wreck. 

There  was  no  moss  on  Calder  when  he 
took  on  a  job,  and  in  three  days  we  cast  off 
at  nightfall  from  under  the  shadow  of  the 
Devil's  Punch  Bowl,  dodged  through  the 
channels  and  the  drift  of  shipping,  and  stood 
out  to  sea. 

We  had  a  quiet  time  the  next  fortnight. 
The  big,  kind  Pacific  was  asleep ;  but  all  of 
a  sudden  the  "  trade "  sprang  upon  us  with 
a  roar.  The  waters  were  astir  from  the 
Farallows  to  Fiji,  and  we  staggered  with 
whining  tackle  and  storm  sails  set  hard  as 
clenched  teeth,  till  one  evening  we  made  our 
landfall  between  two  grey  rags  of  rain,  and 
ran  across  the  combers  to  the  clever  handling 
of  Kaman  into  the  stillness  of  the  lagoon 
beyond. 

About  midnight  the  sky  cleared.  Sea  and 
island  lay  black  and  white,  like  a  photo-slide, 
under  the  big  Tropic  moon.  It  was  my 
watch,  and  I  walked  up  and  down  the  deck 
listening  to  the  cannonade  on  the  reef  out- 
side, where  the  water  spurted  up  into  foun- 
tains of  white  fire.  The  moon  yellowed  and 
swung-  down  the  west  like  a  huge  Chinese 
lantern;  the  dawn  star  ran  up  and  spilled  fire 
in  the  green  of  the  east.  Then,  hand  over 
fist,  up  came  the  dawn  clear  as  polished 
brass,  and  Salvation  Island'  stood  before  us. 
It  lay  against  the  south,  long  and  saddle- 
backed,  tufted  with  small  scrub  palm  and 
wreathed  with  wheeling  sea-fowl,  but  there 
were  no  natives  about,  the  place  was  too 
barren. 

The  northern  coast  off  which  we  were 
lying  ran  forward  in  a  number  of  bays,  and 
across  these  was  strung  reef  upon  reef,  the 
outward  ones  a  dancing  ground  for  the  tall 
combers  that  volleyed  up  into  thunder  and 
smoke,  so  that  the  ear  was  filled  with  their 
noise.  The  very  place  to  pile  a  schooner, 
I  thought,  looking  on  the  maze  of  roaring 
ledges  among  the  idle  lagoons. 

By  this  time  most  of  us  were  on  deck 
prospecting  the  island.^.^.Kanj^N^^gj^g 
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the  place  on  his  great  copper  fingers,  and 
Calder  listened,  while  the  other  Kanakas 
stood  round  gaping  and  showing  the  whites 
of  their  eyes. 

By  and  by  we  got  under  way,  with  Kaman 
at  the  wheel.  The  set  of  the  currents  was 
strong,  but  the  schooner  crept  with  quiet 
shadows  over  the  lagoon,  till  Kaman  suddenly 
gave  a  shout,  the  kedge  splashed  into  ten 
fathoms  of  water,  and  the  Tongarewa  hove 
to,  slowly  circling  by  the  head. 

I  must  say  the  thing  did  Kaman  credit, 
because  there,  right  under  the  bows,  like  a 
solid  shadow,  lay  the  poor  old  Manahikty 
about  twenty  fathoms  away.  She  had  only  a 
small  list  to  starboard,  so  that  the  decks  lay 
fair  and  even  below,  and  the  two  stumps  of 
the  masts,  studded  with  barnacle,  rose  like 
the  piles  of  a  bridge,  within  a  yard  of  the 
surface.  Though  the  weeds  and  the  shells 
had  burred  her  into  a  thing  of  the  sea,  you 
could  still  see  in  that  wonderful  clear  water 
the  white  Tropic  paint  grey  among  the  raffle. 
Abaft  the  foremast  was  a  little  forward-house, 
and  it  was  here,  according  to  Kaman,  that 
the  Aitu  was  berthed.  The  door  stood 
conveniently  open ;  you  couldn't  complain 
as  far  as  that  went,  and  it  seemed  a  soft 
thing  to  go  and  call  on  the  old  man ;  but  I 
suppose  it  was  due  to  the  tales  we  had  heard, 
for  sure  it  is  that,  as  we  looked  over  into  the 
green  depths  below,  an  unholy  sickness  came 
over  us.  Hideous,  clammy  shapes  seemed  to 
crawl  among  the  waving  tangle  of  weeds, 
slipping  into  open  hatchways,  and  coiling 
like  knots  of  water  in  the  shadow  below. 

I  don't  mind  saying  now  that  the  meat  on 
me  was  crawling  about  my  bones,  and  I  guess 
the  others  felt  the  same.  So  there  we  stood 
staring  blankly,  with  the  roar  of  the  reefs 
drumming  in  our  ears,  and  now  and  again, 
in  between,  you  could  catch  the  ghostly 
chuckling  of  the  lagoon  about  our  ship's  side. 

**  Say,  old  pal,"  whispered  Calder  to  me 
at  last,  wiping  out  the  inside  of  his  cap,  with 
a  sickly  face,  "we  must  set  the  blacks  to 
work  at  once — there's  a  blooming  spell  or 
something  about  the  place." 

We  had  to  boot  some  of  the  niggers,  but 
they  picked  themselves  together  at  last.  The 
first  thing  was  to  chart  the  wreck  carefully 
and  make  out  the  set  of  the  currents,  which 
was  a  puzzle,  but  we  got  hold  of  the  right 
end  at  last.  Then,  by  a  warp,  we  slung  the 
boat  squarely  over  the  forward-house,  about 
twenty  yards  from  the  Tongarewa,  All  this 
took  some  working  and  it  was  noon  before 
we  were  well  fixed  up.  Calder,  myself,  and 
seven  Kanakas  were  in  the  boat.     The  light 


flickered  up  the  sides  of  the  ship  and  the 
sun  was  as  warm  as  a  clear  fire,  but  we  felt 
deadly  cold  about  the  belt ;  I  couldn't  tell 
you  why. 

"  Kaman  looks  scared,  and  that's  a  fact," 
I  whispered  to  Calder,  for  the  big  Kanaka, 
his  face  grey,  was  crouching  in  the  bows, 
nervously  licking  his  thick  lips. 

"  Here  you,  Kaman  ! "  said  Calder,  though 
his  own  voice  was  none  too  big ;  "  you  ready, 
what's  up?" 

"  Me  catch  fear,"  said  Kaman,  slowly 
rolling  his  eyes.     "No  go  down." 

Calder  whipped  out  a  bag  and  emptied  it 
before  the  Kanaka  and  counted  out  seventy- 
eight  Yankee  and  twenty-two  Chilian  dollars. 

"  See  here,  Kaman,"  he  said,  "  fifty  dollars 
if  you  can  tell  us  exactly  how  the  Aitu  is 
placed ;  a  hundred  if  you  get  a  rope  fixed 
about  it  Now  don't  sit  there  shivering  and 
let  your  pluck  freeze,  you  blubber-lipped 
baboon." 

"  You  talk  fine,  boss  1 "  answered  the 
Kanaka.     "  S'pose  Aitu  make  me  dead  ?  " 

For  answer  Calder  slammed  another  canvas 
bag  on  deck. 

"S'pose,  you  fish-eyed  fool,"  he  said,  "I 
say  another  fifty  dollars.  See  here,  down  on 
the  nail.     Not  one  piece  more,  savvey  ?  " 

The  Kanaka  did  not  move. 

"All  right,"  shouted  Calder ;  "go  to  blazes 
then.  You  don't  get  one  piece  more,"  and 
he  scooped  up  the  money. 

"  Stop,"  said  Kaman,  with  a  jump ;  "  all 
right,  boss,  1  go." 

He  threw  off  his  loin-cloth,  fastened  a 
heavy  knife  by  a  leather  slip  to  his  wrist, 
settled  a  line  round  his  armpits  in  case  of 
accident,  and  swung  the  guide-rope,  with  its 
great  stone  weight,  plumb  over  the  forward- 
house,  then  flashed  over  the  side.  We  saw 
him  alight  with  a  bound  before  the  door  and 
peer  into  the  inside  of  the  cabin,  steadying 
himself  on  the  slimy  foothold  of  the  weeds, 
then  quickly  he  passed  through. 

The  line    ran    between   our    fingers    and 

stopped.     Then  suddenly  we  felt  it  alive  in 

our  hands,  and  Kaman  sprang  backward  out 

of  the  door,  stabbing  at  some  unseen  enemy. 

Then  hands  grey  and  shapeless  laid  hold  of 

him,  and  at  the  touch  he  leaped  frantically 

towards  the  surface,  then  crumpled  up  like  a 

broken   toy.     But  by  this  time  we  had  our 

backs  into  the  rope,  and  he  came  at  a  leap. 

Down  below,  in  the  ghastly  coil   of  water, 

strange    things   were    moving,   and    wicked 

bubblings  broke  about  Kaman  as  we  hauled 

him  aboard ;  then  all  was  quiet  again.     We 

laid  the  big  brown  body  on  the  warm  planks 
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of  the  boat,  got  the  water  out  of  him  by 
the  Royal  Humane  Society  method,  poured 
a  dram  down  his  throat,  and  after  a  bit  he 
came  round ;  but  he  couldn't  speak. 

Calder  and  four  of  the  Kanakas  went  aboard 
the  ship  with  him ;  I  stopped  behind  in 
the  boat  with  two  cowering  Kanakas.  The 
sea  and  the  wreck  seemed  absolutely  quiet, 
and  yet  down  below  there  in  that  cabin  some 
devilish  mystery  was  packed.  I  thought  the 
thing  over  carefully  in  a  pipe  of  tobacco  and 
my  mind  was  made  up.  Presently  Calder 
called  me  aboard. 

"  Now,  Gregory,"  he  said,  **  put  a  name  to 


this,  if  you  can.  Kaman's  come  round,  but 
there's  no  mistake  he  made  the  landfall  of 
Kingdom  Come.  I  can't  make  out  what  he 
saw,  but  there's  a  whole  crowd  of  them  down 
below.  They  work  the  show  between  them, 
and  their  touch  is  pretty  near  as  good  as 
death.  There  isn't  a  man  will  go  down  again, 
and  I  don't  see  my  way  to  blame  them.  I 
wouldn't  go  myself.  Call  me  a  fool,  if  you 
like,  for  I  shall  drop  a  couple  of  thousand 
dollars  over  this  job,  but  I've  a  wife  and 
family,  and  I  can't  take  any  chances.  The 
thing,  whatever  it  is,  is  a  holy  terror." 

"  I  don't  know  but  what  I'm  not  a  bigger 
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fool,"  I  said.  "Anyway,  I  haven't  got  a 
family  nor  a  wife,  and  Tm  going  to  see  this 
thing  through,  one  way  or  another.  I  reckon 
that  blooming  jim-jam  is  keeping  a  sort  of 
irregular  establishment  down  there,  and  Tm 
going  to  find  out  a  bit  about  it,  if  I  have  to 
blow  the  bounder  out  of  the  sea.  It's  no 
good  your  shaking  your  head,  Calder ;  Tm 
dead  on  this  job,  so  just  you  fetch  the  diving- 
suit  up  and  put  it  through  while  I  interview 
Kaman." 

The  Kanaka  was  lying  back  in  his  bunk  as 
yellow  as  a  stale  egg,  and  so  dazed  that  it 
took  me  half  an  hour  to  get  this  much  out  of 
him. 

Looking  in  at  the  door,  he  had  seen  the 
Aitu  leaning  forward  from  the  farther  wall 
with  a  slip  of  rusty  chain  round  him  to  keep 
him  on  his  feet.  The  cabin  was  amazingly 
dark,  except  flush  in  front  of  the  door,  and  it  • 
seemed  to  him  as  if  the  shadows  were  too 
substantial,  still  he  couldn't  see  much  amiss. 
Anyhow,  he  was  just  going  to  slip  a  rope  over 
the  Aitu's  head,  when  the  shadows  became 
alive,  scores  of  angry  eyes  flashed  out  on  him, 
something  slipped  forward,  huge,  horrible 
hands  flapped  about,  laying  hold  of  his  arm, 
and  at  the  touch  his  senses  slipped  from 
him  like  water.  He  didn't  remember  any- 
thing more  till  he  came  to  himself  aboard 
the  boat. 

I  found  Calder  fumbling  with  the  diving- 
dress. 

"  You're  never  going  ?  "  he  muttered. 

"  You  bet ! "  I  said.  "  I  mean  to  hustle 
the  blackguard  and  teach  him  manners." 

"  You  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  of," 
said  he,  in  my  ear.  "  My  God,  I  was  looking 
over  at  the  forward-house  and  I  saw  those 
awful  hands  come  groping  out  of  the  door. 
He's  at  home,  and  don't  you  make  any 
mistake." 

"You  might  have  kept  that  chip  to  your- 
self a  bit  longer,  partner,"  I  answered.  "  But 
I'm  not  going  to  be  bullied.  Someone,  me 
or  him,  is  asking  for  trouble,  that's  a  bet." 

"You'll  remember  you  are  doing  this  on 
your  own  ?     I  won't  be  responsible." 

"  Just  so,"  I  answered.  "  I  know  all  about 
that,  but  I  hope  to  pull  through,  and  if  I 
don't  I  guess  I  sha'n't  have  a  chance  to  Come 
and  prosecute  you." 

It  took  some  time  to  get  that  diving-suit  to 
go,  but  about  four  in  the  afternoon  it  was 
ready,  and  I  was  sitting  in  the  boat  with  my 
helmet  on  my  knees.  I  own  I  took  a  last 
look  round  before  they  screwed  me  in.  It 
was  a  glorious  sight.     The  sky  was  without 

*law,  the  blue  walls  of  the  sea  crumbled 


into  silver  dust  on  the  edge  of  the  lagoon, 
and  about  the  folds  of  the  clifls  the  sea  birds 
hung  like  coils  of  smoke  with  shrill  gusts  of 
sound.  I  tool'  my  All  and  felt  a  kind  of  fear 
settling  on  me,  so  I  just  shook  hands  with 
Calder,  they  screwed  the  helmet  on  me,  made 
all  tight,  the  pumps  began  to  pant  in  my 
ears,  and,  with  a  heavy  gaff  in  my  hand,  I 
went  over  the  side.  The  water  closed  above 
my  head  with  a  roar ;  as  I  slid  down  the 
guide-rope  there  was  a  thick  silence  through 
which  the  air-tubes  sobbed  and  whispered, 
and  then  in  a  moment  I  felt  beneath  me  the 
soft,  thick  weeds  of  the  deck. 

Presently  I  dimly  made  out  the  long 
sweep  of  the  bulwarks,  the  up>-driving  bulk 
of  the  foremast,  and  the  forward-house.  A 
crowd  of  small  fishes  fled  before  me  like  a 
flight  of  birds,  and  now  my  heart  swelled  up 
as  big  as  a  bucket,  and  the  blood  was  boiling 
in  my  ears  as  I  crept  closer  and  looked 
within.  By  this  time  my  sight  had  grown 
used  to  the  dimmering  light  of  the  sea,  and, 
lurching  forward  toward  the  doorway,  I  saw 
the  big  seven-foot  figure  of  the  Aitu  grinning 
and  ugly  as  they  make  them,  while  to  the 
right  and  left  lay  the  solid  shadows. 

I  had  a  bight  of  rope  with  a  running  knot 
ready,  and  with  the  gaff  I  hitched  it  over  the 
head  of  the  joss,  settled  it  about  his  middle, 
where  he  had  something  of  a  waist,  and 
drew  close,  putting  my  feet  against  the  door- 
posts for  a  leverage.  The  door  was  slimy, 
my  foo^  slipped,  and  I  was  jerked  inside  on 
my  face.  I  quickly  scrambled  up,  and  then 
my  flesh  crept  about  my  bones,  for  a  huge, 
dim  shape  crowded  out  the  light.  Fierce 
eyes  burned  in  circles  around  me,  and  grey, 
monstrous  hands  shot  out  and  just  missed 
their  hold  as  I  jumped  back  and  upwards  in 
my  fear.  For  a  moment,  quick  as  I  was, 
one  hideous  claw  laid  hold  of  my  bare  hand, 
and  I  felt  a  fearful  numbing  pain,  then 
the  green  about  me  burst  into  fire  which 
shrivelled  my  brain  like  a  flame. 

When  I  recovered  I  was  lying  on  my  back 
in  the  boat,  the  good  blue  sky  above  me  and 
the  warm  sunset  about  xaf  face. 

"  Have  you  got  him  ?  "  I  jerked  out  at  last. 

"  Lie  still,  mate,  and  don't  worry,"  said 
Calder,  white  to  the  ears.  "That  was  a 
touch  and  go." 

"  Never  mind  me,"  I  told  them  ;  "  I'm  all 
right.  Start  raising  the  joss.  He'll  come  as 
sweetly  as  a  cork.  There's  no  strength  in 
the  cabin  roof  if  you  have  to  pull  him  through 
it,  but  he's  heading  for  the  door  now." 

They  wouldn't  listen  to  me  at  first,  but  I 
persisted,  and  when  they  bore  on  the  rope 
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they  saw  right  away  the  head  of  the  Aitu 
shove  out  of  the  door,  and  there  he  stuck. 
So  we  warped  the  schooner  close,  rove  the 
rope  through  a  block  at  a  yard-arm,  and 
laid  on. 

Kaman  came  in  with  his  twenty- five  stone 
and  a  power  of  language,  and  I  guess  between 
us  we'd  have  lifted  the  Pacific.  The  rope 
tightened,  and  with  a  run  up  came  the  jim- 
jam,  his  streaming  face  all  agrin.  I  can  tell 
you  he  looked  pleased  at  the  welcome,  for 
the  cheer  we  gave  him  wiped  the  birds  off  the 
cliffs. 

Inside  of  ten  minutes  he  was  lying  snug  in 
the  fore-cabin  upon  a  pack  of  spare  canvas, 
smiling  with  a  face  like  a  winkle-barrow. 

"You  beauty!"  said  Calder,  shaking  his 

Vol.  XXXV.— 59. 


fist  at  him.  "I  could 
kick  your  bung  -  nose 
off.  I  guess  we'll  clear 
out  now,  Gregory ;  you 
can  tell  us  all  about  it 
afterwards." 

"Hold  on,  Calder," 
I  said ;  "  give  me  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 
Tve  a  bill  to  pay  before 
I  go." 

"  Don't  you  go  in  for 
any  blooming  foolish- 
ness now,"  he  answered. 
"  Aren't  you  satisfied  ? 
By  gum,  it  was  a  near 
thing  for  you  !  " 

But  I  went  below 
and  fetched  up  a  dyna- 
mite bomb,  such  as  the 
natives  use  when  they 
go  fishing.  The  schooner 
was  already  wearing 
away,  so  I  dropped 
into  the  dinghy  and 
cast  off.  It  was  getting 
dark,  but  I  mapped  out 
the  wreck  carefully  and 
located  the  forward- 
house.  Then,  without 
hurrying,  I  settled,^e 
bomb  in  a  flour -bag, 
lit  the  fuse,  screwed  all 
tight,  and,  with  a  line, 
slung  the  whole  neatly 
just  in  at  the  door 
below  and  sculled  off 
for  my  skin.  Those 
bombs  are  a  cheap  and 
nasty  quality  of  goods ; 
or  perhaps  I  misjudged 
the  time.  Anyway, 
before  I  was  clear,  the  sea  beneath  me  came 
up  with  a  gasp  into  a  stack  of  water  and  the 
boat  was  clean  filliped  into  the  air,  chucking 
me  like  a  biscuit  head  first  against  the  thwart, 
where  I  lay  half  stunned. 

Presently  I  heard  a  big  shout,  and  staggered 
up  dazed  and  bleeding.  The  sea  was  still 
creaming  and  slapping  against  the  sides  of 
the  boat,  where  all  manner  of  wreckage  jostled 
on  the  tumbling  water,  but  what  took  my 
eye  was  something  that  writhed  and  pitched 
among  the  raffle. 

It  was  a  huge,  hideous,  pearl  grey  thing, 
with  a  sack-like  body  full  three  yards  long, 
one  end  with  a  fierce,  fanged  mouth  beneath  a 
battery  of  glittering  eyes,  while  on  either  side 
of  the  trunk  stretched  strong  suckers  fitted 
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with  hand-shaped  feelers.  Calder  had  put 
out  from  the  ship  and  was  now  alongside. 

"  You  blamed  fool/'  he  said  ;  "  you  nearly 
hoisted  yourself  and  us  to  glory.  Are  you 
hurt  ? '' 

"  Not  much,"  I  answered.  "  So  that  thing 
was  a  surprise-packet,  was  it  ?  " 

"  Aee  ! "  broke  out  Kaman,  "  I  savvey  now. 
Big  sleep-fish.  He  touch  you,  you  go  sleep 
—  die.  Kill  fish  for  him  dinner  same 
way." 

"  By  Heaven,  he's  hit  it,"  said  Calder ;  "  I 
saw  a  nipper  of  the  same  class  two  years 
back.  He  could  shock  you  like  a  penny 
machine  at  a  fair.  We  shoved  him  in  a 
bucket,  and  he  didn't  half  make  you  skip  if 


to  stop  to  put  a  wreath  on  the  coffin,  anyway. 
Let's  clear  out  of  the  pool." 

We  weren't  idle  aboard,  and  within  ten 
minutes  the  Tongarewa  was  drawing  across 
the  lagoon  to  the  breaches  in  the  surf.  We 
had  to  handle  her  tenderly,  for  the  Pacific 
jumped  at  us  out  of  the  darkness  with  a 
volley  of  foam.  The  schooner  went  down  to 
the  catheads,  drew  up,  ducked  again,  and 
then  sprang  like  a  goat  into  the  open  sea. 

We  made  the  Society  Island  in  seventeen 
days  and  ran  into  the  roadstead  flagged. 
You  should  have  seen  how  they  put  in  the 
time  for  us  when  they  heard  what  we  had 
aboard.  They  say  it  was  the  biggest 
corroboree  ever  known  in  the  islands.     Any- 


"the  Monster  spun  round  and  round,  beat  the  water,  and  then  went  down." 


you  put  your  hand  in  the  water.  I've  heard 
they  can  knock  a  fish  silly  at  six  yards.  But 
this  brute  sha'n't  trouble  anyone  again,  any- 
way," and  he  whipped  out  his  revolver  and 
emptied  the  six  chambers  in  the  creature's 
head. 

The  monster  spun  round  and  round,  beat 
the  water,  and  then  went  down,  all  waving 
hands  and  frills,  for  everything  in  the  world 
just  like  a  drowning  woman.  It  made  you 
feel  sick. 

"By  Heaven!"  said  Calder,  "I  ain't  going 


way,  all  the  missionaries  had  to  scoot  I 
wonder  now  how  any  of  the  natives  survived, 
and  they  didn't  boggle  about  the  price  either. 
Calder  did  the  straight  thing  by  me — I 
always  said  he  was  the  right  sort— and  my 
share  came  to  a  good  two  thousand  dollars. 
Moreover,  the  chief,  as  soon  as  he  could 
speak,  handed  over  to  us  the  whole  of  the 
copra  trade  and  boycotted  outside  firms. 
That's  some  years  ago,  and  I'm  thinking  of 
retiring.  Yes,  it  has  been  a  soft  job  all  the 
time. 
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T 


HE  solution  to   "The  Forsaken  King" 
(No.   i)-is  as  follows: — 


WHITE. 

P  to  K  4th 
Q  to  Kt  4th 


3  Q  to  Kt  7th 

4  B  to  Kt  5th 

q  Mate  in  two  moves. 


I 

2 

3 
4 

If  3 
4 


BLACK. 

Any  move 

Any  move  except  on  KB 

file  (a) 
K  moves  to  royal  row 
Any  move 

K   other   than   to   royal 
Any  move  [row 


P  to  Q  4th 

Mate  in  two  moves. 

(a)  If  2  Any  move  on  K  B  file 


Q  to  Q  7th 
P  to  Q  Kt  3rd 
Mate  in  two  moves. 


K  moves  to  royal  row 
Any  move 


If  3  K   other   than   to   royal 
4  Any  move  [row 


4  PtoQ4th 

5  Mate  in  two  moves. 

Of  course,  by  "  royal  row  '*  is  meant  the 
row  on  which  .the  king  originally  stands 
at  the  beginning  of  a  game.  Though,  if 
Black  plays  badly,  he  may,  in  certain  posi- 
tions, be  mated  in  fewer  moves,  the  above 
provides  for  every  variation  he  can  possibly 
bring  about. 

The  diagram  will  make  clear  the  solution 
to  "  The  Amazons  "  (No.  2).     It  will  be  seen 


No.  2.— THE    AMAZONS. 
Eleven  squares  are  unatUcked 


that  only  three  queens  have  been  removed 
from  their  positions  on  the  edge  of  the  board, 
and  that,  as  a  conseqiience,  eleven  squares 
(indicated  by  the  black  dots)  are  left 
unattacked  by  any  queen.  I  may  remark 
that  eight  queens  cannot  be  placed  on  the 
chessboard  so  as  to  leave  more  than  eleven 
squares  unattacked.  It  is  true  that  we  have 
no  rigid  proof  of  this  yet,  but  I  have  entirely 
convinced  myself  of  the  truth  of  the  state- 
ment. 
The  diagram  of  "  The  Queens  and  Bishop 


No.  3.— QUEENS    AND    BISHOP. 
Every  square  b  either  occupied  or  attacked 

Puzzle  "  (No.  3)  is  also  self-explanatory.  The 
bishop  is  on  the  square  originally  occupied 
by  the  rook,  and  the  four  queens  are  so 
placed  that  every  square  is  either  occupied 
or  attacked  by  a  piece. 

"  The  Ancient  Chinese  Puzzle "  (No.  4) 
is  solved  in  this  way.  White's  three  moves 
are :  I  R  to  Q  6th,  2  K  to  R  7th,  3  R  (from 
R  6th)  to  B  6th,  checkmate.  Each  of 
White's  three  pieces  has  moved  once,  and 
once  onlv. 

"The  Four  Puzzles  in  One"  (No.  5)  are 
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solved  as  follows  :  (a)  Place  the  Black  king 
on  his  Q  R  square,  and  he  can  then  be 
checkmated  on  the  move  by  White  with  Q 
to  B  8th.  The  difficulty  to  the  solver  lies 
entirely  in  his  invariable  assumption  that  the 
White  king  must  necessarily  take  some  part 
in  the  business,  (b)  The  Black  king  is  stale- 
mated if  placed  on  his  K  R  8th.  (c)  He  is 
checkmated  if  placed  on  his  K  6th.  (d)  If 
you  place  the  Black  king  on  his  K  Kt  2nd  it 
is  impossible  to  group  the  three  White  pieces 
so  that  he  shall  be  in  checkmate  on  that 
square,  since  the  bishop  runs  on  black 
squares.  This  will,  of  course,  also  apply  to 
Black's  Q  Kt  7th.  If  the  bishop  ran  on  white 
squares  it  would  be  necessary  to  place  the 
Black  king  either  on  his  Q  Kt  2nd  or  his 
K  Kt  7th. 

Here  is  one  of  the  three  solutions  to  "  The 
Witches'  Dance  "  (No.  6)  :— 

Play  the  queens  in  the  following  order, 
where,  for  the  sake  of  simplicity,  all  the 
moves  are  reckoned  from  White's  side^  of 
the  board  :  Q  R  3rd  to  Q  R  sq,  K  R  6th  to 
K  R  3rd,  K  B  2nd  to  Q  2nd,  Q  R  sq  to 
K  B  6th,  K  R  3rd  to  Q  R  3rd,  Q  Kt  5th  to 
K  R  5th,  K  B  6th  to  K  B  sq,  Q  B  7th 
to  Q  Kt  6th,  Q  2nd  to  Q  7th,  K  4th  to 
Q  B  2nd,  K  B  sq  to  K  sq,  Q  Kt  6th  to  K  B 
6th,  K  Kt  8th  to  Q  Kt  8th.  No  queen  has 
ever  attacked  another, 
and  the  White  and 
Black  have  exchanged 
sides  of  the  board  in 
the  required  thirteen 
moves. 

The  diagram 
shows  how  in  "The 
Knights  Puzzle" 
(No.  7)  we  may  place 
twelve  knights  so 
that  every  square  of 
the  board  shall  be 
either  occupied  or 
attacked.  This  is  a 
solution  with  the 
fewest  possible 
knights. 

The  answer  to 
"The  Rookery" 
(No.  8)  involves  the 
little  point  that  in  the 
final  position  the  numbered  rooks  must  be  in 
numerical  order  in  the  direction  contrary  to 
that  in  which  they  appear  in  the  original 
diagram,  otherwise  it  cannot  be  solved.  Play 
the  rooks  in  the  following  order  of  their 
numbers.  As  there  is  never  more  than  one 
square  to  which  a  rook  can  move  (except  on 


No.  7.— THE    KNIGHTS    PUZZLE. 
Every  square  is  either  occupied  or  attacked. 


the  final  move)  the  notation  is  obvious — 
5>  6,  7,  5,  6,  4,  3,  6,  4,  7,  5,  4,  7,  3,  6,  7,  3, 
5»  4,  3»  f »  ^»  3>  4,  5»  6,  7,  i,  8,  2,  i,  and  rook 
takes  bishop,  checkmate.  These  are  the 
fewest  possible  moves — thirty  -  two.  The 
Black  king's  moves  are  all  forced  and  need 
not  be  given. 

In  the  case  of  "  Checkmate ! "  (No.  9), 
remove  the  White  pawn  from  B  6th  to  K  4th 
and  place  a  Black  pawn  on  Black's  K  B  2nd. 
Now,  White  plays  P  to  K  5th,  check,  and 
Black  must  play  P  to  B  4th.  Then  White 
plays  P  takes  P  en  passant^  checkmate.  This 
was  therefore  White's  last  move,  and  leaves  the . 
position  given.  It  is  the  only  possible  solution. 
In  order  to  get  a  position  in  which  White 
shall  have  the  option  of  "  Thirty- six  Mates  " 
(No.  10)  on  the  move,  place  the  remaining 
eight  White  pieces  thus  :  K  at  K  B  4th,  Q  at 
Q  Kt  6th,  R  at  Q  6th,  R  at  K  Kt  7th,  B  at 
Q  5th,  B  at  K  R  8th,  Kt  at  Q  R  5th,  and 
Kt  at  Q  B  5th.  The  following  mates  can 
then  be  given  : — 

By  discovery  from  Q  8 

By  discovery  from  R  at  Q  6lh  13 

By  discovery  from  B  at  R  8th  1 1 

Given  by  Kt  at  R  5th    2 

Given  by  pawns 2 

Total     36 

The  answer  to  "  Setting  the  Board  "  is  as 
follows.  The  White 
pawns  may  be 
arranged  in  40,320 
ways,  the  White 
rooks  in  2  ways,  the 
bishops  in  2  ways, 
and  the  knights  in 
2  ways.  Multiply 
these  numbers 
together  and  we  find 
that  the  White  pieces 
may  be  placed  in 
322,560  different 
ways.  The  Black 
pieces  may,  of  course, 
be  placed  in  the 
same  number  of 
ways.  Therefore, 
the  men  may  be  set  up 
in  322,560  X  322,560 
=  104,044,953,600 
ways.  But  the  point 
that  nearly  everybody  overlooks  is  that  the 
board  may  be  placed  in  two  different  ways 
for  every  arrangement.  Therefore,  the  answer 
is  doubled,  and  is  208,089,907,200  different 
ways. 

The  little  game  of  "  P^oxes  and  Goose  ^ 
should  always  be  won  by  the  Foxes.   I  do  not 
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No.  12.— FOUR-IN-LINE    PUZZLE. 
One  solution. 

think  it  necessary  in  this  case  to 
give  the  line  of  play,  as  the  reader 
will  have  little  difficulty  in  finding 
it  for  himself  after  playing  a  few 
games.  Though  the  Goose  can 
temporarily  break  up  the  line  for- 
mation of  the  Foxes,  it  will  be 
found  that  this  can  soon  be  restored 
by  correct  play  and  the  Goose  in- 
fallibly driven  to  the  edge  of  the 
board  and  beaten. 

In  the  "  Four-in-Line  Puzzle " 
(No.  12)  there  are  four  fundamen- 
tally different  ways  of  placing  the 
ten  draughts  so  that  they  shall  form 
five  straight  lines  with  four  draughts 
in  every  line.  One  case  I  gave 
in   the   last   article ;    the    diagrams 


show  the  other  three.  In  order  to  save 
space,  two  arrangements  are  given  on  the 
same  board. 

"The  Grasshoppers'  Quadrille"  (No.  13) 
is  quite  easy  when  once  you  grasp  the  situa- 
tion. If  we  regard  only  the  central  column 
containing  three  White  and  three  Black 
draughts,  these  can  be  made  to  change  places 
in  fifteen  moves.  Number  the  seven  squares 
downwards,  i  to  7.  Now  play,  3  to  4,  5  to  3, 

6  to  5,  4  to  6,  2  to  4,  I  to  2,  3  to  I,  5  to  3, 

7  to  5,  6  to  7,  4  to  6,  2  to  4,  3  to  2,  5  to  3, 
4  to  5.  Six  of  these  moves  are  simple  moves 
and  nine  are  leaps.  Now,  there  are  seven 
horizontal  rows  of  three  White  and  three 
Black  draughts,  if  we  exclude  that  central 
column.  Each  of  these  rows  may  be  similarly 
interchanged  in  fifteen  moves,  and  as  there  is 
some  opportunity  of  doing  this  in  every  case 
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Na  xa.-FOUR-IN.LINE    PUZZLE. 
Two  more  solutions. 


No  14.— SOLITAIRE    MUGGINS. 
How  to  score  the  two  hundred. 

while  we  are  manipulating  the  column — that 
is  to  say,  there  is  always  at  some  time  or 
other  a  vacant  space  in  the  centre  of  every 
row — it  should  be  obvious  that  all  the 
draughts  may  be  interchanged  in  8  x  15  =  120 
moves. 

Passing  on  to  the  Domino  Puzzles,  I  give 
the  solution  to  "  Solitaire  Muggins  "  (No.  14). 
It  will  be  seen  from  the  illustration  that  the 
play,  indicated  in  accordance  with  the  method 
explained  last  month,  scores  the  maximum  of 
200.  Though  this  puzzle  may  be  solved  by 
such  an  illegitimate  trick  as  playing  the 
double  three  as  a  single,   it  will  be  found 
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that  the  solution  I  give  is  perfectly  straight- 
forward and  requires  no  such  artifice. 

I  show  a  solution  of  the  "  Domino  Magic 
Square"  (No.  15)  in  another  diagram.  It 
will  be  found  that  all  the  columns  and  rows, 
and  the  two  diagonals,  add  up  21,  as  required. 

The  dice  puzzle,  "  Twenty  -  ^v^  -  Up  " 
(No.  16)  is  solved  in  this  way :  The  best 
number  to  call  is  either  2  or  3,  because,  if 
you,  as  first  player,  thoroughly  understand 
the  game,  the  chances  are 
5  to  I  in  your  favour 
against  another  absolutely 
correct  player.  If  you  select 
any  of  the  other  numbers 
your  chances  of  winning 
are  only  2  to  i.  The  reason 
is  this  :  the  only  throw  that 
can  beat  the  call  of  2  is  5, 
and  the  only  throw  that 
can  beat  the  call  of  3  is  4. 
In  every  other  case  there 
are  two  winning  throws  out 
of  the  six  that  are  possible. 
I  will  just  state  that  the 
two  important  numbers  to 
score,  if  you  possibly  can, 
are  7  and  16,  for  in  either 
case  you  win,  whatever  position  the  die  lies  in. 

Here  are  the  nineteen  moves  that  solve 
"Central  Solitaire"  (No.  17).  The  condition 
should  be  remembered  that  successive  leaps 
with  one  marble  count  as  only  one  move ; 
therefore  the  moves  enclosed  in  parentheses 
count  as  one  move  only:  19 — 17,  16 — 18, 
(29—17,  17—19),  30  —  18,  27—25,  (22—24, 
24—26),  31—23,  (4—16,  16—28),  7—9, 
10—8,  12—10,  3— II,  18—6,  (1—3,  3— 11), 
(13—27,    27—25),  (21 

—7,  7— 9),  (33— 31,  31  1 

—23),  (10—8,  8—22, 
22 — 24,  24 — 26,  26 — 
12,  12  —  10),  5  — 17.  All 
the  counters  are  now 
removed  except  one, 
which  is  left  in  the  cen- 
tral hole.  The  solution 
needs  judgment,  as  one 
is  tempted  to  make 
several  jumps  in  one 
move,  where  it  would  be 
the  reverse  of  good  play. 
For  example,  after  play- 
ing the  first  3 — II 
above,  one  is  inclined  to 
.increase  the  length  of 
the  move  by  continuing 
with  II — 25,  25—27, 
or  with  II — 9,  9 — 7. 
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No.    15.-DOMINO   MAGIC   SQUARE. 
Rows,  columns,  nnd  diagonals  add  up  3x. 
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BACHET'S   SQUARK 
Key  to  the  1,15s  arrangements. 


In  the  case  of  "Bachet's  Square,"  let  us 
use  the  letters  A,  K,  Q,  J,  to  denote  ace, 
king,  queen,  jack,  and  D,  S,  H,  C,  to  denote 
diamonds,  spades,  hearts,  clubs.   In  diagrams 

1  and  2  we  have  the  two  available  ways  of 
arranging  either  group  of  letters  so  that  no 
two  similar  letters  shall  be  in  line — though  a 
quarter-turn  of  i  will  give  us  the  arrange- 
ment in  2.  If  we  superimpose  or  combine 
these  two  squares,  we  get  the  arrangement  of 

diagram  3,  which  is  one 
solution.  Butin  each  square 
we  may  put. the  letters  in 
the  top  line  in  twenty-four 
different  ways  without  alter- 
ing the  scheme  of  arrange- 
ment. Thus,  in  diagram  4 
the  S's  are  similarly  placed 
to  the  D's  in  2,  the  H's  to 
the  S's,  the  C's  to  the  H's, 
and  the  D's  to  the  Cs.  It 
clearly  follows  that  there 
must  be  24  X  24  =  576  ways 
of  combining  the  two  primi- 
tive arrangements.  But  the 
error  that  Labosne  fell  into 
was  that  of  assuming  that 
the  A,  K,  Q,  J  must  be 
arranged  in  the  form  i,  and  the  D,  S,  H,  C 
in  the  form  2.  They  may  obviously  be 
interchanged.     So  that  the  correct  answer  is 

2  X  576  =  1,152,  counting  reflections  and 
reversals  as  different. 

"  The  Thirty-one  Puzzle."  In  playing  this 
game,  the  first  player  can  always  win  by 
playing  a  5.  If  your  opponent  plays  another 
5  you  play  a  2  and  score  12.  Then  as  often 
as  he  plays  a  5  you  play  a  2,  and  if  at  any 
stage  he  drops  out  of  the 
2  series,  3,  10,  17,  24,  31, 

you  step  in  and  win.  If 
after  your  lead  of  5  he 
plays  anything  but  an- 
other 5,  you  make  10  or 
17  and  win.  The  first 
player  may  also  win  by 
playing  a  i,  but  the  play 
is  more  complicated. 
Finally,  I  will  also  state 
that  the  first  player 
may  win  by  leading  a 
2.  The  play,  however, 
is  very  subtle  and  diffi- 
cult, and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  many  readers 
will  find  it  immensely 
entertaining  to  discover 
the  correct  line  of 
play. 
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JOHN  ADAMS'S  LOVE  AFFAIR. 

By  EDWARD  PRICE  BELL. 


MITTEN  "  was  a  mild  term 
to  apply  to  John  Adams's 
condition  in  relation  to  Miss 
Burton.  "  Shattered  "  would 
have  come  much  nearer  the 
mark.  But  John  said  nothing 
about  it ;  it  was  the  very  deepest  and  closest 
secret  of  his  fine,  secretive  soul. 

All  the  damage  was  done  in  a  flash— like 
that  of  a  lightning  stroke.  It  happened  on 
the  first  night  of  Miss  Burton's  appearance 
at  the  big  farm  mansion  to  give  the  children 
music  lessons.  Supper  over,  and  all  the 
family  assembled  in  the  roomy  parlour,  the 
new-comer,  in  pure  white,  sat  down  at  the 
piano  to  show  her  skill. 

Smartly  scrubbed  and  brushed,  after  his 
duties  in  the  field,  John  crept  into  a  seat  in  a 
corner.  There,  motionless  throughout  the 
evening,  he  watched  and  listened.  The  next 
day,  Sunday,  he  burnt  up  the  long  hours 
forging  through  the  tall  wheat  and  the  deep 
wood,  striving  to  shut  out  the  fierce-beating 
light  of  love's  apocalypse. 

Miss  Burton — Kitty  Burton — had  red  hair. 
She  was  very  opulent  in  this  respect.  She 
also  had  a  few  freckles — not  prominent,  but 
unmistakable.  She  was  not  pretty.  Her 
face  was  disproportionately  long,  and  there 
was  something — cautiously  be  it  said — some- 
thing otherwise  than  impeccably  straight 
about  her  nose.  But  in  her  figure  and  move- 
ments, in  the  texture  and  tint  of  her  skin,  in 
her  manner,  temperament,  she  was  exquisite. 
John,  elementally  a  poet,  was  wont  to  talk  to 
himself  like  this :  "  When  she  speaks  it's  as 
if  a  clever  hand  had  touched  a  harp.  When 
she  looks  at  me  I  don't  see  anything  but 
heaven's  blue  and  heaven's  stars  !  " 

As  Miss  Burton  was  a  lovely  specimen  of 
what  the  city  could  produce,  so  John  was  a 
magnificent  example  of  what  the  country 
could  produce.  Barely  twenty-one,  six  feet 
tall,  gaunt-waisted,  deep-chested,  with  arms 
as   beautiful   as   they  were  mighty,  he   was 
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without  a  physical  rival  in  the  valley.  As  to 
brains,  no  one  could  look  at  his  great  square 
brow,  his  penetrating  brown  eyes,  his  master- 
ful set  of  jaw,  and  doubt  that  he  had  brains, 
especially  the  crowning  attribute  of  brains — 
will.  As  a  matter  of  fact  he  was  just  as 
big  mentally  as  physically.  His  world  was 
narrow,  extending  only  to  the  hill-lines  and 
a  little  way  up  and  down  the  river,  but  he 
knew  it  to  the  uttermost,  and  his  thoughts 
had  made  many  a  glorious  excursion  beyond 
anything  dreamt  of  in  the  valley's  philosophy. 

Many  things  awkward  enough  in  their  way 
John  had  dared — quietly,  unemotionally,  as 
an  ordinary  man  dares  to  pat  a  friendly 
mastiffs  head.  At  the  county  fair  one  day, 
for  instance,  happening  upon  a  farm  hand 
who,  having  lost  heavily  to  a  chuck-a-luck 
"  shark,"  was  falling  back  before  a  dirk  in 
the  hand  of  the  man  who  had  wronged  him, 
John  stepped  between  them,  and  stood  firm- 
lipped,  his  big  fists  clenched. 

"  Put  up  the  knife  !  "  said  John. 

"I'll  put  it  into  j'^w /"  cried  the  ruffian, 
lunging  at  John's  heart. 

A  great  fist  shot  out  and  up,  caught  the 
oncoming  chin,  and  there  was  a  crack  like 
the  snapping  of  a  hickory  stick.  The  next 
day,  in  the  potter's  field,  they  buried  the 
chuck-a-luck  "  shark  "  ;  and  when  John  was 
brought  to  trial,  the  evidence  in,  the  jury 
instructed,  the  foreman  of  the  panel  got  up 
and  said  : — 

"  Your  honour,  it  is  not  necessary  to 
retire  ;  a  vote  has  been  taken." 

"  And  what  is  your  verdict  ? "  asked  the 
judge. 

"  That  John  Adams — God  bless  him  !— is 
not  guilty  ! " 

But,  with  all  his  plentiful  courage,  in  the 
presence  of  the  self-possessed  and  delightful 
Miss  Burton  John  was  little  more  than  an 
inorganic  heap.  His  wits,  in  these  circum- 
stances, worked  scarcely  at  all,  and  his  arms 
and  legs  very  imperfectly.     The  spell  of  the 
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piano-playing  goddess  pursued  him  even  into 
the  fields,  interfering  with  his  ability  to  work 
and  to  manage  horses.  On  one  occasion  he 
tore  down  a  gate-post  and  wrecked  a  hind 
wheel  of  his  wagon  as  he  drove  into  the 
barnyard  with  a  load  of  hay.  John  went  off 
with  the  hay — to  his  infinite  embarrassment 
— and  only  his  giant-like  strength  prevented 
a  runaway.  On  another  occasion,  while  he 
lay  in  the  shade  of  a  walnut  bush,  thinking 
of  Miss  Burton  and  under  his  breath  calling 
her  "  Kitty,"  his  team  actually  bolted  with  a 
harrow  ;  and  in  this  episode,  struggling  to 
check  the  horses  in  full  gallop,  John  narrowly 
escaped  with  his  life.. 

His  father  and  mother  were  puzzled. 
John  had  never  behaved  like  this  before, 
but  no  one  under  the  roof  of  the  white 
mansion  save  John  alone  ever  suspected  the 
real  nature  of  his  trouble. 

Miss  Burton  had  been  living  with  the 
family,  patiently  instructing  the  children 
in  music,  for  about  a  year,  whon  a  great 
tremor  passed  over  the  valley— 
not  an  earthquake,  but  a  socta 
disturbance.     It  was  due  to  the 
coming   to   the   nearest    town  — 
twenty-five   miles   away — of  the 
"  biggest  show  on  earth."    Every- 
one,   so    far   as    could   be 
'learned,   was  going  to  the 
circus.      Certainly    all    the 
people  at  the  white  mansion 
were    going,    Miss    Burton 
with  the  rest.  All  the  family, 
except  John,  would  travel 
in  the  high  spring  seats  of 
a  huge  farm  wagon.     John 
would  go  on  horseback,  in 
company    with    the    other 
young   men   of  the  neigh- 
bourhood.     Possibly   he 
would  see  something  of  his 
own   folks  during  the  day,  , 

possibly  not. 

Precisely  how  it  occurred 
John  could  not  say,  but 
suddenly  on  the  night  before 
the  circus  he  found  himself 
alone  with  Miss  Burton. 
They  were  in  the  parlour. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ventured  into  that  room  for 
a  week,  and,  discovering  the 
critical  nature  of  the  situa- 
tion, he  abruptly  rose  to 
go.  Miss  Burton,  as  usual, 
was  at  the  piano.  Over  her 
ruddy  mass  of  hair,  over  her 


long,  delicate  face,  fell  a  flood  of  softened 
light.  She  was  playing  something  very  sweet, 
touching  the  keys  so  lightly  that  John  stopped 
and  held  his  breath  to  hear.  He  was  close  to 
her — could  have  touched  her.  Her  face — 
he  saw  nothing  but  her  face— clutched  and 
tugged  at  his  being  like  a  physical  force.  He 
was  on  the  point  of  moving  closer,  when  she 
looked  up,  noted  his  grave,  handsome  face, 
and  smiled — smiled  so  sweetly  that  John's 
heart  could  scarce  endure  the  agony  of  his 
love. 

"I'm  going  to-morrow,"  she  said,  suddenly. 

John  tried  in  vain  to  speak. 

"  I  don't  mean  to  the  circus — although  I 
am  likely  to  go  to  the  circus,  too." 

"  Going  !  "  stammered  John. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  her  lashes  drooping,  and 
a  deep  shade  of  sadness  overspreading  her 


I'm  going  to-morrow,   she  said,  suddenly." 
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face.  "  Fm  leaving  the  valley.  And  I  love 
the  valley ! " 

"Then,  Miss  Burton,'  said  John,  forcing 
his  words  out  with  almost  insuperable  diffi- 
culty, "why  do  you  leave?" 

"  Because  Tve  been  appointed  principal  of 
the  music  school  at  home,  and  must  start 
work  at  once.  It  is  a  very  lovely  school,  you 
know." 

"  I  am — sorry,"  said  John,  thickly.  "  Good 
night ! " 

"  Good  night,"  answered  Miss  Burton, 
slowly,  gazing  intently  after  John's  big  figure 
as  it  passed  quickly  from  the  room  by  the 
outer  door.  For  a  moment  John  paused  in 
the  intense  darkness  just  beyond  the  thresh- 
old. It  seemed  to  him  that  he  must  go 
back  ;  that  life  would  be  unbearable  without 
Miss  Burton.  Then  again  came  that  low, 
sweet  harmony,  and  again  John  held  his 
breath  to  listen.  Suddenly  the  music  ceased, 
the  light  in  the  parlour  was  put  out,  and 
John  heard  the  closing  of  an  inner  door. 

"It's  getting  late,"  he  reflected.  "She's 
gone  to  bed.     But — no  matter." 

In  his  room  John  sat  down  by  the  window, 
the  soft  south  wind  blowing  full  in  his  face. 
The  moon  came  up,  magnifying  his  great 
bulk,  silvering  his  black  hair,  bringing  out 
superbly  his  noble  cast  of  face.  At  last  he 
rose,  lit  his  lamp,  and  opened  his  trunk. 
From  the  wardrobe,  inset  in  a  corner,  John 
took  his  clothing  piece  by  piece  and  care- 
fully packed  it  in  the  trunk.  Then  he 
cleared  the  photographs  off  his  dressing- 
'  table,  and  packed  them,  pausing  to  look 
closely  at  the  faces  of  his  father  and  mother. 
From  the  mantelpiece  he  took  a  number  of 
small  objects — among  them  a  tiny,  limp- 
backed  book  containing  a  four-leaf  clover, 
brown,  dry,  graceful,  delicate.  Many  months 
before  Miss  Burton  had  plucked  it  for  one 
of  the  children,  and  the  child  had  put  it  in 
John's  lapel.  In  the  foolish  way  people 
have,  John  had  cherished  it.  Mere  nothing 
that  it  was,  about  it,  in  his  immense  loneli- 
ness, he  had  wrapped  his  tender  thoughts, 
his  great  affection,  like  a  holy  fanatic  worship- 
ping an  inaccessible  deity  through  some 
poor  tangible  trifle.  The  book  and  the  dead 
fibre  John  packed  with  especial  care,  lest  his 
symbol  crumble.  Locking  and  strapping 
his  trunk,  he  heard  a  noise  below.  It  was 
his  father  gettitig  up  to  prepare  for  the  long 
journey  to  the  circus. 

At  the  break  of  day  John  was  on  the  road, 
astride  his  own  horse,  Jim — a  tall,  wiry, 
fractious  bay,  with  a  finely-arched  neck  and 
a  flowing  tail.     Contrary  to  his  intention  the 
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day  before,  he  was  not  riding  with  the  other 
young  men ;  he  had  changed  his  mind  about 
this.  The  family  at  the  white  mansion  had 
been  up  and  bustling,  but  John  had  come 
away  first — come  without  seeing  Miss  Burton, 
without  wishing  to  see  her.  As  the  day 
advanced  the  highway  swarmed  with  vehicles, 
packed  with  happy  people.  Self-absorbed 
in  the  extreme,  yet  John  could  not  be  quite 
insensate  to  the  animated  and  picturesque 
show.  Again  and  again,  as  of  old,  it  rushed 
in  upon  him,  quickening  his  pulses,  cheering 
his  heart,  flashing  a  bright  smile  over  his 
melancholy  face. 

The  sun  glared  and  beat.  The  horses 
whinnied  and  strained  and  glistened.  The 
velvety  white  dust,  rolling  up  in  clouds, 
settled  on  the  sombre  clothing  of  the  men 
and  women,  and  on  the  gayer  apparel  of  the 
younger  folk,  until  all  the  procession  was 
dimmed  and  silvered.  Close  to  the  edge  of 
the  road  John  passed  along  at  a  swift  canter. 
Every  face  he  saw  was  fresh  and  beaming. 
Every  voice  he  heard — and  the  air  palpitated 
with  voices — was  vibrant  with  energy  and 
gladness.  Hundreds  of  people  hailed  him, 
young  and  old — for  everyone  knew  that  rangy 
bay  and  its  great-limbed,  fine-tempered, 
universally -honoured  rider.  At  the  joyous 
call  of  his  friends,  at  the  continually-recurring 
sound  of  his  name,  John  bowed  and  smiled 
and  called  back,  but  his  spur  was  ever 
tickling  Jim's  flank,  and  Jim  was  ever 
sweeping  ahead. 

"  Keep  him  till  my  father  calls  for  him  ; 
and  please  look  after  him  well." 

So  instructing  the  liveryman  with  whom  he 
left  his  proud  possession,  Jim,  John  set  off 
for  the  main  thoroughfare  of  the  city.  He 
would  see  the  street  parade  and  attend  the 
circus  ;  it  might  cheer  him  up — give  him  some 
sort  of  lead.  At  night  he  would  sit  down  in 
his  room  at  the  hotel,  quietly  think  matters 
over,  write  for  his  trunk,  and  break  the  news 
10  the  home-folks  as  gently  as  possible. 
Gone  was  the  vista  of  a  farm  life  and  a 
forlorn,  inarticulate  hope ;  the  future  was  a 
sealed  book — a  book  that  he  must  get  open 
somehow  and  without  much  delay.  In  his 
purse  was  a  fairly  substantial  amount,  but  it 
would  not  carry  him  far ;  and  to  ask  his 
father  for  money  was  irreconcilably  foreign  to 
his  intentions.  The  world — the  mighty  world 
— hospitable  to  many,  somewhere  in  its  vast 
economy  must  make  room  for  John  Adams. 
What  line  he  would  take  he  did  not  know  ; 
he  knew  only  the  farm  ;  the  city  he  had  seen 
not  more  than  half-a-dozen  times  in  his  life. 
It    moved   him    strangely,  made  his  blood 
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leap.  But  it  was  all  haze  and  glamour  and 
mystery. 

From  the  densely-thronged  pavement  John 
witnessed  the  street  parade — the  fluttering  of 
the  flags  and  banners,  the  thunder  and  crash 
of  the  bands,  the  screeching  of  the  calliope, 
the  tinselled  showmen,  the  plumed  horses, 
the  elephants  and  camels,  the  wild  beasts  in 
their  cages — all  the  noisy,  gilded,  tawdry, 
pompous  pageant.  Then  he  boarded  a  street- 
car labelled  "  Show  Grounds,"  struggling  with 
hundreds  of  others  to  get  on.  The  car  went 
forward  with  a  ceaseless  clanging  of  its  big 
gong,  the  people  babbling,  laughing,  scream- 
ing, jostling.  The  journey  ended  close  by  a 
city  of  bristling  pole-points  and  taut  white 
canvas,  and  John  moved  slowly  with  the  hot, 
dusty,  pushing  throng  to  the  ticket-stand,  and 
thence  into  the  huge,  oval-shaped  menagerie 
tent. 

For  more  than  an  hour,  in  this  stuffy, 
malodorous  wonderland,  the  young  farmer 
feasted  his  eyes  upon  the  world^s  great  beasts 
of  prey.  Right  round  the  tent  they  were 
ranged,  in  a  close,  unbroken  line  of  heavily- 
barred  cages — the  dense  crowd  held  at  a  safe 
distance  by  a  thick  guard-rope,  supported  by 
stout  iron  uprights.  Before  the  lions  John 
stood  in  awe,  studying  their  lithe  and 
muscular  frames,  their  black  and  yellow  marks, 
their  bristling  manes,  their  noble  but  terrible 
faces.  Thus  engrossed,  his  attention  was 
suddenly  attracted  by  a  rapid  shuffling  of 
feet  in  one  of  the  cages.  Looking  up 
quickly  he  saw  a  keeper  in  the  cage  in  the 
act  of  sharply  striking  a  big  lion  under  the 
flank  with  his  raw-hide  whip.  There  was  a 
deep,  menacing  growl.  Again  the  lash  leapt, 
and  again  the  lion  felt  its  waspish  tail. 

Such  was  the  start  of  the  matter,  as  John 
saw  it. 

The  next  thing  he  observed  was  the  lion 
flying  ferociously  at  the  wielder  of  the  raw- 
hide. This  man,  nimble  as  a  cat,  dodged 
the  onset,  cried  out  harshly,  and  dealt  the 
animal  a  third  blow  with  redoubled  force. 
Swinging  round,  the  lion  sprang  again.  Again 
the  keeper,  with  incredible  agility,  evaded  the 
attack  ;  but  this  time,  realizing  the  murderous 
temper  of  the  brute,  he  flung  back  the  bolts 
of  an  end  door,  jumped  to  the  ground,  and 
wheeled  to  refasten  the  cage.  The  merest 
chip  of  a  second  was  all  he  needed.  The 
bolts  were  actually  moving,  when  the  lion 
struck  the  door  with  his  powerful  paws, 
drove  it  violently  open,  and  hurled  the  keeper 
bleeding  to  the  earth,  a  cage-length  away. 
Breathless,  stereotyped  in  his  tracks,  John 
watched  for  the  injured  man  to  rise  ;  but  the 


moments  slipped  by,  and  he  lay  limp  and 
motionless. 

John  felt  as  if  his  heart  had  failed  ;  as  if 
he  should  never  move  again.  Then  he 
became  aware  of  the  screams  of  women,  of 
the  anguish  and  tumult  of  an  awful  panic. 
Behind  him  he  knew  that  the  great  crowd 
was  rushing  out ;  that  there  was  a  reckless, 
brutal,  indescribable  dkbdcle.  The  lion 
stood  in  the  cage-door,  wearing  a  con- 
temptuous look  of  legitimate  mastery.  All 
at  once  it  occurred  to  John  to  fly.  He 
wondered  why  he  had  not  fled  before.  But 
at  this  moment  he  beheld  a  woman  in  black, 
clinging  desperately  to  two  little  girls,  abruptly 
thrown  off"  from  the  rushing  volume  of  people 
directly  towards  the  lion.  One  great  bound 
and  John  seized  the  woman  about  the  waist. 
He  was  struggling  backwards  with  her,  the 
children  being  dragged  along,  when  he  saw 
the  lion  drop  quickly  from  the  cage  and 
boldly  approach.  His  eyes  falling  upon  one 
of  the  iron  posts  supporting  the  guard-rof)e, 
John  drew  his  knife,  cut  the  rope,  |)ulled  up 
the  post,  and  sprang  over  the  half-crouching 
woman  and  children  sheer  in  the  lion*s  path. 

Still,  white,  adamantine ;  chest  and  left 
foot  slightly  forward,  right  heel  sunk  in  the 
soft  turf,  arms  half- flexed,  knotted  fists 
clamped  about  his  weapon — so  towered  the 
bucolic  giant.  In  his  ears  rang  pandemonium, 
but  he  did  not  look  back — dare  not  look 
back.  The  slightest  waver,  the  merest  turning 
of  his  head,  as  he  fully  believed,  meant 
certain  death.  The  lion  stopped,  sank  down, 
fixed  the  man  with  its  greenish,  unwavering 
glare.  Then  it  slowly  rose  to  its  feet,  head 
low  between  the  shoulders,  long  tail  nervously 
twitching  from  side  to  side.  It  opened  its 
mouth,  uttered  a  low  moan.  John  noted  its 
four  sharp-pointed,  sharp-edged  canines  and 
its  short,  strong  jaw.  Again  the  low,  singular 
moan  ;  and  then,  exactly  as  it  had  sprung  at 
the  keeper,  the  great  beast  sprang  at  John. 

Unlike  the  keeper,  John  did  not  dodge  ; 
he  was  not  good  at  dodging  ;  in  all  his  life 
he  had  dodged  but  one  challenge — that  of  a 
stand-up  talk  with  the  girl  he  loved. 

John  did  not  dodge. 

When  the  onrush  came  he  met  it  frontally 
— met  it  with  all  his  great  weight  and  sturdy 
might.  The  leap  spent,  the  deadly  forepaws 
close  to  the  ground,  John  drove  the  point  of 
the  iron  upright  full  into  the  beast's  yawning 
throat.  There  was  an  agonized,  deafening  roar, 
a  guttural  spasm,  and  the  warm  blood,  gush- 
ing forth  in  a  stream,  spattered  John's  white 
face  and  drenched  his  big  hands.  Closing 
viciously  upon  the  iron,  the  lion  struck  and 
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gnashed  at  it  as  if  it  were  human  prey. 
Sturdily  John  bore  the  butt  of  the  upright 
into  the  ground,  and  with  every  lunge  the 
beast  drove  the  weapon  deeper  into  its 
blood-choked  throat. 

Of  this  terrible  struggle  some  age-like 
moments,  John  barely  preserving  life  and 
limb  by  a  masterly  use  of  the  short  length  of 
unyielding  metal.  Then,  baffled  and  sorely 
punished,  the  lion  wriggled  to  its  hind  feet, 
sprang  free  of  the  lance-like  instrument,  and 
backed  slowly  away,  roaring,  gurgling,  stag- 
gering, strangling.  Without  pursuing,  without 


heart  to  pursue,  John  simply  regathered  his 
shattered  strength  and  braced  himself  as 
before.  At  the  distance  of  a  single  bound 
the  lion  stopped  and  steadied  itself,  copiously 
dribbling  blood. 

Again  its  head  was  low,  its  eyes  aflame, 
its  tail  twitching.  Once  more  that  singular, 
half-inaudible  moan ;  and  then,  like  a  flash, 
the  brute  crouched  and  sprang.  So  much 
wiser  by  experience,  this  time  it  came  on 
with  its  mouth  tight-shut.  John  struck 
tactically  as  at  first — just  at  the  end  of  the 

lion's  leap.     The  formidable     , 
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the  right  nostril,  glanced  along  the  frontal 
bone,  and  inflicted  a  ghastly  wound  in  the 
optic  cavity.  With  a  thunderous,  piteous 
roar  the  monster  lurched  backwards  and 
swung  round  and  round,  furiously  smiting  its 
wounded  head. 

John  turned  deathly  sick.  The  quick 
circling  of  the  lion  made  his  brain  reel.  So 
far  as  he  was  concerned,  he  felt  that  the 
fight  was  over.  His  grip  on  the  iron  bar 
had  become  sadly  nerveless.  Besides,  the 
bar  was  bloody  and  slimy  and  difficult  to 
hold.  With  all  his  heart  he  hoped  the  beast 
would  not  attack  again.  If  it  did,  he  felt  he 
must  go  down  in  helpless  defeat. 

Two  sharp  reports,  sounding  almost 
together. 

The  lion  stopped  whirling,  sank  on  its 
haunches,  threw  its  ponderous  head  high, 
buckled  back  upon  itself,  and  fell  heavily  to 
the  ground. 

John  saw  two  showmen  standing  over  the 
fallen  beast,  their  smoking  rifles  in  their 
hands.  Then  he  dropped  the  slimy  iron 
and  turned  on  his  heel.  The  tent  was 
empty,  the  animals  skulking  in  the  recesses 
of  their  lairs.  The  place  seemed  stuffier  than 
ever,  the  air  without  vitality.  John  saw  the 
light  at  one  end  of  the  tent  and  staggered 
for  it.  His  weakness  weighed  him  down 
like  the  pressure  of  tons  of  matter.  With 
both  hands  he  clutched  at  his  throat,  rending 
his  collar,  tearing  open  his  shirt,  exposing 
his  brawny,  heaving,  blood-streaked  chest. 
Titanically  he  struggled  against  collapse,  for 
his  mind  was  whirling  with  the  fearful  ques- 
tion— how  fared  his  people,  and  how  fared 
his  heart's  idol,  in  that  appalling  human 
efflux  ? 

Two  sterling  old  country  people,  a  man 
and  a  woman,  slow  of  gait  and  sombre  of 
dress,  entered  the  circus  grounds  from  the 
street.  Although  the  woman  was  amply 
proportioned,  beside  her  rugged  escort  she 
looked  slight  and  small.  Suddenly,  observing 
the  crowd  in  turbulent  motion,  and  hearing 
vague,  alarmist  cries,  the  old  couple  stood 
still.  From  beneath  her  black  sun-bonnet 
the  woman  looked  anxiously  at  the  man's 
face.  It  was  a  very  serious  face,  that  man's 
face — of  pretty  nearly  everything  the  old 
lady's  mirror  and  gauge.  A  cloud  of  deep 
concern  swept  the  grave  eyes,  and  the  woman, 
glancing  quickly  before,  saw  a  big,  bare-headed 
man  reel  from  the  door  of  the  menagerie  tent, 
his  face  blood-stained,  and  the  clothing  rent 
away  from  his  throat  and  chest. 

"Andy!"  screamed  the  old  lady,  clutch- 


ing at  her  husband's  arm;  "ain't  that 
John?" 

"  Turn  back  quick,  mother  1  I  guess  it's 
a  fight ! " 

Not  unlike  an  old  war-horse  going  into 
battle,  Andrew  Adams  rushed  forward.  Who- 
ever fell  in  his  way  was  roughly  hurled  aside. 
An  attendant  in  uniform,  striving  to  force 
him  back,  received  a  shattering  blow  in  the 
breast.  Savagely  the  grizzled  farmer  forged 
ahead,  unhalting  until  he  threw  his  great 
arms  about  his  son. 

"  Steady,  my  boy  !  "  he  cried.  "  It's  dad, 
my  son !  What  hound  has  dared  to  strike 
John  Adams  ?  " 

That  deep-toned  voice,  the  loving  pressure 
of  those  iron-like  muscles,  John  recognised 
with  a  stupendous  throb  of  relief.  He 
wanted  to  ask  questions — to  explain,  but  he 
was  unutterably  tired,  his  head  insupportably 
heavy. 

Dimly  he  saw  his  mother,  and  heard 
her  sobbing,  affectionate  treble,  "My  pore 
boy — my  blessed  boy  !  "  Then,  sinking  into 
a  yielding  seat,  he  heard  the  rumble  of 
wheels,  and  was  conscious  of  a  fading, 
multitudinous  murmur. 

The  next  thing  John  definitely  knew,  Miss 
Burton  had  dashed  into  her  own  drawing- 
room,  her  face  like  marble.  Involuntarily 
he  looked  at  his  hands — they  were  clean; 
felt  his  face  —  the  blood-spots  were  gone. 
Before  he  could  speak  Miss  Burton  had 
burst  into  tears,  fallen  on  her  knees  by  the 
couch  where  he  lay,  and  was  covering  his 
lips  with  kisses.  Then  she  rose,  and  he 
heard  her  say,  brokenly  : — 

"  I  know  you  will  forgive  me,  Mrs.  Adams  ; 
for  I,  too,  love  John  ! " 

At  daybreak  the  next  morning  John  left 
the  city  on  the  glossy  back  of  Jim.  In  the 
lonely  country  road  he  looked  at  the  morning 
paper.  It  was  all  there,  in  very  black  ink  and 
very  feeling  rhetoric,  including  a  long  list  of 
persons  more  or  less  seriously  injured  in 
the  stampede.  From  the  lion's  immediate 
menace  John  learned  that  he  had  delivered 
the  wife  and  children  of  a  beloved  riverman 
known  as  "  The  Commodore,"  whose  chief 
fame,  up  and  down  the  quays,  sprang  from 
his  great  pride  in,  and  assiduous  devotion  to, 
his  little  family.  Sonorous  phrases,  "un- 
exampled nerve,"  "unparalleled  heroism," 
abounded.  There  was  also  talk  of  a  sum 
from  the  heroes'  fund,  a  national  medal,  and 
a  great  mass  meeting  in  the  opera  house, 
presided  over  by  the  mayor,  "to  offer  the 
community's  homage  to  John  Adams."    The 
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young  farmer  spurred  his  horse  to  a  gallop, 
glancing  over  his  shoulder  as  if  he  half 
expected  to  behold  the  medal  and  the  mass 
meeting  in  close  pursuit. 

The  trumpet  of  fame,  the  magnet  of  the 
world — on  this  sun- flooded  opening  of  a  fresh 
day — stirred  no  answering  impulse  in  the 
virginal  soul  of  John  Adams.  All  he  heard 
were  the  delightful  melodies  of  the  field  and 
the  wood.  All  he  saw  were  the  long  furrows, 
the  waving  grain,  a  little  home  on  the  rising 
ground  by  the  pasture-land.    Just  a  few  hours 


before,  with  that  extraordinary  girl  Kitty,  he 
had  gone  out  into  the  soft  enchantment  of 
the  summer  night.  There  had  been  innumer- 
able faint  stirrings  of  distant  sound.  About 
them  had  been  the  close-mown  grass,  and  the 
*  flowers,  and  the  wind-tossed  crochet  of  light 
and  shadow.  "  I,  too,  love  John  !  "  The  thing, 
at  last,  had  become  quite  natural  and  simple. 
John  had  accepted  the  long-evaded  challenge, 
and  of  all  the  struggles  of  his  life,  boy  or 
man,  it  had  brought  him  the  easiest  and 
sweetest  victory. 
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A   LESSON    IN    GEOGRAPHY. 

By  GEORGE  J.  BEESLEY. 


HE  majority  of  us  are  apt  to 
regard  a  map  as  a  thing  without 
soul — a  conglomeration  of  wiggly- 
waggly  lines  and  dots,  the  former 
being    employed    to    mark     the 

course  of   rivers,  boundaries,  etc.,  and  the 

latter  to  indicate  the  position  of  towns.     Of 

course,  there  are  also  innumerable  names  and 

figures  which  are  all 

intended    to    convey 

some  sort  of  informa- 
tion; and  further  to 

complicate  matters  (or 

the  reverse,  according 

to  the  individual  way 

of    thinking)      some 

maps    are    beautified 

with  dabs  and  splashes 


to  show  you  that  a  map  is 
really  funnier  than   many 
so-called  comic    sketches. 
The  outlines  are  provided 
for  you,  and  your  im- 
agination, which  need 
not   be   very 
vivid,  sup- 
plies the  few 
details  which 
go    to    com- 
plete the  pic- 
ture.    Before 
going  farther 
I  must  admit 
(I    use  must 

advisedly,  my  drawings  compel  me  to  do 
so)  that  I  am  no  artist,  and  that  this 
article  is  written  solely  with  the 
idea  of  providing  a  little  harm- 
less amusement  for  readers  of 
this  Magazine,  many  of  whom 
are  probably  no  better  draughts- 
men than  the  writer,  although, 
at  the  same  time,  it  is  impossible 
for  them  to  be  worse.  These, 
I  do  not  doubt,  will  be  able  to 
find  plenty  of  amusement  in 
exercising  their  imaginations 
upon  an  ordinary  atlas,  while 
our  more  expert  brethren  will  be 


of  colour  which  may  be  intended  to  distin- 
guish countries,  or  counties,  or  cities,  or  parks, 
or  altitudes,  or,  in  fact,  anything  according 
to  the  key  to  the  colour-scheme  which  you 
will  find  neatly  tucked  away  in  one  corner  of 
the  chart.  In  fact,  the  man  in  the  street 
regards  a  map  as  a  cold,  matter-of-fact  docu- 
ment, out  of  which  one  would  expect  to  get 
as  much  amusement  as  out  of  a  dictionary 
or  a  handbook  of  the  law. 

Now  I  want  to  disillusion  you.     I  will  try 


able  to  produce 
many  remarkable 
effects  which  are 
altogether  be- 
yond the  powers 
of  the  man  in  the 
street. 

Let  us  first  of  all  look 
carefully  at  an  ordinary  out- 
line map  of  England  and 
Wales  (Fig.  i.)    And  what 


.^ 


FIG.    3. 
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do  we  see  ?  An  extra- 
ordinary commotion 
on  the  west  coast ! 
Yes ;  a  runaway  pig — 
a  fine  fat  animal — 
being  pursued  by  an 
old  couple  to  whom  it 
doubtless    belongs. 


The  old  man  is 
close  on  the 
animaPs  heels, 
but  is  appa- 
rently out  of 
breath  after  his 
unusual  exer- 
tion, for  look 
>'»G-  4-  how  wide  open 

is  his  mouth  ! 
His  better  half  is  not  far  behind  ;  she  too  is 
at  full  trot,  but  has  more  staying  powers  than 
the  old  man,  and  is  able  to  shout  out  "  Stop 
him  ! "  to  someone  in  the  distance,  at  the 
same  time  indicating  the  runaway  animal 
with  outstretched  finger.  What !  you  can't 
see  it?  Perhaps  a  glance  at  illustrations 
Figs.  2,  3,  and  4  will  help  you. 


FIG.  5. 

There  are  heaps  of  other  in- 
teresting things  in  a  map  of 
England  and  Wales  which  I 
will  leave  you  to  discover  for 
yourselves,  merely  mentioning 
in  passing  that,  taking  the  coun- 
ties of  Northampton,  Oxford, 
Berks,  Hants,  and  Sussex  col- 
lectively, one 
has  a  very  good 
illustration  of 
a  "sleeping 
beauty."Tastes 
differ  with 
regard  to 
"  beauty,"  and 
I  would  prefer 


to  sleep  in  a  more  comfortable 
position,  but  I  have  frequently 
seen  workmen  taking  their 
after-dinner  nap  sitting  on  the 
floor  with  their  backs  to  a  wall. 
However  much  one  may 
desire  universal  peace,  it  ap- 
pears highly  improbable  that 
Alaska  and  Siberia  will  ever  be 
reconciled.  Whenever  one 
looks  at  the  map,  they  are 
"  having  a  few  words."  (Fig.  5.) 
It  is  a  dispute  that  has  been 
going  on  for  ages,  and  there 
are  no  signs  of  a  settlement. 
Each  one,  strange  to  say,  sports 


riG.  6. 


FIG.    7. 

a  sort  of  "billy- 
goat  "  beard, 
but  that  is  an 
appendage  to 
which  no  lady 
ought  to  object 
in  a  man,  as,  in 
time  of  war,  its 
capture  by  the 
opposing  party 
should  make  it 
master  of  the 
situation. 
"**  **■  When  in  the 

North  Pacific  Ocean  we  should  keep  our  eyes 
open  for  a  sea-serpent  which  has  caused  a 
great  deal  of  commotion  during  the  last  few 
years.  This  fearful  and  wonderful  beast  is 
known  as  Japan.     (Fig.  6.) 

Our  next  illustration.  Fig.  7,  is  the  face  of 
an  impertinent  woman  with  protruding 

/tongue.    To  obtain  this  you  draw  a  line 
across  India  from  Madras,  on  the  east 
coast,  to  Trivandrum,  on  the  west.    You 
will  find  the  face  on  the  lower  side  of 
the  line. 
Illustration  Fig.  8  is  the  western  part  of 
Australia,  which  represents  the  head  of  a 
lioness  with  her  ears  laid  back,  as  though 
annoyed  at  something.     Finally,  if  you  cut 
off    the    northern         ^^_ 
peninsula  of  New 
Guinea  and  draw  a 
line  through  Mount 
Gautier    and     the 
Marianne  Strait  you 
will  have  an  illustra- 
tion of    a  camel's 
head   and   fore-quarters  on   the 
western  side  of  the  line.    (Fig.  9.) 
Now  take  a  map  and  see  what 
you  can  do. 
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A    STORY    FOR    CHILDREN. 
CHAPTER   IV. 

THE   HIGHWAYMAN    AND   THE . 

HEY  both  meant  what  they 
said.  And  yet,  of  course,  it 
is  nonsense  to  promise  that 
you  will  never  do  anything 
again,  because,  of  course,  you 
must  do  something  if  it's  only 
simple  subtraction,  or  eating  poached  ^gs 
and  sausages.  You  will,  of  course,  under- 
stand that  what  they  meant  was  that  they 
would  never  again  do  anything  to  cause  Mrs. 
Honeysett  a  moment's  uneasiness,  and  in 
order  to  make  this  possible  the  first  thing  to 
do  was,  of  course,  to  find  out  how  to  set  the 
clock  back.  Slowly  munching  sausage,  and 
feeling,  as  she  always  did  when  she  ate  slowly, 
that  she  was  doing  something  very  virtuous 
and  ought  to  have  a  prize  or  a  medal  for  it, 
Elfrida  asked  her  mind  to  be  kind  enough  to 
get  some  poetry  ready  by  the  time  she  had 
finished  breakfast.  And  sure  enough,  her 
mind,  in  its  own  secret  backyard,  as  it  were, 
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did  get  something  ready.  And  while  this  was 
liapi>enmg  Elfrida,  in  what  corresponded  to 
ht?r  mind's  front  garden,  was  mshing  that  she 
had  been  bom  a  poet, 

"  I  wonder,"  said  the  girl,  "  where  the  clock 
is  that  we've  got  to  set  back  ?  " 

''  Oh,  Mouldiwarpll  tell  us,"  said  the  boy. 

When  breakfast  was  over  they  went  out 
into  the  grassy  sfjace  ruund  which  the  ruined 
walls  of  the  castle  rose  up  so  grey  and  stately 
with  the  wallflowers  and  toad -flax  growing  out 
of  them,  and  sal  down  among  the  round- 
faced,  white-frilled  daisies,  and  told  each 
other  what  tht-y  had  thought,  or  what  they 
thought  they  had  thought,  while  they  were 
back  in  those  times  when  people  were  afraid 
of  Boney. 

And  as  they  sat  there  it  came  over  Elfrida, 
suddenly,  how  good  a  place  it  was,  and  how 
lucky  they  were  to  be  there  at  home  at  Arden, 
so  that  she  said,  quite  without  knowing  she 
was  going  to  say  anything : — 

Arden,  Arden,  Arden, 
Lawn  and  castle  and  garden  ; 
Daisies  and  grass  and  wallflowers  gold — 
Mouldiwarp,  come  out  of  the  mould. 

"  That's  more  hke  poetry,  that  is,"  said  the 
Mouldiwarp,  sitting  on  the  green  grass  between 
the  children ;  "  more  lik'n  anything  I've  heard 
ye  say  yet — so  'tis.  An'  now  den ;  what  is  it 
for  you  dis  fine  day  an'  all  ?  " 

It  seemed  in  such  a  good  temper  that 
Elfrida  asked  a  question  that  had  long  tried 
to  get  itself  asked. 

"Why,"  was  the  question,  "why  do  you 
talk  like  the  country  people  do  ?  " 

"  Sussex  bam  an'  bred,"  said  the  mole ; 
"  but  I  know  other  talk.  Sussex  talk's  what 
they  call  *  racy  of  the  soil' — means  'smells 
of  the  earth '  where  I  live.  I  can  talk  all 
sorts,  though.  I  used  to  spit  French  once  on 
a  time,  young  Fitz-le-seigneur." 

E.  Nesbit-BIand.  ^  r^r^r^\r> 
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"  You  must  know  lots  and  lots,"  said  Edred. 

"  I  do,"  said  the  mole. 

"  How  old  are  you  ? "  Edred  asked,  in 
spite  of  Elfrida's  warning,  "Hush  !  it's  rude." 

"  'S  old  as  my  tongue  an'  a  little  older'n 
me  teeth,"  said  the  mole,  showing  them. 

"  Ah,  don't  be  cross,"  said  Elfrida,  "  and 
such  a  beautiful  day,  too,  and  just  when  we 
wanted  you  to  show  us  how  to  put  back  the 
clock  and  all." 

"  That's  a  deed,  that  is,"  said  the  mole ; 
"  but  you've  not  quarrelled  this  three  days, 
so  you  can  go  where  you  please  and  do  what 
you  will.  Only  you're  in  the  way  here  if  you 
want  to  stop  the  clock.  Get  up  into  the 
gate  tower  and  look  out,  and  when  you  see 
the  great  clock  face,  come  down  at  once  and 
sit  on  the  second-hand.  That'll  stop  it,  if 
anything  will." 

Looking  out  through  the  breezy  arch 
the  children  saw  a  very  curious  sight 

The  green  and  white  of  grass  and  daisies 
began  to  swim,  as  it  were,  before  their  eyes. 
The  lawn  within  the  castle  walls  was  all 
uneven  because  the  grass  had  not  been  laid 
there  by  careful  gardeners,  with  spirit-levels 
and  rollers,  who  wanted  to  make  a  lawn,  but 
by  Nature  herself,  who  wanted  just  to  cover 
up  bits  of  broken  crockery  and  stone,  and 
old  birds'  nests,  and  all  sorts  of  odd  rubbish. 
And  now  it  began  to  stretch  itself,  as  though 
it  were  a  live  carpet,  and  to  straighten  and 
tighten  itself  till  it  lay  perfectly  flat. 

And  the  grass  seemed  to  be  getting  greener 
in  places.  And  in  other  places  there  were 
patches  of  white  thicker  and  purer  than 
before. 

"Look  !  look  !"  cried  Edred  ;  "look  !  the 
daisies  are  walking  about." 

They  were.  Stiffly  and  steadily,  like  well- 
drilled  little  soldiers,  the  daisies  were  form- 
ing into  twos,  into  fours,  into  companies. 
Looking  down  from  the  window  of  the  gate 
tower  it  was  like  watching  thousands  of  little 
white  beads  sort  themselves  out  from  among 
green  ones. 

"What  are  they  going  to  do?"  Edred 
asked,  but  naturally  ElfridUi  was  not  able  to 
tell  him. 

The  daisies  massed  themselves  together  in 
regiments,  in  armies.  On  certain  parts  of  the 
smooth  grass  certain  companies  of  them 
stopped  and  stayed. 

"  They're  making  a  sort  of  pattern,"  said 
Edred.  "  Look  !  there's  a  big  ring  all  round 
— a  sort  of  p)attem." 

"  I  should  think  they  were  ! "  cried  Elfrida. 
"  Look  !  look  !     It's  the  clock." 

It  was.     On  the  pure  green  face  of  the 


lawn  was  an  enormous  circle  marked  by  a 
thick  line  of  closely-packed  white  daisies. 
Within  it  were  the  figures  that  are  on  the 
face  of  a  clock — all  twelve  of  them.  The 
hands  were  of  white  daisies,  too,  both  the 
minute-hand  and  the  hand  that  marks  the 
hours ;  and  between  the  VI  and  the  centre  was 
a  smaller  circle,  also  white  and  of  daisies, 
round  which  they  could  see  a  second-hand 
move. 

With  one  accord  the  two  children  blundered 
down  the  dark,  dusty,  cobwebby,  twisty  stairs 
of  the  gate  tower  and  rushed  across  the  lawn. 
In  the  very  centre  of  the  clock-face  sat  the 
Mouldiwarp,  looking  conscious  and  a  little 
conceited. 

"  How  did  you  do  it  ?  "  Elfrida  gasped. 

"The  daisies  did  it.  Poor  little  things! 
They  can't  invent  at  all.  But  they  do  cany 
out  other  people's  ideas  quite  nicely.  All  the 
white  things  have  to  obey  me,  of  course,"  it 
added,  carelessly. 

"And  this  is  The  Clock?" 

The  Mouldiwarp  giggled.  "  My  child, 
what  presumption  !  The  clock  is  much  too 
big  for  you  to  see  ever — all  at  once.  The 
sun's  the  centre  of  it.  This  is  just  a  pretend- 
ing clock.  It'll  do  for  what  we  want,  of 
course,  or  I  wouldn't  have  had  it  made  for 
you.  Sit  down  on  the  second-hand— oh,  no, 
it  won't  hurt  the  daisies.  Count  a  hundred 
— yes,  that's  right." 

They  sat  down  on  the  close  white  line  of 
daisies  and  began  to  count  earnestly. 

"And  now,"  the  Mouldiwarp  said,  when 
the  hundred  was  counted,  "  it's  just  the  same 
time  as  it  was  when  you  began  !  So  now  you 
understand." 

"  But  if  we  sit  here,"  said  Elfrida,  "  bow 
can  we  ever  be  anywhere  else  ?  " 

"You  can't,"  said  the  Mouldiwarp.  "So 
one  of  you  will  have  to  stay  and  the  other 
to  go." 

"You  go,  Elfie,"  said  Edred.  "I'll  stay 
till  you  come  back." 

"That's  very  dear  of  you,"  said  Elfrida, 
"  but  I'd  rather  we  went  together.  Can't  you 
manage  it  ?  "  she  asked  the  mole. 

"  I  cauld^  of  course,"  it  said ;  "  but  .  .  . 
he's  afraid  to  go  without  you,"  it  said, 
suddenly. 

"  He  isn't,  and  he's  two  years  younger  than 
me,  anyway,"  Elfrida  said,  hotly. 

"Well,  go  without  him,"  said  the  mole. 
"You  understand  perfectly,  don't  you,  that 
when  he  has  stopped  the  clock  your  going  is 
the  same  as  your  not  going,  and  your  being 

here    is   the  same   as   not   being,   and 

What  I  mean,"  it  added,  hastily  returning  to 
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"  THBV  SAT  DOWN   ON  THE  CLOSE  WHITE  LINE  OP   DAISIES." 


Sussex  talk,  "you  needn*  be  so  turble  put 
out.  He  won*t  know  youVe  gone  nor  yet  *e 
won*t  believe  youVe  come  back.  Be  off 
with  'e,  my  gell." 

Elfrida  hesitated.  Then,  "Oh,  Edred," 
she  said,  "  I  have  had  such  a  time  !  Did  it 
seem  very  long?  I  know  it  was  horrid  of 
me,  but  it  was  so  interesting  I  couldn't  come 
back  before." 

"Nonsense,"  said  Edred.  "Well,  go  it 
you  like  ;  I  don't  mind." 

"  IVe  beeriy  I  tell  you,"  said  Elfrida,  drag- 
ging him  off  the  second-hand  of  the  daisy 
clock,  whose  soldiers  instantly  resumed  their 
wheeling  march. 

"  So  now  you  see,"  said  the  mole.  "  Tell 
you  what — next  time  you  wanter  stop  de 
clock  we'll  just  wheel  de  barrer  on  to  it 
Now  you  go  along  and  play.  YouVe  had 
enough  Arden  magic  for  this  *ere  Fursday,  so 
.you  'ave,  bless  yer  hearts  an'  all." 

And  they  went. 

That  was  how  Edred  perceived  the  adven- 
ture of  "The  Highwayman  and  the ." 

But  I  will  not  anticipate.  The  way  the  adven- 
ture seemed  to  Elfrida  was  rather  different. 

After  the  mole  said  "my  gell"  she  hesi- 
tated, and  then  went  slowly  towards  the 
castle  where  the  red  roof  of  the  house 
showed  between  the  old,  ivy-grown  grey 
buttresses.  She  looked  back,  to  see  Edred 
and  the  Mouldiwarp  close  together  on  the 
face  of  the  wonderful  green  and  white  clock. 


They  were  very  still.  She  made  her  mind 
up — ran  indoors  and  up  the  stairs  and 
straight  to  The  Door — she  found  it  at 
once — shut  the  door,  and  opened  the  second 
chest  to  the  right. 

**  You  change  your  clothes  and  the  times  change  loo- 
Change,  that  is  what  you've  got  to  do ; 
Cooroo,  cooroo,  cooroo,  cooroo," 

said  the  pigeons  or  the  silence  or  Elfrida. 

"  I  wonder,"  she  said,  slipping  on  a  quilted 
green  satin  petticoat  with  pink  rosebuds 
embroidered  on  it,  "whether  Shakespeare 
began  being  a  poet  like  that — ^just  little  odd 
lines  coming  into  his  head  without  him 
meaning  them  to."  And  her  mind,  as  she 
put  on  a  pink-and-white  brocaded  dress,  was 
busy  with  such  words  as  "Our  great  poet, 
the  Honourable  Miss  Arden,"  or  "  Miss 
Arden,  the  female  Milton  of  nowadays." 

She  fitted  on  a  white,  soft  little  cap  with 
pink  ribbons  and  ran  to  open  the  door. 
She  was  not  a  bit  afraid.  It  was  like  going 
into  a  dream.  Nothing  would  be  real 
there.  Yet— as  she  ran  through  the  attic 
door  and  the  lace  of  her  sleeve  caught  on  a 
big  rusty  nail  and  tore  with  a  harsh  hissing 
noise— she  felt  very  sorry. 

But  she  had  only  half  the  first  half  of  a 
thought  to  give  to  the  lace — for  the  door 
opened,  not  on  the  quiet  corridor  with  the 
old  prints  at  Arden  Castle,  but  on  a  quite 
strange  panelled  room,  full  of  a  most  extra- 
ordinary disorder  of  stuffs — feathers,  dresses, 
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cloaks,  bonnet-boxes,  parcels,  rolls,  packets, 
lace,  scarves,  hats,  gloves,  and  finery  of  all 
sorts.  There  were  a  good  many  people  there  : 
serving-maids — she  knew  they  were  serving- 
maids — a  gentleman  in  knee-breeches  showing 
some  fine  goldsmith's  work  on  a  silver  tray, 
and  in  the  middle  a  very  pretty,  languishing- 
looking  young  lady  who  looked  as  silly  as 
she  was  fair.  All  the  women  wore  enormous 
crinolines — or  hoops. 

"  What !  Hid  in  the  closet  all  the  while, 
cousin  ?  "  said  the  young  lady.  "  Oh,  but  it's 
the  slyest  chit !  Come,  see  how  the  new 
scarf  becomes  thy  Bet.  Is  it  not  vastly 
modish  ?  " 

"  Yes,'*  said  Elfrida,  not  knowing  in  the 
least  what  to  say. 

Everything  gave  a  sort  of  tremble  and 
twist,  like  the  glass  bits  in  a  kaleidoscope 
give  just  before  they  settle  into  a  pattern. 
Then,  as  with  the  bits  of  glass,  everything  was 
settled,  and  Elfrida,  instead  of  feeling  that 
she  was  looking  at  a  picture,  felt  that  she  was 
alive,  with  live  people. 

Some  extraordinary  accident  had  fixed  in 
Elfrida's  mind  the  fact  that  Queen  Anne 
began  to  reign  in  1702.  I  don't  know  how 
it  was.  These  accidents  do  sometimes  occur. 
And  she  knew  that  in  Queen  Anne's  day 
ladies  wore  hoops.  Also,  since  they  had 
gone  back  a  hundred  years  to  Boney's  time, 
perhaps  this  second  venture  had  taken  her 
back  two  hundred  years.     If  so 

"  Please,"  she  said,  very  quickly,  "  is  this 
1707,  and  is  Queen  Anne  dead  ?" 

"Heaven  forbid,"  said  everyone  in  the 
room ;  and  Bet  added,  "  La,  child,  don't 
delay  us  with  your  prattle.  The  coach  will 
be  here  at  ten,  and  we  must  lie  at  Tonbridge 
to-night." 

So  Elfrida,  all  eyes  and  ears,  squeezed  into 
a  corner  between  a  band-box  and  a  roll  of 
thick,  blue -flowered  silk  and  looked  and 
listened. 

Bet,  she  gathered,  was  her  cousin — an 
Arden,  too.  She  and  Bet  and  the  maids, 
and  an  escort  of  she  couldn't  quite  make 
out  how  many  men,  were  to  go  down  to 
Arden  together.  The  many  men  were  be- 
cause of  the  Arden  jewels,  that  had  been 
re-set  in  the  newest  mode,  and  the  collar  of 
pearls  and  other  presents  Uncle  Arden  had 
given  to  Bet;  and  the  highwaymen,  who,  Elfrida 
learned,  were  growing  so  bold  that  they  would 
attack  a  coach  in  St.  Paul's  Churchyard  in 
broad  daylight.  Bet,  it  seemed,  had  under- 
taken commissions  for  all  her  girl  friends 
near  Arden,  and  had  put  off  most  of  them 
till  the  last  moment.    She  had  carefully  spent 


her  own  pin-money  during  her  stay  in  town, 
and  was  now  hastily  spending  theirs.  The 
room  was  crowded  with  tradesmen  and  women 
actually  pushing  each  other  to  get  near  the  lady 
who  had  money  to  spend.  One  woman  with 
a  basket  of  china  was  offering  it  in  exchange 
for  old  clothes  or  shoes,  just  as  old  women 
do  now  at  back  doors.  And  Cousin  Bet's 
maid  had  a  very  good  bargain,  she  con- 
sidered, in  a  china  tea-pot  and  two  dishes,  in 
exchange  for  an  old  green  lutestring  dress  and  a 
hooped  petticoat  of  violet  quilted  satin.  Then 
there  was  a  hasty  meal  of  cold  bacon  and 
bread  and  beer,  and,  Elfrida  being  wrapped 
up  in  long-skirted  coat  and  scarves  almost 
beyond  bearing,  it  was  announced  that  the 
coach  was  at  the  door. 

It  was  a  very  tight  fit  when  at  last  they  were 
all  packed  into  the  carriage,  for  though  the 
carriage  was  large  there  was  a  great  deal  to 
fill  it  up,  what  with  Cousin  Bet  and  her  great 
hoops,  and  the  maids  and  their  hoops,  and 
the  band -boxes  and  packages  of  different 
sizes  and  shapes,  and  the  horrid  little  pet 
dog  that  yapped  and  yahed,  and  tried  to  bite 
everyone,  from  the  footmen  to  Elfrida,  The 
streets  were  narrow  and  very  dirty,  and  smelt 
very  nasty  in  the  hot  June  sun. 

And  it  was  very  hot  and  stuffy  inside  the 
carriage,  and  more  bumpety  than  you  would 
think  possible — more  bumpety  even  than  a 
wagon  going  across  a  furrowed  corn-field. 
Elfrida  felt  rather  headachy,  like  you  do  when 
you  go  out  in  a  small  boat  and  everyone  says 
it  is  not  at  all  rough.  By  the  time  the  carriage 
got  to  Lewisham  Elfrida's  bones  were  quite 
sore,  and  she  felt  as  though  she  had  been 
beaten.  There  were  no  springs  to  the  carriage, 
and  it  reminded  her  of  a  bathing-machine 
more  than  anything  else — you  know  the  way  it 
bumps  on  the  shingly  part  of  the  shore  when 
they  are  drawing  you  up  the  beach,  and  you 
tumble  about  and  can't  go  on  dressing,  and 
all  your  things  slide  off  the  seats.  The  maids 
were  cross  and  looked  it.  Cousin  Bet  had 
danced  till  nigh  midnight,  and  been  up  with 
the  lark,  so  she  said.  And,  having  said  it, 
went  to  sleep  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage 
looking  crosser  than  the  maids.  Elfrida 
began  to  feel  that  empty,  uninterested  sensa- 
tion which  makes  you  wish  you  hadn't  come. 
The  carriage  plunged  and  rattled  on  through 
the  green  country,  the  wheels  bounding  in 
and  out  of  the  most  dreadful  ruts.  More 
than  once  the  wheel  got  into  a  rut  so  deep 
that  it  took  all  the  men  to  heave  it  out  again. 
Cousin  Bet  woke  up  to  say  that  it  was  vastly 
annoying,  and  instantly  went  to  sleep  again. 

Elfrida,  being  the  smallest  person  in  the 
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carriage  except  Amour,  the  dog,  was  con- 
stantly being  thrown  into  somebody's  lap^ 
to  the  annoyance  of  both  parties.  It  was 
very  much  the  most  uncomfortable  ride  she 
had  ever  had.  She  thought  of  the 
smooth,  swift  rush  of  the  train — 
even  the  carriers  cart  was  luxury 
compared  lo  this.  *'  The  roads 
aren't  like  roads  at  all/*  she  told 
herself;  **  they're  like  ploughed 
fields  with  celet}'  trenches  in 
them  "  —  she  had  a 
friend  a  market  gar- 
dener, so  she  knew. 

Long  before  the  car- 
riage drew  up  in  front 
of   the    Bull    at    Ton- 
bridge  Elfnda  felt 
that  if  she  only  had 
a  piece  of   [xietry 
ready  she  would  say 
it,    and     ask     the 
Mouldiwaq>  to  take 
her  back  to  her  own 
times,  where,  at  any 
rate,  carriages  had 
springs  and   roads 
were  roads.      And 


shining  furniture  and  bow  windows  at  both 
ends,  one  set  looking  on  the  road  where  the 
sign  of  the  Bell  creaked  and  swung  from 
a  tall  post,  and  the  other  looking  on  a  very 


"comb,   SEB  how  THB  NBW  scarf   becomes  thy  BBT.    'IS  IT  NOT  VASTLY  MODISH?" 


when  the  carriage  did  stop  she  was  so  stiff 
she  could  hardly  stand. 

"  Come  along  in,"  said  a  stout,  pleasant- 
faqed  lady  in  a  frilled  cap;  "come  in,  my 
poppet.  There's  a  fine  supper,  though  it's 
me  says  it,  and  a  bed  that  you  won't  beat 
in  Kent  for  soft  and  clean,  you  may  lay  to 
that." 

There  was  a  great  bustle  of  shouting  ostlers 
and  stablemen ;  the  horses  were  taken  out 
before  the  travellers  were  out  of  the  carriage. 
Supper  was  laid  in  a  big  upper  room,  with 


neat  green  garden,  with  clipped  box  hedges 
and  yew  arbours.  Getting  all  the  luggage 
into  the  house  seemed  likely  to  be  a  long 
business.  Elfrida  saw  that  she  would  not 
be  missed,  and  she  slipped  down  the  twisty- 
cornery  back  stairs  and  through  the  back 
kitchen  into  the  green  garden.  It  was 
pleasant  to  stretch  one's  legs,  and  not  to  be 
cramped  and  buffeted  and  shaken.  But  she 
walked  down  the  grass-path  rather  demurely, 
for  she  was  very  stiff  indeed. 

And  it  was  there,  in  a  yew  arbour,  that  she 
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came  suddenly  on  the  grandest  and  hand- 
somest gentleman  that  she  had  ever  seen. 
He  wore  a  white  wig,  very  full  at  the  sides 
and  covered  with  powder,  and  a  full-skirted 
coat  of  dark-blue  silk,  and  under  it  a  long 
waistcoat  with  the  loveliest  roses  and  forget- 
me-nots  in  bunches,  embroidered  on  silk  and 
tied  in  bunches  with  gold  ribbons.  He  had 
lace  ruffles  and  a  jewelled  brooch,  and  the 
jolliest  blue  eyes  in  the  world.  He  looked 
at  Elfrida  very  kindly  with  his  jolly  eyes. 

"A  lady  of  quality,  Til  be  bound,"  he  said, 
"and  travelling  with  her  suite." 

**  I'm  Miss  Arden  of  Arden,"  said  Elfrida. 

"Your  servant,  madam,"  said  he,  spring- 
ing to  his  feet  and  waving  his  hat  in  a  very 
flourishing  sort  of  bow. 

Elfrida's  little  curtsy  was  not  at  all  the 
right  kind  of  curtsy,  but  it  had  to  do. 

"  And  what  can  I  do  to  please  Miss  Arden 
of  Arden  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Would  she  Hke  a 
ride  on  my  black  mare  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no^  thank  you,"  said  Elfrida,  so 
earnestly  that  he  laughed  as  he  said : — 

"Sure  I  should  not  have  thought  fear 
lived  with  those  eyes." 

"  Fm  not  afraid,"  said  Elfrida,  contemp- 
tuously ;  "  only  I've  been  riding  in  a  horrible 
carriage  all  day,  and  I  feel  as  though  I  never 
wanted  to  ride  on  anything  any  more." 

He  laughed  again. 

"  Well,  well,"  he  said,  "  come  and  sit  by 
me  and  tell  me  all  the  town  news." 

Elfrida  smiled  to  think  what  news  she  could 
tell  him,  and  then  frowned  in  the  effort  to  think 
of  any  news  that  wouldn't  seem  nonsense. 

She  told  him  all  that  she  knew  of  Cousin 
Bet  and  the  journey.  He  was  quite  politely 
interested.  She  told  of  Cousin  Bet's  pur- 
chases— the  collar  of  pearls  and  the  gold 
pomander  studded  with  corals,  the  little  gold 
watch,  and  the  family  jewels  that  had  been 
reset. 

"  And  you  have  all  to-night  to  rest  in  from 
the  cruel  coach  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  said  Elfrida ;  "  we  don't  go  on  again 
till  after  breakfast  to-morrow.  It's  very 
dull— and  oh,  so  slow  !  Don't  you  think 
you'd  like  to  have  a  carriage  drawn  by  a  fiery 
iron  horse  that  went  sixty  miles  in  an  hour  ?  " 

"You  have  an  ingenious  wit,"  said  the 
beautiful  gentleman,  "such  as  I  should  ad- 
mire in  my  wife.  Will  you  marry  me  when 
you  shall  be  grown  a  great  girl  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Elfrida;  "you'd  be  too  old- 
even  if  you  were  to  be  able  to  stop  alive  till  I 
was  grown  up,  you'd  be  much  too  old." 

"  How  old  do  you  suppose  I  shall  be  when 
you're  seventeen  ?  " 
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"  I  should  have  to  do  sums,"  said  Elfrida, 
who  was  rather  good  at  these  exercises.  She 
broke  a  twig  from  a  currant  bush  and 
scratched  in"  the  dusL 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  raising  a  flushed 
face,  and  trampling  out  her  "  sum  "  with  little 
shoes  that  had  red  heels,  "  but  I  think  you'll 
be  two  hundred  and  thirty." 

On  that  he  laughed  more  than  ever  and 
vowed  she  was  the  lady  for  him.  "Your 
ciphering  would  double  my  income  ten  times 
over,"  he  said. 

He  was  very  kind  indeed — would  have  her 
taste  his  wine,  which  she  didn't  like,  and  the 
little  cakes  on  the  red  and  blue  plate,  which 
she  did. 

"  And  what's  your  name  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  My  name,"  said  he,  "  is  a  secret  Can 
you  keep  a  secret  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Elfrida. 

"  So  can  I,"  said  he. 

And  then  a  flouncing,  angry  maid  came 
suddenly  sweeping  down  between  the  box 
hedges  and  dragged  Elfrida  away  before  she 
could  curtsy  properly  and  say,  "Thank  you 
for  being  so  kind." 

"  Farewell,"  said  the  beautiful  gentleman  ; 
"  doubt  not  but  we  shall  meet  again.  And 
next  time  'tis  I  shall  carry  thee  off  and  shut 
thee  in  a  tower  for  two  hundred  years  till 
thou  art  seventeen  and  hast  learned  to 
cipher." 

Elfrida  was  slapped  by  the  maid,  which 
nearly  choked  her  with  fury,  and  set  down  to 
supper  in  the  big  upstairs  room.  The  maid 
indignantly  told  where  she  had  found  Elfrida 
"  talking  with  a  strange  gentleman,"  and  when 
Cousin  Betty  had  heard  all  about  it  Elfrida 
told  her  tale. 

"  And  he  was  a  great  dear,"  she  said. 

"A ?" 

"  A  very  beautiful  gentleman.  I  wish  you'd 
been  there.  Cousin  Betty.  You'd  have  loved 
him  too." 

Then  Cousin  Bet  also  slapped  her.  And 
Elfrida  wished  more  than  ever  that  she  had 
some  poetry  ready  for  the  Mouldiwarp. 

The  next  day's  journey  was  as  bumpety  as 
the  first,  and  Elfrida  got  very  tired  of  the 
whole  business. 

"Oh,  I  wish  something  would  happen," 
she  said. 

It  was  a  very  much  longer  day  too,  and  the 
dusk  had  fallen  while  still  they  were  on  the 
road.  The  sun  had  set  red  behind  black 
trees,  and  brown  twilight  was  thickening  all 
about,  when,  at  a  cross-roads,  a  man  in  a 
cloak  and  mask  on  a  big  black  horse  suddenly 
leaped  from  a  hedge,  stooped  from  his  saddle, 
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opened  the  carriage  door,  caught  Elfrida 
with  one  hand  by  the  gathers  of  her  full 
travelling  coat  (he  must  have  been  fright- 
fully strong,  and  so  must  the '  gathers),  set 
her  very  neatly  and  quite  comfortably  on  the 
saddle  before  him,  and  said  : — 

"  Hand  up  your  valuables,  please — or  I 
shoot  the  horses.  And  keep  your  barkers 
low,  for  if  you  aim  at  me  you  shoot  the  child. 


Then  Elfrida  knew  who  he  was. 

"  Oh,"  she  cried,  "  you  are  mean  ! " 

"  Trade's  trade,"  said  he,  but  he  held  her 
quite  gently  and  kindly.  "Now,  my  fair 
madam " 

The  men  were  hesitating,  fingering  their 
pistols.  The  horses,  frightened  by  the  sudden 
check,  were  dancing  and  prancing  all  across 
the  road ;  the  maidservants  were  shouting  that 


IK   YOU   AIM    AT   ME   YOU    SHOOT   THE  CHILD. 


And  if  you  shoot  my  horse,  the  child  and  I 
fall  together." 

But  even  as  he  spoke  he  wheeled  the  horse 
so  that  his  body  was  a  shield  between  her 
and  the  pistols  of  the  serving-men. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  Cousin  Bet's  voice 
was  quite  squeak^.  "  We  have  no  valuables ; 
we  are  plain  country  people,  travelling  home 
to  our  farm." 

"  I  want  the  collar  of  pearls,"  said  he,  "and 
the  pomander,  and  the  little  gold  watch,  and 
the  jewels  that  have  been  reset." 


it  was  true ;  he  had  the  child,  and  better  lose 
a  few  jewels  than  all  their  lives,  and  Cousin 
Bel  was  sobbing  and  wailing  inside  the  dark 
coach. 

Well,  the  jewels  were  handed  out — that 
was  how  it  ended — handed  out  slowly  and 
grudgingly,  and  the  hand  that  reached  for 
them  through  the  dusk  was  very  white,  Cousin 
Bet  said  afterwards. 

Elfrida,  held  by  the  highwayman's  arm, 
kept  very  still.  Suddenly  he  stooped  and 
whispered  in  her  ear. 
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"  Are  you  afraid  that  I  shall  do  you  any 
harm  ?  " 

"  No,"  whispered  Elfrida.  And  to  this  day 
she  does  not  know  why  she  was  not  afraid. 

"Then "  said    he.     "Oh,   the   brave 

little  lady  ! " 

And  on  that  suddenly  set  spurs  to  his 
horse,  leapt  the  low  hedge,  and  reined  up 
sharply. 

"  Go  on  home,  my  brave  fellows,"  he 
shouted,  "  and  keep  your  mouths  shut  on 
this  night's  work.  I  shall  be  at  Arden  before 
you " 

"The  child!"  shrieked  the  maids;  "oh, 
the  child ! "  and  even  Cousin  Bet  interrupted 
her  hysterics,  now  quite  strong  and  over- 
whelmmg,  to  say,  "The  child  !" 

"Shall  I  order  supper  for  you  at  Arden  ?  " 
he  shouted  back,  mockingly,  and  rode  on 
across  country,  with  Elfrida,  breathlessly 
frightened  and  consciously  brave, .  leaning 
back  agamst  his  shoulder.  It  is  a  very 
wonderful  feeling,  riding  through  the  night 
on  a  great  strong  dark  horse,  through  a 
deepenmg  night  in  a  strange  country  held 
fast  by  an  arm  that  you  can  trust,  and  with 
the  muscles  of  a  horse's  great  shoulder  rip- 
phng  against  your  legs  as  they  hang  helplessly 
down.  Elfrida  ceased  to  think  of  Mouldi- 
warps  or  to  try  to  be  a  poet. 

And  quite  soon  they  were  at  the  top  of 
Arden  Hill,  and  the  lights  of  the  castle 
gleamed  and  blinked  below  them. 

"  Now,  sweetheart,"  said  the  highwayman, 
"  I  shall  set  you  down  in  sight  of  the  door 
and  wait  till  the  door  opens.  You  can  tell 
them  all  that  has  chanced  save  this  that  I 
tell  you  now.  You  will  see  me  again.  They 
will  not  know  me,  but  you  will.  Keep  a 
still  tongue  till  to-morrow,  and  I  swear  Miss 
Arden  shall  have  all  her  jewels  again,  and 
you  shall  have  a  gold  locket  to  put  your  true 
love's  hair  in  when  you're  seventeen  and  I'm 
two  hundred  and  thirty.  And  leave  the 
parlour  window  open.  And  when  I  tap, 
come  to  it.     Is  it  a  bargain  ?  " 

"  Then  you're  not  really  a  highwayman  ?  " 

"What  should  you  say,"  he  asked,  "if  I 
told  you  that  I  was  the  third  James,  the 
rightful  King  of  England,  come  to  claim  my 
own  ?  " 

"Oh!"  said  Elfrida,  breathless.  And  he 
set  her  down,  and  she  walked  to  the  door  of 
the  castle  and  thumped  on  it  with  her  fists. 

Her  tale  had  been  told  to  the  servants, 
and  again  to  Cousin  Bet  and  the  maids,  and 


the  chorus  of  lament  and  astonishment  was 
settling  down  to  a  desire  to  have  something 
to  eat ;  anyhow,  the  servants  had  gone  to 
the  kitchen  to  hurry  the  supper.  Cousin  Bet 
and  Elfrida  were  alone  in  the  parlour,  where 
Elfrida  had  dutifully  set  the  window  ajar. 

The  laurel  that  was  trained  all  up  that  side 
of  the  house  stirred  in  the  breeze  and  tapped 
at  the  window.  Elfrida  crossed  to  the 
window-seat.  No,  it  was  only  the  laurel. 
But  next  moment  a  hand  tapped — a  hand 
with  rings  on  it,  and  a  white  square  showed 
in  the  window — a  letter. 

"  For*  Miss  Betty  Arden,"  said  a  whispering 
voice. 

Elfrida  carried  the  letter  to  where  her 
cousin  sat  and  laid  it  on  her  lap. 

"  For  me,  child  ?     Where  did  you  get  it  ?  " 

"Read  it,"  said  Elfrida;  "it's  from  a 
gentleman." 

"  Lud  !  "  said  Cousin  Bet.  "  What  a  day  ! 
— a  highwayman  and  the  jewels  lost  and  now 
a  love-letter." 

She  opened  it,  read  it — read  it  again  and 
let  her  hand  flutter  out  with  it  in  a  helpless 
sort  of  way  towards  Elfrida,  who,  very  brisk 
and  businesslike,  took  it  and  read  it.  It  was 
clearly  and  beautifully  written. 

"  The  Chevalier  St.  George,"  it  said,  "  visit- 
ing his  kingdom  in  secret  on  pressing  affairs 
of  State,  asks  housing  and  hiding  beneath  the 
roof  of  the  loyal  Ardens." 

"  Now,  don't  scream,"  said  Elfrida,  sharply ; 
"who's  the  Chevalier  St.  George?" 

"Our  King,"  said  Betty,  in  a  whisper — 
"  our  King  over  the  water — King  James  the 
Third.  Oh,  why  isn't  my  uncle  at  home  ? 
They'll  kill  the  King  if  they  find  him.  What 
shall  I  do?    What  shall  I  do?" 

"  Do  ?  "  said  Elfrida.  "  Why,  don't  be  so 
silly.  That's  what  you've  got  to  do.  Why, 
it's  a  glorious  chance.  Think  how  everyone 
will  say  how  brave  you  were.  Is  he  Bonnie 
Prince  Charlie?  Will  he  be  King  some  day?" 

"  No,  not  Charles — James  ;  uncle  wants 
him  to  be  King." 

"  Then  let's  help  him,"  said  Elfrida,  "  and 
perhaps  it'll  be  your  doing  that  he  is  King." 
Her  history  had  never  got  beyond  Edward 
the  Fourth  because  of  having  to  go  back 
to  1066  on  account  of  new  girls,  and  she 
had  only  heard  of  Prince  Charlie  in  ballads 
and  story-books.  "And  when  he's  King 
he'll  make  you  Dowager- Duchess  of  Some- 
where and  give  you  his  portrait  set  in 
diamonds.  Now  don't  scream.  He's  outside. 
I'll  call  him  in.     Where  can  we  hide  him  ?  " 


(To  be  continued,) 
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in  any  way.  Can  your  readers  guess  how  it  was 
done  ? — Mr.  John  F.  Moore,  St.  Patrick's  Seminary, 
Menlo  Park,  San  Mateo  Co.,  Cal. 


THK    HALO    OF    ST.  STEPHKNS. 

THE  photr^raph  which  I  send 
you  is  extremely  curious,  for 
if  your  readers  will  look  at  the 
head  of  the  statue  of  Lord  Beacons- 
field  they  will  notice  that  the  dial 
of  Hig  Ben  forms  a  halo  around 
the  sfatesman's  head.  The  curious 
coincidence  is  a  happy  one,  and 
the  publication  of  the  picture 
appropriate,  since  Primrose  Day 
will  be  celebrated  as  usual  during 
the  current  month.  —  Mr,  Horace 
W.  NichoUs,  9,  Amherst  Avenue, 
Ealing. 

HOW    WAS    THIS    DONE? 

I  SEND  you  a  curious  photo- 
graph. There  were  no  wires, 
ropes,  nails,  or  l)oards  used  to 
support  the  man  in  this  poise, 
which  looks  difficult.  The  ex- 
posure was  half  a  second,  stop  six- 
teen, no  double  printing,  and  the 
plate  was  not  faked  or  retouched 


A    STILE    FOR   DOGS. 

MY  photograph  is  that  of  a  stile  in  South  Devon, 
across  a  field,  the  hole  being  for  the  dog ! 
There  are  a  number  of  these  scattered  about  Devon. 
— Cadet  S.  Stuart- Russell,  Royal  Naval  Collie, 
Dartmouth. 
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shows  twelve  of  the  victims. 
— Mr.  J.  Passmore,  29,  Wood 
Street,  Swindon. 


SINGING  FOR  A  PIG. 

THIS  is  a  photo- 
graph of  a  novel 
competition  at  some 
village  sports.  Each 
competitor  had  to  catch 
a  pig  and  sing  a  comic 
song,  holding  the  pig 
under  his  arm.  Any 
competitor  smiling  or 
laughing  was  at  once 
disqualified.  The  gen- 
tleman in  the  photo 
graph  was  not  the 
winner.  —  Mr.  R.  F. 
Howe,  Wetheringsett, 
Stowmarket. 


A    PANAMA  CANAL 
RELIC 

HERE  is  a  photograph 
of  an  old  dump  car 
used  by  the  French  during 
the  time  they  were  engaged 
in  trying  to  dig  the  Panama 
Canal.  The  car  has  been 
standing  for  over  twenty 
years,  and  a  large  tree  has 
grown  up  between  the  rails, 
crowding  the  car  from  the 
track.  One  of  the  rails 
can  be  seen  at   the   bottom 


THE    POWER   OF 
LIGHTNING. 

AMR.  SMITH, 
farmer,  of  Wit- 
zieshoek,  sent  eight 
sp)an  of  oxen  to  some 
place  near.  On  the  return  journey,  near  Harri- 
smith,  a  heavy  storm  suddenly  came  on,  with  thunder 
and  lightning.  One  very  sharp  flash  struck  the  last 
span  of  fourteen  oxen,  killing  them  all  instantly 
and  stunning  the  two  drivers,  who,  however,  soon 
recovered.     The  photograph  taken  by  my  son  only 


r 


of  the  tree,  and  the  tree  is  encircled  by  a  band 
of  iron  which  forms  one  side  of  the  car.  The 
photc^raph  was  taken  at  San  Pablo,  which  was 
quite  an  important  place  during  the  French 
r«5f«///^.— Mr.  J.  W.  Martin,  Tabernilla,  Canal  Zone, 
Panama. 
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ANOTHER   CHESS    PROBLEM.-THE   QUEEN'S 
TOUR. 

'T^'^HE  puzzle  is  to  cover  every  square  on  the  board 
i  in  fourteen  moves.  There  are  forty  -  four 
squares  from  which  the  tour  can  commence.  The 
start  in  this  plan  is  made  from  King's  Rook  square. 
— Mr*  W.  Gregory,  Glenhursl,  Beckenham,  Kent. 


Notice  for  a  Instrument  Musical  Game. 


I  tm  Mttsic  Plajcr  B«g  Pi|>o  Cdruct  R.  Claraet,  B.  k  E.  Althorn,  Ifrnniau.  Biuc, 
Ban  Tune.  Ttnuer  Tromlx^u.  Six  Horn.  Side  Drum,  Big  Dnim  tod  Mohau  IHutc  Hormoniau,  and 
I  can  repair  every  kind  old  and  broken  Baja's  and  now  my  pratice  only  bng  pi|)c. 

I  give  notice  if  any  man  Earopeau  or  Natives  in  Hongkong  and  Konloon  who  know 
tliete  all  Bi^a'a  he  play  upon  nnd  inslrutuent  of  Music  with  mo  these  nil  Buja's  but  drst  I  would 
sound  bag  pipe  I  promise  if  ho  will  win  mo  I  will  give  $500  and  if  I  win  him  I  will  take 
|S60.  from  him. 

The  following  Rnlos  fur  play  every  march  would  play  (rem  \bisic  Book,  first  I  would  see 
a  tuuc  from  Mn»tc  Book  and  he  would  sound  same  tune  after  he  would  sec  a  tune  nnd  I  would 
sound  he  would  song  a  March  and  I  would  write  in  Masic  same  March  after  I  nould  song  a  tune 
he  would  wnlo  the  same  tunc  I  want  Music  player  not  by  heart  period  of  notice  pernutted  only 
one  month  from  15th.  August  to  IStli.  September,  1903. 

If  any  gentleman  with  to  soiyid  bag  pipe  I  am  ready  my  fees  for  a  program  is  $5.  first 
I  am  pipe  M«\jof  m  83rd.  Burma  Infantry  I  took  discharge  from  l4Ui.  Augu«*,  1903. 

CmmitUf  hlcmhtTt  f,om  me  i$  Band  Mutter  D«rbe  BegimtHi. 

I^CHHMAN  SINQH, 

Ko    10.  Austin  Road,  Third   Floor. 
KOWLOON. 


WOOD  V.  WIRE. 

AROUND  this 
curious  tree, 
when  quite  young, 
wire  netting  wa* 
placed  in  order  to  pre- 
vent the  rabbits  eat- 
ing the  bark.  Since 
then  the  tree  has 
grown  considerably, 
leaving  the  wire  net- 
ting embedded  in  the 
tree  nearly  one  inch, 
giving  it  the  curious 
appearance  shown. 
The  tree  is  in  the 
village  of  Meopham, 
Kent.— Mr.  M.  Hall- 
ward,  Woodlands, 
Shorne,  near  Graves- 
end,  Kent. 

"NOTICE  FOR 
A  INSTRUMENT 
MUSICAL  GAME." 

I  SEND  you  an 
amusing  adver- 
tisement sent  broad- 
cast by  an  Indian 
bagpipe  player.  His 
many  accomplish- 
ments are  only  ex- 
ceeded by  the  remark- 
able lucidity  with 
which  they  are  ex- 
pounded for  the 
benefit  of  the  unen- 
lightened masses.  — 
M.  B.,  Hong-Kong. 
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WALKED  SIXTEEN  TIMES  ROUND  THE 
WORLD. 

''T^lIE  accompanying  photograph  is  of  Mr. 
X  Richard  Williams,  who  recently  was  the 
recipient  of  the  Royal  Service  Medal  on  his  well- 
merited  retirement,  after  thirty-eight  years'  ser- 
vice under  the  G.P.O.  as  rural  postman  at 
Cressage,  .Salop.  He  ha^,  during  that  period, 
walked  the  above  astonishing  distance  in  going 
to  and  returning  from  duty  and  during  his  round. 
For  the  greater  part  of  the  time  Mr.  Williams 
walked  thirty-eight  miles  per  day,  as  he  lived  ;it 
Build  was,  and  had  to  walk  to  Cressage  to  go  on 
duty  twice  daily.      The  total  amounts  to  four 


hundred  and  fifteen  thousand  six  hun- 
dred and  twenty  miles.  Is  this  a  record 
for  a  postman  ?  Besides  this,  during 
the  season  Mr.  Williams  reckons  up 
quite  a  respectable  total  of  miles  he  has 
walked  with  shooting  parties,  as  he  is 
a  well-known  figure  to  every  sportsman 
for  miles  around.  Mr.  Williams  is 
justly  proud  of  his  Service  Medal,  and 
the  letter  from  the  l\:)stmaster- General 
which  accompanied  it.  Mr.  Williams 
was  the  first  postman  to  deliver  a  post- 
card and  was  als )  the  first  to  ride  a 
bicycle  in  the  village.  — Messrs.  Baldwin 
Bios,  and  Bartlam,  Dawley,  Salop. 


A   PUZZLE  PICTURE. 

AT  first  sight  one  might  suppose 
the  next  to  be  a  piciure  of  two 
acrobats  doing  their  turn  on  a  plat- 
form in  a  circus.  In  reality,  however, 
they  are  merely  a  couple  of  ordinary 
everyday  men  who,  having  just  had 
a  dip  in  the  sea,  have  sat  down  on 


the  shingle  with  their  backs  to  the  sea-wall,  from  the  top 
of  which  this  photograph  was  taken. — Miss  I*.  D.  Harris, 
Oak  Hill,  Surbiton. 

AN   OYSTER   WREATH. 

THE  Chesapeake  Bay  and  its  tributaries  produce  80  per 
cent,  of  the  oyster  supply  of  the  United  States — of 
this  product  about  one  half  is  taken  from  the  waters  of 
Virginia.  It  is  known  that  a  female  oyster  will  lay 
several  millions  of  eggs  in  a  single  season.  Most  of 
these,  under  favourable  conditions,  meet  male  cells,  and 
st)on  develop  into  swimming  embryos.  They  finally  settle 
to  the  bottom,  and  attach  themselves  to  whatever  hard 
substance  they  happen  to  light  upon.  The  Japanese  use 
\  quantities  of  bamboo  brush  for  this  purpose.  The  founda- 
tion for  the  beautiful  oyster  wreath  shown  in  the  j)hoto- 
graph  is  an  iron  hoop  of  alx)ut  three  feet  in  diamerer.  It 
and  the  old  shoe  were  recently  taken  from  the  waters  of 
Chesapeake  Bay  along  the  eastern  shore  of  Virginia. 
Experts  estimate  the  number  of  oysters  forming  the  wreath 
at  over  ten  thousand. — Mr.  A.  D.  Dart,  Irvington,  Va. 
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the  ever-popular  crystal  maze.  A  cloc^r  study, 
however,  will  show  its  true  significance,  and  the 
address  can  easily  be  read. — Mr.  Wm.  Pietzsch,  2,544, 
Second  Ave.,  New  York,  N.Y. 

WONDERFUL  WOOD-TURNING, 

THE  enclosed  is  a  photograph  of  specimens  of 
curious  wood-lurning,  by  an  old  turner  here 
lately  post  work.  The  portraits  of  the  two  great 
statesmen  on  each  side  of  the  finely-turned  column 
are  extremely  difficult  to  turn  on  the  lathe.  They  arc 
turned  on  the  inside  and  outside  of  a  cylinder  of  wood, 
which  is  then  cut  across  into  sections,  showing  the 
two  profiles.  The  photograph  shows  two  sections, 
each  about  the  eighth  of  an  inch  thick. — Mr.  II.  C-  S. 
Colbome,  25,  Devonshire  Terrace,  Hastings. 


A  PECULIAR  PET. 

I  SEND  you  a  picture  of  a  baby  beaver  taken 
several  months  ago.  An  Indian  found  him  and 
gave  him  to  the  Chinese  trader.  The  little  animal  is 
about  seven  inches  long  and  very  intelligent.  It 
would  waddle  after  its  master  when  hungry,  and  if 
no  attention  was  paid  to  its  cries  would  endeavour  to 
climb  up  his  trousers.  To  hear  it  crying  one  would 
think  a  baby  was  in  the  house.  It  was  fed  for  a 
while  on  crackers  and  milk. — Mr.  S.  D.  H.  Pope, 
Fort  St.  James,  Stuart  Lake,  British  Columbia. 

A  PUZZLING  ADDRESS. 

THE  accompanying    envelope   was  delivered  to 
♦me,  in  spite  of  its  rather  curious  address.     At 
tirs*.  glance  it  has  the  appearance  of  being  a  plan  of 
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By  EDWARD   PRICE   BELL. 


HEN  Zory  Sicks,  loyal  to  his 
old  custom,  knelt  on  the  barn- 
floor  that  night  to  pray,  his 
heart  suddenly  stood  still  at 
the  sound  of  a  sob.  It  was 
so  dark  about  Zory  that  he 
could  not  see  his  hand  before  his  face.  Slowly, 
breathlessly,  he  straightened  himself  and 
listened  Again  he  heard  the  sob,  this  time 
so  distinct  that  he  knew  it  was  a  woman's. 
Immediately,  then,  he  caught  the  accents  of 
a  man's  voice,  low  and  soothing,  but  itself, 
if  Zory's  ear  did  not  mislead  him,  unsteady 
with  emotion. 

"  By  gracious  ! "  exclaimed  the  listener, 
mentally,  "  it's  Billy  and  Peggy  Ann  ! " 

Feeling  his  way,  setting  down  his  bare  feet 
with  cat-like  softness,  Zory  laid  hold  of  the 
perpendicular  ladder,  climbed  noiselessly  to 
the  loft,  and  sank  down  on  the  hay.  He 
heard  the  big  barn-doors  swing  on  their 
hinges,  and  then  the  thump  of  hoofs  and 
rumble  of  wheels,  as  Old  Nell  lumbered 
up  the  bridge,  with  the  carriage,  into  the 
building.  Peggy  Ann  was  riding,  and 
Billy,  her  husband,  was  leading  the  mare. 
Zory  could  see  the  yellow  rays  of  a  lantern 
playing  among  the  shadows  amid  the  rafters. 
Ordinarily,  of  course,  he  would  have  hurried 
down  to  help  Billy  put  up  the  horse,  but  the 
sobs  and  the  shaken  voice  kept  him  still. 
Even  when  Billy  called  out,  lustily,  "  Zory !  " 
Zory  held  his  tongue  and  did  not  move. 

"  Seems  the  ole  feller's  away  somwhere," 
said  Billy,  starting  to  unhitch.  "  You  set 
where  you  are,  Peggy,  till  I  unharness  and 
feed,  and  we'll  go  to  the  house  together." 

Billy  and  Peggy  Ann  had  been  to  town 
that  day,  leaving  Zory  at  home,  as  usual,  to 
look  after  the  place.     They  had  started  very 
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early — considerably  before  sunrise — so  that 
Zory  had  had  a  long  and  lonesome  day  of  it. 
Moreover,  it  had  been  a  somewhat  anxious 
day  with  him.  Billy  and  Peggy  Ann,  before 
starting  to  town,  had  not  seemed  entirely 
natural ;  they  had  been  unwontedly  silent, 
and  Zory  had  imagined,  while  shrinking  from 
over-close  observation,  that  there  had  been 
a  drawn  look  about  Peggy  Ann's  mouth. 
Furthermore,  Billy  had  stopped  with  two 
cups  of  coffee  and  one  helping  of  ham  and 
eggs  for  breakfast — beyond  dispute,  a  dis- 
quietingly  light  feed  for  Billy.  And,  finally, 
Zory  could  not  forget  that,  having  taken  his 
stand,  as  customarily,  in  the  front  yard, 
expecting  Billy  to  glance  back  at  him  from 
the  turn  in  the  road,  the  old  farmer  had 
made  no  sign,  driving  straight  on,  his  head 
bent  close  to  Peggy  Ann's. 

Now,  so  far  as  anybody  had  ever  been  able 
to  see,  Zory's  emotional  nature  was  accessible 
from  only  one  direction — through  Billy  and 
Peggy  Ann.  The  rest  of  the  human  race 
might  come  or  go,  Zory  did  not  seem  to 
care  a  whit.  But  let  anything  affect  the  old 
farmer  and  his  wife— any  grief,  any  joy — and 
Zory  had  a  heart  as  sensitive  as  the  heart  of  a 
girl.  Nor  was  it  hard  to  understand  this — 
Billy  and  Peggy  Ann  were  pretty  nearly  the 
whole  world  to  Zory.  Tramping  into  the 
country,  years  and  years  before — an  utter 
stranger,  his  earthly  all  bound  in  a  red 
bandanna  and  slung  over  his  shoulder  on  a 
stick — not  from  Billy  Jamison's  door  had  he 
been  turned  away ;  Billy  had  called  off  the 
dogs  and  taken  him  in,  and  Peggy  Ann  had 
bid  him  eat  his  fill  at  her  heavily-laden  board. 

Ever  since  that  day  Zory  had  been  a  sort 
of  moving  landmark  on  the  farm— always 
there,  never  away  for  so  much  as  a  day.     As 


Edward  Price  Bell. 
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'  PEGGY  ANN   WAS   RIDING,   AND   BII.LY,    KBK    HUSBAND,   WAS  LEADING  THE   MARB. 


the  years  passed  he  shrivelled  into  a  little, 
grey-haired  scrap  of  a  man,  good  for  nothing 
but  work.  Billy  gave  him  his  board  and 
keep  and  an  odd  piece  of  silver,  and  Zory 
was  satisfied.  All  the  ups  and  downs  of  the 
family  he  followed  as  if  he  shared  its  flesh 
and  blood.  That  billowy  little  spot  under 
the  trees  on  the  hill  at  the  back  of  the 
place,  where  slept  Arthur,  and  Ned,  and 
little  Jane,  and  the  rest,  was  just  as  sacred 
to  Zory  as  it  was  to  Billy  and  Peggy  Ann. 
Taking  the  cows,  morning  and  night,  to  and 
from  the  woods  pasture,  often  he  left  the 
bridle-path  through  the  brush  and  tarried 
among  the  leaf-thatched  graves  to  think. 

No  real  pain  ever  came  to  Zory  from  his 
reflections  on  those  buried  there.  They  had 
been  dear  to  him.  Each  one  stood  out  clear 
and  appealing  in  his  memory.  The  boys  he 
had  taught  to  ride,  and  swim,  and  shoot ;  so 
frequently  had  he  rambled  and  romped  with 


the  girls  that  their 
bright  eyes  and  wild- 
blown  hair  seenoed 
woven  into  every 
fragment  of  the 
fabric  of  his  long- 
ago.  But  Zory 
thought  of  them  all, 
boys  and  girls  alike, 
with  a  kind  of  hap- 
piness and  pride.  It 
was  when  he  left 
the  little  graveyard, 
turned  from  the  dead 
to  the  living,  that  the 
exaltation  died  out 
of  his  face.  Hard- 
ship, financial  sacri- 
fice, Billy  and  Peggy 
Ann  had  gladly 
borne  for  Archibald 
and  Thomas ;  and 
then,  out  in  the  great 
world,  very  far  out  in 
the  great  world,  these 
sound  and  brave 
and  clever  boys  had 
triumphed  —  and 
forgot. 

Billy's  broken 
voice  and  Peggy 
Ann's  sobs  knocked 
all  the  sleep  out  of 
Zor)''s  head  for  that 
night.  Stealthily 
creeping  after  the 
old  couple  to  the 
house,  he  crouched 

beneath  the  window  of  the  summer  kitchen, 

where  they  were  at  supper.     Low- toned  and 

desultory  was  their  talk,  but  not  a  word,  nor 

any  of  the  meaning,  escaped  the  sharp  ear 

and  wit  of  the  little  man  without. 

"  Wish  I  was  like  I  used  to  be,"  said  Peggy 

Ann  ;  "  with  two  strong  hands  and  two  good 

eyes  ! " 

Billy  gave  a  sad  little  laugh. 

"  Gracious,  Peggy  !     Supposin'  I  was  like 

/used  to  be  !" 
A  long  pause. 
"  Wonder,"    said    Peggy    Ann,    "  whatMl 

become  o'  Zory  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  answered  Billy,  "  there  ain't  a  farmer 

in  the  country  but'd  be  glad  to  git  him.   Zory's 

a   splendid   worker — small,    but    stout,   and 

tough's  a  pine  knot." 

"  B'lieve,  if  I  was  you,  I'd  write  to  Archie 

and  Tom,  anyway,"  suggested  Peggy  Ann. 
"  As  a  matter  o'  fact,  I  did  write  to  Archie," 
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"  And  didn't  he  answer  you  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"What'dhesay?" 

"Said  Tom  was  in  the  mountains  on  a 
huntin'-trip  and  he  couldn't  spare  nothin' — at 
present.  You  see,  Peggy,  livin'  costs  an  awful 
lot  in  the  city ;  'tain't  like  out  here.  Besides, 
I  think  the  boys'  families  is  gittin'  pretty  big 
now.  We'll  go  to  court  to-morrow  ;  and,  if 
we  can't  stave  ole  Crooks  off,  we'll  move  to 
the  village,  and  I'll  git  a  job  at  the  coal-mine." 

"K7«  can't  work  in  the  coal-mine,  Billy; 
you're  too  old  I " 

"  Nonsense,  Peggy  !  I  can't  work  below, 
but  I  can  do  somethin'  about  the  pit- 
mouth." 

Zory  heard  no  more— except  a  fresh  sob 
and  the  wild  beating  of  his  own  heart.  Nor 
needed  he  to  hear  more ;  old  Crooks,  he 
knew  perfectly  well,  meant  to  appear  in  court 
the  next  day,  to  foreclose  his  three-thousand- 
dollar  mortgage  on  the  farm.  Zory  stole 
away  from  the  window,  passed  out  into  the 
barn- lot,  and  lay  down  on  a  hay-rack,  with  his 
face  to  the  stars.  It  was  the  paramount 
moment  of  his  life;  he  felt  himself  in  the 
shadow  of  a  calamity  that  nobody — nobody 
but  Zory  Sicks — stood  forth  to  avert. 

Three  thousand  dollars ! 

"  I^rdy  !  "  cried  Zory.  "  And  I  ain't  got 
the  price  of  a  green  pumpkin  ! " 

He  got  on  his  feet,  folded  his  arms,  and 
stared  at  the  East.  The  old  Zory  Sicks— the 
insignificant,  dog-like,  do-as-he-was-told  Zory 
Sicks — had  vanished  into  thin  air.  In  his 
place  was  a  being  hard-visaged,  self-centred, 
inflexible,  militant.  Up  and  down  he  paced, 
his  bare  feet  sinking  softly  into  the  flour- fine 
dust.  His  mind  was  full  *of  the  farm  and 
the  aged  figures  of  Billy  and  Peggy  Ann.  To 
break  this  trinity,  to  mar  this  time  and  trial- 
welded  unity,  struck  Zory  as  an  impious 
horror  that  no  man  of  feeling  could  witness 
and  live.  He  gnawed  a  morsel  off  his  black 
plug,  saw  the  lights  go  out  at  the  house,  and 
turned  towards  the  stable. 

Plenty  of  people  were  there — thousands  of 
them.  Since  daybreak  they  had  been  pour- 
ing in,  sending  up  such  clouds  of  dust  as  had 
not  previously  choked  the  highways  for  a 
year.  The  streets  were  crammed  with  wagons, 
carts,  buggies,  carriages,  overflowing  with 
humanity.  Hundreds  of  persons  were  on 
horseback.  The  pavements  swarmed  with 
pedestrians.  Everybody  looked  well  dressed 
— the  older  folk  smart  in  decorous  black ; 
the  young  men  brave  in  new  suits  and  flam- 
ing neckties ;   the  girls  fresh  and  sweet  in 


frocks  snow-white,  and  ribbons  that  matched 
the  spectrum  of  the  sun. 

Everybody  well  dressed  ? 

How  about  that  little  grey-haired  scrap  of 
a  man,  riding  bareback  on  that  rough-coated 
sorrel  filly  ?  His  hat  was  a  shapeless  rag  of 
felt.  He  wore  neither  coat  nor  waistcoat,  a 
home-made  checked  shirt,  and  big-legged 
blue-cotton  trousers  that  flapped  audibly 
about  his  sockless  shanks.  His  sunburnt 
feet  were  bare.  He  had  not  troubled  to 
shave.  It  seemed  quite  doubtful  whether  he 
had  even  washed  his  face.  But  boldly  he 
pressed  along,  indifferent,  oblivious,  never 
speaking  except  to  soothe  his  restive  mare. 

The  principal  day  it  was  of  the  great  agri- 
cultural event  of  the  year — the  county  fair. 
Through  wide-flung  gates,  under  gnarled 
beeches,  the  host  streamed  into  the  grounds, 
spreading  as  it  flowed,  like  a  shoreless  flood. 
Gambling,  horse-racing,  feasting,  love-making, 
mayhap  a  few  fights — these  were  on  the 
cards,  not  to  mention  milder  delights  by  the 
score.  On  every  hand  stretched  scarlet- 
hearted  water-melons,  fragrant  musk-melons, 
tall  glasses  of  red  and  white  lemonade,  twists 
of  snowy  taffy,  and  stands  high-heaped  with 
sandwiches,  cakes,  and  rainbow-coloured 
sweets.  The  sultry  air,  pungent  with  mixed 
odours,  pulsed  with  the  neigh  of  horses,  the 
rattle  of  wheels,  the  buzz  of  crowds,  the  cries 
of  hawkers,  the  laughter  of  children,  the 
blast  of  whistles,  and  the  plaint  of  vague, 
vagrant  melodies. 

The  quaint  horseman,  within  the  grounds, 
quickly  freed  himself  from  the  crush,  and 
started  off  at  a  smart  canter.  As  he  rode  he 
faced  the  town,  and  a  big,  square,  stone- 
columned  building  rose  before  him,  sharply 
defined  against  the  sky.  So  clear  was  the 
air  that  he  could  see  the  huge  hands  on 
the  clock-tower.  Both  the  building  and  the 
clock-hands  seemed  to  impress  him,  for  fre- 
quently he  turned  his  eyes  that  way,  mutter- 
ing, the  while  he  urged  his  nervous  steed 
forward.  The  length  of  the  string  of  white- 
washed racing -stables  he  traversed  without 
pausing.  Then  he  wheeled  the  filly  and 
cantered  back,  closely  scanning  the  faces  of 
horse-owners  and  jockeys  as  he  went. 

"Halloa,  Zory!" 

Zory  abruptly  halted. 

Out  of  a  stable  door  had  stepped  a  man 
in  shirt-sleeves  —  clear-eyed,  clean-shaven, 
ruddy,  and  rotund. 

"  Travellin',  Zory,  or  goin'  to  some  place  ?  " 

Zory  slid  off  the  filly  and  stepped  close  up 
to  Rabby  Jackson,  the  greatest  horseman  in 
the  county. 
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"  Rabby,"  he  said,  speaking  low,  "  we're 
in  trouble  at  the  farm.  You  know  ole 
Crooks?" 

Rabby  nodded. 

"YouVe  heard  about  his  mortgage,  I 
reckon  ?  " 

Again  Rabby  nodded. 

"  Well  "  —  Zory  pointed  towards  the  big 
building  —  "  he's  goin'  to  be  over  there 
to-day,  to  foreclose.  The  mortgage  is  for 
three  thousand,  you  know." 

"Tidy  sum,  Zory." 

"  Dear  me,  I'd  reckon  'twas !  Rabby,  I 
want  your  help  !  " 

Rabby  frowned. 

"  I  want  you  to  git  me  into  this  Gran' 
Special  free-for-all  for  three-year-olds,  about 
which  I've  been  readin'  in  the  county  paper." 

"With  what,  Zory  ?" 

"  With  this  sorrel." 

Stepping  back,  Rabby  swiftly  envisaged 
Zory's  shaggy  mount. 

"  Why,  Zory,"  said  he,  kindly,  but  not  with- 
out scorn,  "that  filly  can't  win  the  Gran' 
Special !  I  ain't  even  enterin'  my  own  three- 
year-olds,  bred  and  trained  to  the  track,  and 
good  ones,  too.  There's  only  one  prize,  but 
it's  ^y^  thousan',  and  the  smartest  runners  in 
the  country's  here.  Dewdrop'll  win  that  race, 
hands  down." 

"  Git  me  in,  anyway,  Rabby !  I  want  to 
try  for  it.  Pay  the  entrance  fee,  and  I'll  make 
it  up  to  you  some  day." 

Rabby  stared  hard  into  the  little  man's 
eyes.  Then  again  he  examined  the  filly — 
critically  this  time,  from  hoofs  to  ear-tips, 
from  teeth  to  tail.    At  last  he  turned  to  Zory. 

"  Can  she  really  go  some,  Zory  ?  " 

Zory's  troubled  eyes  twinkled. 

"  Ain't  always  lookin'  for  a  hitchin'-post  ?  " 

"  Hates  a  hitchin'-post,"  said  Zory.  "  Take 
it  from  me,  Rabby,  that  filly's  made  o'  fire 
and  steel  springs,  and  can  run  like  all  git-out ! " 

"  But  you  never  rode  in  a  race,  Zory. 
You  don't  know  the  game — no  more  does  the 
boss." 

"  I  can  ride  anywhere,  Rabby.  Ain't  I 
lived  with  bosses,  and  broke  wild  colts  and 
fillies,  for  thirty-five  year  ?  As  for  the  sorrel, 
she's  a  little  skittish,  but  she's  got  a  lot  o' 
sense.  Put  us  in  the  race,  Rabby  ;  we  might 
win  it.  There's  no  other  way  on  earth,  so  far's 
I  see,  to  git  that  money,  and  git  it  iquick. 
Once  ole  Crooks  lays  hands  on  Billy's  fine 
stock-farm,  nobody'll  ever  git  it  away  from 
him.  Put  us  in  the  race,  Rabby.  I  promise 
you  you'll  not  be  ashamed  of  us.  And  you 
sha'n't  lose  nothin'.  I'll  pay  you  back — some 
"  -' ! " 


And  when,  at  the  stroke  of  one,  that  big 
field  of  runners,  smartly  groomed,  smartly 
mounted,  bounced  and  capered  on  to  the 
track  before  the  grand  stand,  Zory  and  the 
sorrel  were  there.  Zory's  entry  had  come 
late,  but  not  fatally;  Rabby  Jackson  had 
managed  it.  The  names  of  the  sorrel  and 
her  rider  were  absent  from  the  printed 
programmes,  but  everything  was  made  plain 
by  a  man  who  shouted  through  a  megaphone 
from  the  judge's  stand  that,  at  the  last 
moment,  "Sorrel  Lass,  a  filly  owned  by 
William  Jamison,  of  the  southern  end  of  the 
county,"  had  been  entered  for  the  Grand 
Special.  She  would  be  "ridden  by  Zory 
Sicks,  under  the  familiar  racing-colours — 
black  and  orange — of  Rabby  Jackson." 

First  on  the  track  galloped  the  famous 
Dewdrop — a  marvel  of  action  and  a  dream  of 
beauty.  All  the  odds  were  on  him,  with 
precious  little  money  for  the  long  shots.  On 
his  heels  followed  Clovertop,  Scarlet  Berry, 
Red  Elf,  Black  Frank,  Stormpetrel,  Lady- 
bird, and  the  others,  each  raising  a  cheer 
from  the  huge  crowd  in  the  grand  stand  and 
the  black  throngs  massed  on  either  side  of 
the  track.  Almost  at  the  tail  end  came  the 
tardily-entered  Sorrel  Lass,  with  Zory  up. 
For  a  moment  there  was  complete  silence — 
the  crowds  breathless  with  amazement — then 
peal  after  peal,  scream  after  scream,  of 
uproarious  and  irrepressible  laughter. 

Zorys  long-haired  mount,  by  contrast  with 
her  shaved  and  polished  fellows,  looked  less 
a  racehorse  than  some  odd  beast  of  the 
jungle.  In  every  move  she  showed  her 
newness  to  the  track — no  beautiful  parade 
manners  about  her.  Advancing  with  painful 
caution,  shying,  darting  quick  glances  from 
side  to  side,  Sorrel  Lass  was  the  picture  of 
exquisite  torture.  At  the  shrill  of  a  trumpet 
she  almost  jumped  out  of  her  skin.  When 
the  band  blared  forth,  she  reared  and  plunged 
in  an  agony  of  fear,  giving  Zory  urgent  need 
of  all  the  horsemanship  wrapped  up  in  his 
agile  and  wiry  frame. 

Zory,  except  that  he  was  hatless,  was 
dressed  exactly  as  on  the  road,  still  in  his 
homely  checked  shirt  and  bare  feet,  with  his 
big-legged  trousers  making  merry  with  his 
naked  shanks.  Stranger  than  his  horse, 
stranger  than  himself,  was  the  manner  of  his 
mounting.  All  the  other  saddles  were  in 
the  middle  of  the  horses'  backs ;  Zory's— a 
bare  skeleton,  with  short  stirrups,  supplied 
by  Rabby — was  right  over  the  filly's  withers, 
and  the  rider  grasped  the  reins  within  a  few 
inches  of  the  horse's  mouth.  The  other 
riders  stood  in  their  stirrups  as  they  galloped. 
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"almost   at  the  tail   ENO  came  <yORRKL   LASS    WITH   ZORY   UP." 


Zory  crouched,  with  flexed  knees,  over  the 
filly's  shoulders,  his  face  against  her  mane. 

"  Is  it  a  monkey  or  a  man  ?  "  rang  a  loud 
voice  from  the  grand  stand. 

"  Sit  up,  laddie  ;  you'll  get  curvature  o'  the 
spine  ! "  cried  another. 

"  Thinks  he's  ridin'  a  bicycle  !  "  shouted 
back  somebody  from  the  opposite  side  of  the 
course; 

"  Say,  sonny,  didn't  you  saddle  the  wrong 
boss?" 

"That  filly  might  win  if  she  had  a  hair- 
cut ! " 

"  Great  heavens  ! "  roared  a  white-breeched 
sport  on  the  edge  of  the  track  ;  "  it's  straight 
from  the  Zoo ! " 

Heedless  of  the  sharp  and  pitiless  tongue 
of  the  crowd,  Zory  only  crooned  to  the  filly 


and  waited  for  the  start.  The  jockeys,  he 
noted,  shared  to  the  full  the  raging  fun  about 
them— absorbed  rather  less  in  him  and  his 
horse  than  in  the  Gatling-fire  of  rustic  wit. 
As  for  Zory,  blind  and  deaf  to  irrelevant 
sights  and  sounds,  he  gave  all  his  mind  to 
the  track.  Nothing  there  escaped  his  pierc- 
ing eyes — no  rider,  no  horse.  Scarce  were 
the  runners  well  warmed  in  their  preliminary 
movements  when  Zory  felt  he  had  marked 
the  danger-points  —  knew  the  gradation  of 
the  test  looming  before  him  and  his  mare. 
Rabby  Jackson  and  the  "  talent "  were  right ; 
of  this  Zory  had  no  doubt 

"  If  I'm  beat,"  thought  he,  unconsciously 
setting  his  teeth  and  hard-gripping  his  reins, 
"it'll  be  by  Dewdrop." 

After  what  seemed   to  ^uy,  and   more 
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particularly  to  Sorrel  Lass,  a  veritable  age 
of  introductory  leaping,  sidling,  canter- 
ing, and  fast  speeding,  carae  the  call  for 
the  start.  Well  up  the  stretch  the  runners 
were  wheeled  into  irregular  formation. 
Zory  did  not  fight  for  any  special  place — 
simply  sought  free  going- way  among  his  rivals. 
Closely  bunched,  and  driving  hard,  the  big 
field  swept  past  the  grand  stand,  raising  a 
thunderous  cheer.  Rough  crowding,  a  horse 
down,  and  the  field  recalled.  Twice  more 
a  non-start,  and  two  jockeys,  cut-throating 
for  the  pole,  were  ruled  w^ith  their  mounts  out 
of  the  race.  Carefully  clear  of  the  mel^e, 
Zory  patted  the  fill/s  shoulder  and  crooned 
in  her  ear.  At  the  starting-post,  the  fourth 
try,  the  field  was  nearly  a  bee-line. 

"  Go  ! "  cried  the  starter. 

"  They're  off!  The/re  off ! "  screamed  the 
crowd. 

And,  fiercely,  savagely — fraught  with  its 
sublimated  horseflesh,  its  masterly  jpckeyship, 
its  heavy  wagers,  its  hopes  and  fears— the 
Grand  Special  was  on.  Zory  made  no 
brilliant  showing  in  the  get-away.  First,  he 
did  not  know  how  to  manage  that  highly 
technical  business ;  and,  secondly,  he  had 
no  mind  to  break  Sorrel  Lass's  heart  at  the 
beginning.  "The  inside  track's  all  rights" 
reasoned  he,  "  if  it  don't  cost  too  much.  But 
we  got  a  mile  and  a  half  to  go — three  times 
round  a  half-mile  course — and  there'll  be  plenty 
o'  chance  to  fight  for  the  lead — and  the  race 
— when  the  runnin's  rightly  on."  Sorrel  Lass, 
goaded  by  the  wild  scrambling  and  jostling, 
was  keen  to  make  sad  havoc  of  Zory's  Fabian 
tactics,  but  his  hard  little  hands  were  too 
clever  and  too  relentless  on  the  snaffle-bit. 

Ladybird's  were  the  laurels  of  the  get-away. 
At  the  starter's  signal,  shooting  out  like  a 
comet,  sharply  she  swerved  in  and  snatched 
the  lead  from  under  Dewdrop's  nose.  On 
Ladybird's  flank,  pacing  her  hard,  ran  Storm- 
petrel.  Crowding  Stormpetrel,  in  turn,  sped 
Scarlet  Berry.  These  three  —  Ladybird, 
Stormpetrel,  and  Scarlet  Berry — formed  the 
front  of  the  swift- moving  field.  Behind  them 
was  a  close  knot  of  horses,  with  Sorrel  I^ss 
in  the  centre.  Far  to  the  rear  galloped  three 
or  four  loggers,  quite  unable  to  stand  the 
pace.  All  Zory's  faculties  were  active  to  still 
the  filly's  fears,  nurse  her  nerve,  and  fix  her 
to  the  work  on  a  level  keel. 

At  the  outset  Rabby's  skeleton  saddle  and 
its  curious  position  on  the  horse  gave  Zory 
some  inconvenience  and  concern.  But  very 
shortly  he  realized  that  his  weight — officially 
just  under  nine  stone — rested  so  lightly  on 
^e  mare  that  she  could  stride  out  almost  as 


freely  as  if  riderless.  At  the  end  of  the  first 
circuit — marked  by  a  deafening  roar  from 
the  crowd — Zory  figured  that  he  had  not 
done  so  badly ;  he  was  still  a  good  way 
behind  Ladybird,  Stormpetrel,  Scarlet  Berry, 
and  Dewdrop,  but  at  least  two-thirds  of 
the  field  were  now  behind  him.  Sure  that 
Sorrel  Lass  was  running  with  an  ease  and 
resilience  that  promised  "  plenty  to  come," 
Zory's  courage  rose,  his  heart  leapt  as  with 
new  wine,  and  his  voice  fell  yet  more 
dulcetly  on  the  ears  of  the  mare. 

Again  the  racers  burnt  up  the  half-mile 
circuit.  On  this  round  Zory  had  been  calling 
to  Sorrel  Lass ;  and,  when  the  runners 
flashed  by  the  grand  stand,  the  people  forgot 
to  cheer.  Out  of  Sorrel  Lass's  reserves  of 
action  Zory  Sicks  had  coaxed  a  marvellous 
crescendo.  Gap  after  gap  the  long-haired 
filly  had  closed,  until  she  was  running  dead- 
even  with  Stormpetrel,  and  three  lengths  only 
behind  Ladybird,  Dewdrop,  and  Scarlet 
Berry — those  amazing,  lightning-like  leaders  ! 

The  people  forgot  to  cheer  ! 

Instead  of  their  old  full-throated  shout 
broke  a  babel  of  bewildered  sounds.  Neigh- 
bour looked  at  neighbour,  wonder-eyed — over 
the  spirit  of  the  whole  multitude,  confusion. 
Suddenly,  then,  by  some  magic  impulse,  in 
every  quarter  of  the  crowd  the  sporting 
instinct  found  itself.  Bills  waved  and  flapped 
above  the  heads  of  the  people,  and  thick- 
voiced  men  shouted  even  money,  then  two  to 
one,  three,  four,  five  to  one,  that  Sorrel  Lass 
would  win  second  place  !  Gradually  it  began 
to  strike  the  crowd  that  some  strange  thing 
impended ;  that  the  expected,  the  common- 
place, was  dissolving  ;  that  the  air  was  rose- 
tinted  with  the  heraldry  of  some  glittering 
surprise.  Then  came  a  swirling,  reckless- 
driving  mass-scramble  for  the  winning  wire, 
and  women  and  children  screamed  aloud  in 
the  crush. 

Out  on  the  track — well  round  on  the  last 
lap— Zory  Sicks  was  riding  the  ride  of  his 
life.  His  body  was  in  a  knot ;  his  bare  feet 
sat  firm,  but  free,  in  the  stirrups ;  his  hands 
clutched  the  reins  just  behind  the  bit-rings  ; 
his  cheek  pressed  gently  the  filly's  mane. 
Lightly  he  clung,  but  leech -like,  lying  so  low 
that  the  wind  whizzed  past  him  unresisted. 
Dewdrop  wrenching  the  lead  from  Ladybird, 
this  brilliant  mare  dropped  far  back,  next  to 
nothing  "  left  in  her."  Slowly  running  away 
from  Stormpetrel,  Zory  wore  down  the  lead 
of  Scarlet  Berry,  and  put  her  safely  in  his 
wake.  Only  Dewdrop  remained,  but  Dew- 
drop  was  everything  to  Zory ;  Dewdrop  had 
troubled  Zory's  soul  from  the  start.  True, 
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the  great  colt's  lead  was  now  a  scant  two 
lengths ;  but  Sorrel  I^ss  seemed  to  be  pour- 
ing out  the  best  that  was  in  her,  and  there 
was  only  a  quarter  to  go. 

"Git,  Lass,  git!" 

Zory's  spurs  and  lash. 

"  Git,  Lass,  git !  " 

Words,  yet  rawhide  in  their  sting. 

Close-knit  body  a-throb,  head  low,  flaming 
nostrils  tilted  and  extended,  tail  streaming  to 
the  wind.  Sorrel  Lass  was  running  as  smooth 
as  a  parquet  floor.  Almost  imperceptibly 
the  daylight  between  her  and  Dewdrop  was 
closing.  Round  they  flew  on  to  the  broad 
bosom  of  the  home  stretch. 

"  Git,  Lass,  git !  " 

Had  the  filly  wings  ? 

"  Git,  Lass,  git !  "  I 

Was  it  the  old  battle  with  heat  and  sleet  ? 

"Git,  Lass,  git!" 

The  gales  of  the  wide  pasturelands  were 
blowing  in  her  blood.  Again  she  was 
cleaving  her  mad  way  through  the  bush. 
Again  she  was  clearing  ditches,  fences,  fallen 
trees.  Again  she  was  circling  the  fields, 
measuring  the  valleys,  leaping  spray-like  up 
the  heights. 

"Git,  I^ss,  git!" 

Right  and  left  loomed  the  great  crowds, 
rapt  and  still.  Sounded  only  the  breathing 
of  the  horses,  the  beat  of  their  hoofs,  and  the 
stir  of  the  summer  wind  in  the  beeches. 
On — a  shaft  of  light— shot  Sorrel  Lass.  At 
eighty  yards  she  accounted  for  the  final  ray 
of  the  rifL  Flush  with  the  grand  stand  her 
nose  was  stealing  along  Dewdrop's  flank. 
Another  moment  and  they  were  flying  neck 
and  neck.  A  terrific  crash  of  cheers — plus 
that  dripping  acid,  "  Git !  git !  git !  " — and 
Sorrel  Lass  flung  into  the  flight  the  last 
glorious  ounce  of  her  dazzling  powers  ! 

Directly  beneath  the  winning  wire  Rabby 
Jackson's  practised  eyes  stared  straight  across 
the  track.  As  the  deafening  applause,  rising 
cheer  on  cheer,  culminated  in  a  kind  of 
Olympus  roar,  Rabby  saw  two  bulging, 
blood-red  nostrils  glow  like  head-lamps.  One 
was  half  a  nose  length  in  front  of  the  other, 
and  out  of  Rabby's  big  throat  broke  a  mighty 
shout. 

Far  down  the  track  he  pulled  Zory  out  of 
a  snowdrift  of  lather,  and  pressed  back 
towards  the  judge's  stand,  the  little  man  on 
his  shoulders.  Up  went  the  official  result : 
"Sorrel   Lass   First.     Time,    2.41}^,''     The 


huge  throng  in  the  grand  stand  bent  and 
swayed  like  tree-tops  in  a  tempest.  Over  the 
white  paling,  pell-mell,  burst  a  frenzied 
torrent,  flooding  the  whole  home  stretch  with 
tumult  and  violence.  Out  of  the  vortex  of 
the  maelstrom  rose  the  little  figure  of  Zory. 
His  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  official  fiat — 
"  Sorrel  I^ss  First."  As  its  full  meaning 
stormed  in  on  him,  he  shook  like  an  aspen- 
leaf.  Sleepy,  hungry,  thirsty,  exhausted,  a 
great  weakness  jBind  dizziness  spread  all  over 
him.  Reeling  on  Rabby's  shoulders,  he 
sank  his  hands  into  the  big  man's  hair,  and 
the  tears  streamed  like  summer  rain  from  his 
parched  and  aching  eyes. 

When  Zory  Sicks  and  Rabby  Jackson 
hurried  into  the  circuit  court-room  at  a 
quarter  before  two  o'clock,  Billy  and  Peggy 
Ann  were  there,  and  old  Crooks  and  his 
lawyer,  and  the  judge.  Zory  and  Rabby  had 
been  to  the  bank,  and  on  the  table,  before 
old  Crooks's  bulging  eyes  and  fallen  jaw,  Zory 
counted  out  three  thousand  dollars,  and  a 
matter  of  three  hundred  dollars  interest,  in 
crisp  new  notes. 

"Billy's  goin'  to  keep  th'  farm,  Mister 
Crooks,"  said  Zory,  stepping  back  and  fixing 
the  mortgagee  with  his  tired,  red  eyes. 

"  Rabby,"  asked  the  judge — the  mortgage 
paid  off*—"  how  did  it  happen  ?  " 

"  Your  Honour,"  replied  Rabby,  "  Zory 
Sicks  won  the  Gran'  Special  with  Billy's  sorrel 
filly — that's  all;  Reckon  I've  watched  'most 
as  many  races  as  I  got  hairs  on  my  head, 
but  I  never  see  such  ridin'  before  in  my  time! 
And  Billy  " — Rabby  turned  to  the  speechless 
old  farmer—"  I  take  it  you  and  Peggy  Ann  — 
and  Zory  Sicks — will  never  be  poor  again  ;  in 
spot  cash,  that  filly's  worth  at  least  twenty 
farms  like  your'n." 

That  night,  when  the  thick-clustering  stars 
twinkled  out  of  the  blue,  they  shone  on  an 
old  farm  wagon,  lumbering  its  slow  way  along 
a  country  road.  Her  nose  almost  touching 
the  end  gate,  followed,  listlessly,  a  shaggy 
sorrel  filly.  Billy  and  Peggy  Ann,  in  the 
high  spring  seat,  were  going  home.  Behind, 
in  the  bottom  of  the  wagon.  Sorrel  loss's 
hitch-rein  knotted  about  his  hand,  his  hatless 
grey  head  pillowed  on  a  sack  of  flour,  dead 
asleep,  lay  the  humble  little  Wellini^ton  of 
that  day's  Waterloo,  the  quaint  oddrnent  of 
a  man  who  had  smitten  back  the  feet  of  the 
alien  from  sacred  sod  and  clod. 
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"MY   AFRICAN  JOURNEY." 

BY  THE   RT.  HON.  WINSTON   SPENCER  CHURCHILL,  M.P. 
III.-THE    HIGHLANDS    OF    EAST    AFRICA. 


OLOUR"  is  already  the 
dominant  question  at  Nairobi. 
*'We  mean  to  make  East 
Africa  a  white  man's  country/' 
cries,  in  strident  tones,  the 
Colonists'  Association  on 
every  occasion.  Truly  a  respectable  and  im- 
pressive policy  ;  but  one  which  seems,  at  first 
sight,  rather  difficult  to  achieve  in  a  land 
where  there  are,  so  far,  fewer  than  two  thou- 
sand five  hundred  whites  and  more  than  five 
million  black  aboriginals.  Can  East  Africa 
ever  become  a  white  man's  country?  Can 
even  the  Highlands,  with  their  cool  and 
buoyant  breezes  and  temperate,  unchanging 
climate,  become  a  white  man's  country? 
Never,  certainly,  in  the  sense  that  Canada, 
or,  indeed,  the  United  Kingdom,  are  white 
men's  countries — that  is  to  say,  countries 
inhabited  wholly  by.  white  people  and  sub- 
sisting upon  an  economic  basis  of  white 
"^skilled  labour, 
t  is  scarcely  worth  while  even  to  imagine 
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the  Highlands  of  East  Africa  denuded  of 
their  native  inhabitants  and  occupied  solely 
by  Europeans.  Such  an  idea  is  utterly  im- 
possible. AVhatever  may  be  the  increase  in 
the  white  population  in  the  future,  it  is  safe 
to  say  that  it  will  be  far  more  than  counter- 
balanced by  the  multiplication  of  the  natives 
as  they  are  guarded  against  famine  and 
prevented  from  civil  war.  But  were  such  a 
solution  possible,  it  would  be  almost  the  last 
thing  in  the  world  desired  by  those  who 
clamour  for  "a  white  man's  country."  For 
observe  it  is  not  against  the  black  aboriginal 
that  the  prejudices  and  interests  of  the  white 
settler  or  trader  are  arrayed.  The  African, 
it  is  conceded,  is  welcome  to  stay  in  his  own 
country.  No  economic  competition  has  yet 
arisen  or  is  likely  to  arise  between  him  and 
the  new-comers.  Their  spheres  of  activity 
lie  wholly  apart,  for  the  white  man  absolutely 
refuses  to  do  black  man's  work  ;  not  for  that 
harsh  toil  does  he  exile  himself  from  the 
land  of  his  birth ;  and  the  native  could  not, 
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in  his  present  state  of  development,  displace 
the  white  man  in  skilled  employments  and 
the  superintendence  and  the  organization  of 
industry — even  if  he  would — and  nothing 
is  farther  from  his  ambitions. 

It  is  the  brown  man  who  is  the  rival.  The 
European  has  neither  the  wish  nor  the  power 
to  constitute  a  white  proletariat  in  countries 
like  East  Africa.  In  his  view  the  blacks 
should  be  the  private  soldiers  of  the  army, 
but  the  non-commissioned  officers  and  the 
commanders  must  be  white.  This  should 
not  be  dismissed  as  a  mere  assertion  of  racial 
arrogance.  It  is  an  obstinate  fact.  It  is 
already  a  grave  defect  for  a  community  to 
found  itself  upon  the  manual  labour  of  an 
inferior  race,  and  many  are  the  complications 
and  perils  that  spring  therefrom.  But  what 
of  the  second  storey?  If  there  is  to  be 
any  kind  of  white  society  dwelling  together 
year  after  year  within  the  standards  of  life 
and  comfort  to  which  Europeans  have 
universally  been  accustomed  to  aspire,  and 
largely  to  attain,  this  middle  stage  in  the 
economic  system  must  provide  that  white 
society  with  the  means  of  earning  —  as 
professional  men,  as  planters,  merchants, 
traders,    farmers,    bankers,    overseers,    con- 


there  is  not  a  .single  employment  of  this 
middle  class  from  which  he  will  not,  to  a 
very  large  extent,  clear  the  white  man,  as 
surely  and  as  remorselessly  as  the  brown  rat 
extirpated  the  black  from  British  soil. 

Then  what  remains?  What  sort  of  social 
organizations  shall  we  be  building  up,  with 
so  much  labour  and  expense,  in  these  new 
lands  under  the  British  Crown?  There  is 
already  no  white  working  class.  There  is  to 
be  no  white  middle,  class.  Room  is  left  only 
for  the  capitalist  pure  and  simple — if  one 
may  so  describe  him.  A  vast  army  of 
African  labourers,  officered  by  educated 
Indians  or  Chinese,  and  directed  by  a  few 
individuals  of  diverse  nationalities  employing 
cosmopolitan  capital — that  is  the  nightmare 
which  haunts  the  white  population  of  South 
Africa,  and  at  which  what  there  is  of  a  white 
population  in  East  Africa  is  already  shriek- 
ing vigorously. 

Yet  hear  the  other  side.  How  stands  the 
claim  of  the  British  Indian  ?  His  rights  as  a 
human  being,  his  rights  as  a  British  subject, 
are  equally  engaged.  It  was  the  Sikh  soldier 
who  bore  an  honourable  part  in  the  conquest 
and  pacification  of  these  East  African  coun- 
tries.    It  is  the  Indian  trader  who,  penetrat- 
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tractors,  builders,  engineers,  accountants, 
clerks— a  living  for  themselves  and  their 
families.  And  here  strikes  in  the  Asiatic. 
In  every  single  employment  of  this  class,  his 
power  of  subsisting  upon  a  few  shillings  a 
month,  his  industry,  his  thrift,  his  sharp 
business  aptitudes  give  him  the  economic 
superiority  ;  and  if  economic  superiority  is  to 
be  the  final  rule — as  it  has  never  been  and 
never  will  be  in  the  history  of  the  world — 


ing  and  maintaining  himself  in  all  sorts  of 
places  to  which  no  white  man  would  go  or  in 
which  no  white  man  could  earn  a  living,  has 
more  than  anyone  else  developed  the  early 
beginnings  of  trade  and  opened  up  the  first 
slender  means  of  communication.  It  was  by 
Indian  labour  that  the  one  vital  railway  on 
which  everything  else  depends  was  con- 
structed. It  is  the  Indian  banker  who 
supplies  perhaps  the  larger  part  of  tl  e  capital 
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yet  available  for  business  and  enterprise,  and 
to  whom  the  white  settlers  have  not  hesitated 
to  recur  for  aid.  The  Indian  was  here  long 
before  the  first  British  official.  He  may  point 
to  as  many  generations  of  useful  industry  on 
the  coast  and  inland  as  the  white  settlers — 
especially  the  most  recently  -  arrived  con- 
tingents from  South  Africa  (the  loudest 
against  him  of  all) — can  count  years  of 
residence.  Is  it  possible  for  any  Govern- 
ment with  a  scrap  of  respect  for  honest 
dealing  between  man  and  man  to  embark 
upon  a  policy  of  deliberately  squeezing  out 
the  native  of  India  from  regions  in  which  he 
has  established  himself  under  every  security 
of  public  faith  ?  Most  of  all  must  we  ask,  is 
such  a  policy  possible  to  the  Government 
which  bears  sway  over  three  hundred  millions 
of  our  Indian  Empire? 

We  are  in  presence  of  one  of  those 
apparently  hopeless  antagonisms  of  interests 
which  baffle  and  dispirit  all  who  are  con- 
cerned in  their  adjustment.  And  these 
questions  are  not  confined  to  East  Africa 
or  to  South  Africa.  A  whole  series  of  new 
problems  has  arisen,  and  will  grow  graver  and 
larger  as  the  immediate  history  of  the  British 
Empire  unfolds.  They  erect  themselves  upon 
a  field  almost  wholly  unstudied,  and  familiar 
only  by  the  prejudices  which  in  every  direc- 
tion dbstruct  movement  and  view.  The 
entry  of  the  Asiatic  as  labourer,  trader,  and 
capitalist  into  competition  in  industry  and 
enterprise  not  only  with^  but  ;«,  the  Western 
world  is  a  new  fact  of  first  importance. 
Cheap,  swift,  easy  means  of  communica- 
tion, the  establishment  of  peace  and  order 
over  land  and  sea,  the  ever-growing  inter- 
dependence of  all  men  and  all  countries 
upon  one  another,  have  given  wings  to 
Asiatic  commercial  ambition  and  rendered 
Asiatic  manual  labour  fluid,  as  it  has  never 
before  been  fluid  since  the  beginning  of 
things.  Unless  these  new  elements  in  the 
economic  life  of  mankind  can  be  scientifi- 
cally and  harmoniously  controlled  and  assi- 
milated, great  and  novel  dangers  menace 
alike  the  Asiatic  and  the  European  he  sup- 
plants. On  the  one  hand  we  see  the  possible 
exploitation  under  various  unhealthy  con- 
ditions of  immense  masses  of  Asiatic  labour, 
to  the  moral  injury  of  the  employer  and 
to  the  degradation  and  suffering  of  the 
employed  ;  on  the  other  the  overturn  of  the 
standards  of  living  laboriously  achieved  or 
long  obstinately  battled  for  among  Europeans. 

Superadded  to  these  we  must  foresee  the 

confusion  of  blood,  of  manners,  of  morals, 

unting,  where  operative  upon  any  exten- 


sive scale,  almost  to  the  disintegration  of  the 
existing  order  of  society.  And  behind — very 
close  behind — lie  the  appeals  to  force,  by 
mobs  or  Empires,  to  decide  in  a  brutal 
fashion  the  brutal  question  which  of  two 
sets  of  irreconcilable  interests  shall  prevail. 
It  is  not  easy  to  measure  the  degree  of 
political  instability  that  will  be  introduced 
into  international  relations  when  the  subjects 
of  a  powerful  military  and  naval  State  are 
continually  exposed  to  penal  legislation  and 
open  violence,  and  into  private  life  when 
the  white  artisan  is  invited  to  acquiesce  in  his 
own  extinction,  in  virtue  of  laws  which  he 
himself  controls,  by  a  competitor  whom  he 
believes  he  could  strike  down  with  his  hands. 

Yet  the  Asiatic,  and  here  I  also  include  the 
African,  native  has  immense  services  to 
render  and  energies  to  contribute  to  the 
happiness  and  material  progress  of  the  world. 
There  are  spacious  lands  whose  promise  can 
never  be  realized,  there  are  unnumbered 
harvests  which  can  never  be  garnered  without 
his  active  co-operation.  There  are  roads 
and  railways  and  reservoirs  which  only  he 
can  make.  There  are  mines  and  forests 
which  will  slumber  for  ever  without  his  aid. 
The  mighty  continent  of  tropical  Africa  lies 
open  to  the  colonizing  and  organizing  capaci- 
ties of  the  East.  All  those  new  products 
which  modern  industry  insistently  demands 
are  offered  in  measureless  abundance  to  the 
West — if  only  we  could  solve  the  Sphinx's 
riddle  in  its  newest  form. 

And  is  it  after  all  beyond  our  reach  to 
provide,  if  not  a  perfect,  at  any  rate  a  practical 
answer  ?.  There  ought  to  be  no  insuperable 
difficulty,  in  the  present  state  of  political 
knowledge  and  social  organization,  in  assign- 
ing different  spheres  to  the  external  activity 
of  different  races.  The  Great  Powers  have 
partitioned  Africa  territorially ;  is  it  beyond 
the  wit  of  man  to  divide  it  economically  ? 
The  co-operation  of  many  different  kinds  of 
men  is  needed  for  the  cultivation  of  such  a 
noble  estate.  Is  it  impossible  to  regulate  in 
full  and  intricate  detail  the  conditions  under 
which  that  co-operation  shall  take  place  ? 
Here  white  men  can  live  and  thrive ;  there 
they  cannot.  Here  is  a  task  for  one,  there 
the  opportunity  of  another.  The  world  is 
big  enough.  [I  write  as  the  stream  of  the 
Nile  bears  me  between  the  immense  spaces 
of  beautiful,  fertile,  unpopulated  country  that 
lie  north  of  the  Albert  Lake.]  There  is 
plenty  of  room  for  all.  Why  cannot  we 
settle  it  fairly? 

It  must  be  noted  that  the  question  of 
Asiatic   immigration   presents    itself    to   the 

Digitized  by  VjUUV  IC 


THE    HIGHLANDS    OF  EAST  AFRICA, 


493 


Imperial  point  of  view  in  several  quite  distinct 
forms.  I'here  are,  first  of  all,  colonies  which 
stand  on  the  basis  of  a  white  proletariat,  and 
whose  inhabitants,  rich  and  poor,  employers 
and  employed,  are  all  Europeans.  The  right 
of  such  colonies  to  forbid  the  entry  of  large 
numbers  of  Asiatics,  and  to  preserve  them- 
selves from  the  racial  chaos  and  economic 
disturbance  inseparable  from  such  immigra- 
tion, cannot  be  denied,  although  its  exercise 
ought  no  doubt  to  be  governed  by  various 
prudential  and  other  considerations.  But 
these  colonies  differ  markedly  from  those 
where  the  mass  of  the  population  isAnot  white, 
but  black.  Again,  there  are  colcAies  which 
possess  responsible  government,  |ind  where 
the  number  of  the  white  middle  -  class 
inhabitants  very  largely  exceeds  the  Asiatic 
community.  It  is  evident  that  these  stand 
in  a  wholly  different  position  from  that  of 
places  like  the  tropical  Protectorates  of  East 
and  West  Africa. 

Indeed,  it  may  be  contended  that  the 
very  fact  that  -the  native  of  British  India 
will  undoubtedly,  wisely  or  unwisely,  rightly 
or  wrongly,  be  refused  access  in  any  large 
numbers   to   several  South    African  and   all 


tration,  be  in  the  main  reserved  for  him. 
Nor,  on  the  other  hand,  why  the  Asiatic,  if 
only  he  does  not  teach  the  African  natives 
evil  ways — a  contingency  which  must  not  be 
forgotten  —  should  not  be  encouraged  to 
trade  and  settle  as  he  will  in  the  enormous 
regions  of  tropical  fertility  to  which  he  is 
naturally  adapted.  Somewhere  in  this  direc- 
tion— I  do  not  wish  to  dogmatize — the 
immediate  course  of  sound  policy  would 
seem  to  lie,  and,  guided  by  the  lights  of 
science  and  tolerance,  we  may  easily  find  it. 

But  the  course  of  these  reflections  has 
carried  me  a  good  deal  farther  than  the 
politics  of  Nairobi  would  seem  to  justify ; 
and  I  hasten  to  return  to  the  question 
with  which  I  started:  "Can  the  Highlands 
of  East  Africa  be  made  *a  white  man^s 
country'?'*  Let  us  examine  this  by  a  fresh 
process.  As  one  rides  or  marches  through 
the  valleys  and  across  the  wide  plateaux  ofj' 
these  uplands,  braced  by  their  delicious  air, 
listening  to  the  music  of  their  streams,  and 
feasting  the  eye  upon  their  natural  wealth 
and  beauty,  a  sense  of  bewilderment  over- 
comes the  mind.  How  is  it  they  have 
never  become  the  home   of   some   superior 
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Australian  Colonies  by  their  respective 
Governments  makes  it  all  the  more  desirable 
that  the  Imperial  Government  should  afford 
in  the  tropical  Protectorates  outlet  and  scope 
to  the  enterprise  and  colonizing  capacity  of 
Hindustan.  And,  as  I  have  written,  these 
countries  are  big  enough  for  all.  There  is 
no  reason  why  those  Highland  areas  which 
promise  the  white  man  a  home  and  a  career, 
and  where  alone  he  can  live  in  comfort, 
should  not,  as  a  matter  of  practical  adminis- 


race,  prosperous,  healthy,  and  free?  Why 
is  it  that,  now  a  railway  has  opened  the 
door  and  so  much  has  been  published 
about  them,  there  has  not  been  one  furious 
river  of  immigration  from  the  cramped  and 
insanitary  jungle-slums  of  Europe?  Why, 
most  of  all,  are  those  who  have  come — the 
pioneers,  the  men  of  energy  and  adventure, 
of  large  ambitions  and  strong  hands — why 
are  they  in  so  many  cases  only  just  keeping 
their  heads  above  water  ?  Why  should  coin 
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plaint  and  discontent  and  p)ositive  discourage- 
ment be  so  general  among  this  limited  class  ? 

I  have  always  experienced  a  feeling  of 
devout  thankfulness  never  to  have  possessed 
a  square  yard  of  that  perverse  commodity 
called  "land."  But  I  will  confess  that, 
travelling  in  the  East  African  Highlands  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  have  learned  what 
the  sensation  of  land-hunger  is  like.  We 
may  repress,  but  we  cannot  escape,  the  desire 
to  peg  out  one  of  these  fair  and  wide  estates, 
with  all  the  rewards  they  offer  to  industry 
and  inventiveness,  in  the  open  air.  Yet  all 
around  are  men  possessing  thousands  of 
fertile  acres,  with  mountains  and  rivers  and 
shady  trees,  acquired  for  little  or  nothing, 
all  struggling,  all  fretful,  nervous,  high  strung, 
many  disappointed,  some  despairing,  some 
smashed. 

^Vhat  are  the  true  lineaments  concealed 
behind  the  veil  of  boundless  promise  in 
which  this  land  is  shrouded  ?  Are  they  not 
stamped  with  mockery  ?  Is  not  the  eye  that 
regards  you  fierce  as  well  as  bright  ? 

"  When  I  first  saw  this  country,"  said  a 
colonist  to  me,  "  1  fell  in  love  with  it.  I 
had  seen  all  the  best  of  Australia.  I  had 
prospered  in  New  Zealand.  I  knew  South 
Africa.  I  thought  at  last  1  had  struck  *  Ood's 
own  country.'  1  wrote  letters  to  all  my 
friends  urging  them  to  come.  I  wrote  a 
series  of  articles  in  the  newspapers  praising 
the  splendours  of  its  scenery  and  the 
excellence  of  its  climate.     Before  the  last  of 


the  articles  appeared  my  capital  was  nearly 
expended,  my  fences  had  been  trampled 
down  by  troops  of  zebra,  my  imported  stock 
had  perished,  my  title-deeds  were  still 
blocked  in  the  Land  Office,  and  I  myself  had 
nearly  died  of  a  malignant  fever.  Since  then 
I  have  left  others  to  extol  the  glories  of  East 
Africa." 

These  second  thoughts  err,  no  doubt,  as 
much  on  the  side  of  extravagant  depression 
as  the  first  impression  was  over-sanguine. 
But  that  there  is  a  rude  reverse  to  the  East 
African  medal  is  a  fact  which  cannot  be  dis- 
puted, and  which  ought  not,  in  the  interests 
either  of  the  immigrant  or  of  the  country,  to 
be  concealed.  It  is  still  quite  unproved  that 
a  European  can  make  even  the  Highlands  of 
East  Africa  his  permanent  home — that  is  to 
say,  that  he  can  live  there  without  sensible 
degeneration  for  fifteen  or  twenty  years  at  a 
stretch  without  ever  returning  to  the  temperate 
zones  ;  still  less  that  he  can  breed  and  rear 
families  through  several  generations.  The 
exhilaration  of  the  air  must  not  lead  people 
to  forget  that  an  altitude  of  from  five  to 
eight  thousand  feet  above  the  sea-level  is 
an  unusual  condition,  producing  results 
not  yet  ascertained  upon  the  nervous 
system,  the  brain,  and  the  heart.  Its 
coolness  can  never  remove  the  fact  that 
we  are  upon  the  Equator.  Although  the 
skies  look  so  familiar  and  kindly  with  their 
white  fleecy  clouds  and  passing  showers, 
the  direct  ray  of  the  sun — almost  vertical  at 
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all  seasons  of  the  year — strikes  down  on  man 
and  beast  alike,  and  woe  to  the  white  man 
whom  he  finds  uncovered  !  Although  sheep 
and  oxen  multiply  so  rapidly,  although  cross- 
ing them  with  imported  stock  produces  in 
each  generation  astonishing  improvements  in 
quality,  they  are  subject  to  many  perils  little 
understood  and  often  fatal.  And  if  the  land- 
scape recalls  to  the  pensive  traveller  the 
peaceful  beauties  of  gentler  climes  at  home, 
let  him  remember  that  it  nurses  with  blithe 
fecundity  poisonous  reptiles,  and  pest-spread- 
ing insects,  and  terrible  beasts  of  prey. 

There  is  no  reason,  however,  for  doubting 
that  modern  science  possesses,  or  will  dis- 
cover, the  means  of  eradicating  or  mitigating 
many  of  these  evils.  As  the  development  of 
the  country  and  the  scientific  investigation 
of  tropical  agriculture  and  tropical  disease 
proceed,  the  difficulties  which  beset  the  early 
settler  will  gradually  be  removed.  He  will 
learn  how  to  clothe  and  house  himself;  what 
to  plant,  what  to  breed,  and  what  to  avoid. 
The  spread  of  East  Coast  fever,  now  carried 
by  the  ticks  from  one  animal  to  another,  and 
carried  by  the  infected  animals  from  one 
district  to  another,  will  be  arrested  and  con- 
trolled by  a  proper  system  of  wire-fencing  and 
quarantine.  Remedies  will  be  discovered 
against  the  various  diseases  which  attack 
sheep  or  horses.  Zebra,  rhinoceros,  buffalo, 
and  otlier  picturesque  and  fascinating  nuis- 
ances will  be  driven  from  or  exterminated 
within  the  settled  areas,  and  confined  to 
the  ample  reserves  of  uninhabited  land. 
The  slow  but  steady  growth  of  a  white 
population  will  create  a  market  for  local  agri- 
cultural produce.  The  powerfully-equipped 
Scientific  Departments,  the  Veterinary  and 
Forestry  Departments,  and  the  Department 
of  Agriculture  newly  established  on  a 
considerable  scale,  will*  be  able  to  guide 
and  assist  the  enterprise  of  the  new-comer, 
and  save  him  from  repeating  the  ill-starred 
experiments  of  the  pioneer.  Roads  will 
improve,  and  railways  and  mono-rail  tram- 
ways will  extend.  Step  by  step  life  and 
the  means  of  living  will  become  easier  and 
more  secure.  Still  it  will  not  be  proved 
that  the  pure- bred  European  can  rear  his 
children  under  the  Equatorial  sun  and  at  an 
elevation  of  more  than  six  thousand  feet  ; 
and  till  that  is  proved  "  the  white  man's 
country  "  will  remain  a  white  man's  dream. 

I  have  written  of  Euro|3eans  and  Asiatics. 
What  of  the  African?  Nearly  five  millions 
of  these  dark  folk  are  comprised  within  the 
districts  of  the  East  Africa  Protectorate 
which  are  actually  or  partially  administered. 


Many  more  lie  beyond  those  wide  and 
advancing  boundaries.  What  is  to  be  their 
part  in  shaping  the  future  of  their  country  ? 
It  is,  after  all,  their  Africa.  What  are  they 
going  to  do  for  it,  and  what  is  it  going  to  do 
for  them  ?  "  The  natives,"  says  the  planter, 
"  evince  a  great  reluctance  to  work,  especially 
to  work  regularly."  "They  must  be  made  to 
work,"  say  others.  "  Made  to  work  for 
whom?"  we  innocently  ask.  "For  us,  of 
course,"  is  the  ready  answer  ;  "  what  did 
you  think  we  meant?"  And  here  we  run 
into  another  herd  of  rhinoceros  questions — 
awkward,  thick-skinned,  and  horned,  with  a 
short  sight,  an  evil  temper,  and  a  tendency 
to  rush  blindly  up  wind  upon  any  alarm. 
Is  the  native  idle?  Does  he  not  keep 
himsdf  and  pay  his  taxes?  Or  does 
he  loll  at  his  ease  while  his  three  or  four 
wives  till  the  soil,  bear  the  burden,  and 
earn  his  living  ?  And  if  idle,  has  he  a  right 
to  remain  idle — a  naked  and  unconscious 
philosopher,  living  "  the  simple  life,"  without 
cares  or  wants,  and  a  gentleman  of  leisure 
in  a  panting  world  ?  Is  that  to  be  the 
last  word  ?  Is  civilization  to  say  definitely 
that  when  the  African  native  has  kept 
himself,  or  made  his  women  keep  him, 
she  has  no  further  claim  upon  him  ?  The 
white  man  shall  do  the  rest.  He  shall 
preserve  the  peace,  that  the  tribes  may 
prosper  and  multiply.  His  watchful  and 
foreseeing  eye  shall  make  provision  against 
famine  ;  his  science  shall  grapple  with  pesti- 
lence and  cure  disease.  Far  from  his  home 
or  from  his  family  he  shall  hew  the  trees  and 
dig  the  wells  and  build  the  roads,  with 
anxious  heart  and  "  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow," 
according  to  the  curse  laid  upon  the  child  of 
many  wants,  while  the  child  of  few  wants 
watches  him  from  the  shade  and  thinks  him 
mad. 

And  to  compare  the  life  and  lotof  the  African 
aboriginal — secure  in  his  abyss  of  contented 
degradation,  rich  in  that  he  lacks  everything 
and  wants  nothing— with  the  long  nightmare 
of  worry  and  privation,  of  dirt  arid  gloom  and 
squalor,  lit  only  by  gleams  of  torturing  know- 
ledge and  tantalizing  hope,  which  constitutes 
the  lives  of  so  many  poor  people  in  England, 
is  to  feel  the  ground  tremble  under  foot.  "  It 
would  never  do  to  have  a  lot  of  *  mean  whites ' 
in  this  country,"  I  heard  one  day  a  gentleman 
say.  "  It  would  destroy  the  respect  of  the 
native  for  the  white  man  if  he  saw  what 
miserable  people  we  have  got  at  home."  So 
here,  at  any  rate,  the  boot  is  on  the  other 
le^  and  civilization  is  ashamed  of  her 
arrangements  in  the  presence  of  a  savage, 
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embarrassed  lest  he  should  see  what  lies 
behind  the  gold  and  purple  robe  of  State,  and 
begin  to  suspect  that  the  all-powerful  white 
man  is  a  fraud.     But  this  is  an  irrelevancy ! 

I  am  clearly  of  opinion  that  no  man  has  a 
right  to  be  idle,  whoever  he  be  or  wherever 
he  lives.  He  is  bound  to  go  forward  and 
take  an  honest  share  in  the  general  work  of 
the  world.  And  I  do  not  except  the  African 
native.  To  a  very  much  larger  extent  than 
is  often  recognised  by  some  who  discuss  these 
questions,  the  natives  are  industrious,  willing 
to  learn,  and  capable  of  being  led  forward. 
Live  for  a  few  weeks, 
as  I  have  done,  in 
close  association  with 
the  disciplined  sol- 
diers of  the  King's 
African  Rifles,  or  with 
the  smart  sailors  of 
the  Uganda  Marine, 
and  it  seems  wonder- 
ful to  contrast  them 
with  the  population 
from  which  they  have 
emerged.  How 
strong,  how  good- 
natured,  how  clever 
they  are  !  How  proud 
their  white  officers  are 
of  them  1  What  pains 
they  take  to  please  the 
travellers  whom  they 
escort  ;  how  frankly 
they  are  delighted  by 
a  word  of  praise  or 
thanks!  Just  and 
honourable  discipline, 
careful  education,  sym- 
pathetic comprehen- 
sion, are  all  that  is 
needed  to  bring  a  very 
large  proportion  of  the 
native  tribes  of  East 
Africa  to  a  far  higher  social  level  than  that  at 
which  they  now  stand.  And  why  should  men 
only  be  taught  to  be  soldiers  ?  Is  war  always 
to  have  the  best  of  everything?  Cannot 
peaceful  industry  be  made  as  attractive,  be 
as  highly  organized,  as  carefully  studied 
as  the  combined  use  of  deadly  weapons  ? 
"  Why,"  as  Ruskin  asks,  "  cannot  men  take 
pride  in  building  villages  instead  of  only 
carrying  them  ?  " 

I  wonder  why  my  pen  slips  off  into  these 
labyrinths,  when  all  I  set  out  to  do  was  to 
give  some  general  idea  of  politics  at  Nairobi  ? 


But  in  truth  the  problems  of  East  Africa  are 
the  problems  of  the  world.  We  see  the 
social,  racial,  and  economic  stresses  which 
rack  modern  society  already  at  work  here, 
but  in  miniature  ;  and  if  we  choose  to  study 
the  model  when  the  whole  engine  is  at 
hand,  it  is  because  on  the  smaller  scale 
we  can  see  more  clearly,  and  because  in 
East  Africa  and  Uganda  the  future  is  still 
uncompromised. 

The  British  Government  has  it  in  its  hands 
to  shape  the  development  and  destiny  of 
these  new  countries  and  their  varied  peoples 
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with  an  authority  and  from  an  elevation  far 
superior  to  that  with  which  Cabinets  can 
cope  with  the  giant  tangles  at  home.  And 
the  fact  stirs  the  mind.  But  by  this  time 
the  reader  will  have  had  as  much  of  East 
African  politics  as  I  had  when,  after  three 
days  of  deputations  and  disputations,  the 
train  steamed  out  of  Nairobi  to  take  us  to 
the  Great  Lake  and  beyond. 


{To  be  continued.) 
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E  found  a  brown  cardboard 
box  waiting  for  us  on  the 
drawing-room  table  when  we 
got  in.  Daisy  grabbed  my 
scissors  and  slashed  at  the 
string. 

-  "You  know  uncle  likes  you  to  untie  the 
knots,"  I. reminded  her. 

.  "  Oh,  bother ! "  cried  she,  flinging  off  the 
lid  and  surrounding  herself  with  a  sea  of 
tissue-paper. 

"  Oh,  Primrose  !  Do  look  !  Isn't  it 
sweet  ?  It's  lovelier  now  than  it  was  in  the 
shop,  and  that's  a  thing  that  hardly  ever 
happens  to  me.  Ix)ok  at  the  way  those 
pansies  are  embroidered  on  the  lace — they 
seem  to  be  woven  in  with  the  pattern— and 
the  silver  thread  outlining  the  leaves.  Uncle 
ss  a  dear.  I  never  thought  he  would.  When 
he  asked  me  what  I  called  the  flimsy  rubbish, 
and  I  explained  to  him  that  it  was  lilac 
chiffon  over  pale  blue  chiffon  over  rose- 
coloured  chiffon,  he  said  he  didn't  believe 
it,  and  if  it  was  true  it  was  simply  si/fy.  He 
little  knows." 

"  He'll  believe  it  when  he  sees  the  bill," 
said  I,  anxiously.  "  He'll  know  then.  He'll 
be  sure  to  go  into  all  the  details  thoroughly. 
He  always  does.     I  wish  he  wouldn't." 

"  Don't  you  think  it  shows  rather  a  sordid 
mind,  Primrose  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  I.  "  And  it's  his  sordid  mind 
which  makes  the  Chop  House  so  flourishing, 
and  helps  him  to  pay  for  your  extravagant 
frocks." 

Daisy's  face  fell.  She  laid  the  shimmering 
mass  of  chiffon  over  a  chair-back,  and  walked 
across  to  the  window  and  groaned. 

"  I  wish  the  Chop  House  would  sink  into 
the  bottom  of  the  sea,"  said  she,  dismally. 
"  It  hangs  round  my  neck  like  a  lump  of 
lead.  It  drowns  all  my  ideals  and  crushes 
all  my  aspirations.     It  saps  my  intelligence, 
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and    casts    a    blight    over    my    youth    and 
beauty " 

"  Who's  that  at  the  door?  "  I  interrupted. 
"  Come  in  !  " 

"There's  no  one  there,"  Daisy  said,  sharply. 
"  Primrose,  it's  driving  me  to  my  grave.  It 
consum/5S  and  withers  all  my  energies  and 
blasts  my  dearest  hopes.     It  exhausts " 

"  It  doesn't  exhaust  your  flow  of  language," 
I  said.  "  Isn't  your  metaphor  growing  a 
little  mixed  ?  " 

Daisy  giggled. 

"  I  was  getting  quite  poetical,"  she  said. 
"You  shouldn't  have  stopped  me.  But, 
Primrose,  it's  all  true,*  isn't  it  ?  And  the 
worst  of  it  is  that  the  whole  horrible  atmo- 
sphere of  the  hateful  Chop  House  is 
embodied  in  uncle." 

"  Daisy  ! " 

"  No,  I'm  not,"  she  cried,  hastily.  "  I'm 
not  a  little  snob.  Uncle  adopted  us  as  lonely 
orphans.  I  know  that.  But  he  educated  us 
to  hate  it  too.  He  shouldn't  have  had  us 
taught  to  like — like — well,  the  kind  of  people 
we  do  like.    It  isn't  fair.    Look  at  his  accent ! " 

"Look  at  that  frock,"  said  I,  sharply.  Daisy 
flounced  round. 

•  "  But  that's  just  it,"  she  cried.  "  I  want  to 
wear  that  at  the  Morrisons'.  I  want  to  look 
my  best  when  I  go  there.  And  now  they've 
gone  and  asked  uncle  too.     It's  sickening." 

"  Perhaps  he  won't  go,"  I  suggested,  though 
without  much  hope. 

Daisy  stamped  her  foot. 

"  Go  ?  Of  course  he'll  go.  He  loves  a 
dinner-party  as  his  own  soul.  Better,  I  should 
think  ;  because  he  hasn't  had  much  time  in 
his  life  yet  to  think  of  his  soul.  He's  had  the 
Chop  House  to  think  of  instead.  He'll  ga 
Of  course  he'll  go.  He  goes  everywhere  he's 
asked  ;  everywhere  that  we're  asked." 

"  Perhaps  he  won't  talk,"  I  suggested, 
doubtfully. 
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"Talk!  Of  course  he'll  talk.  He  per- 
fectly revels  in  conversation.  He  loves  to 
get  in  a  crowd  of  people  and  hear  the  sound 
of  his  own  voice.  You  know  he  does.  Talk  ! 
I  should  think  he  would.  '  He'll  talk  about 
the  Chop  House,  too." 

"Oh,  well,"  I  said,  cheerhilly,  "what 
does  it  matter  what  people  think  ?  They 
needn't  ask  us  if  they  don't  like  us  when 
tiiey've  got  us.  Do^  pick  up  all  that  paper 
and  take  the  dress  upstairs  before  uncle  comes 
in.  He  does  so  hate  an  untidy  room.  What 
does  it  matter  ?  "         - 

"  Matter ! "  cried  Daisy,  furiously,  turning 
upon  me.      "  Of    course   it  matters.      Mr. 
Featherstone  will   be  there ;    you  know  he ' 
will.      And  he's  frightfully'  fastidious.      His 
mother's  an  Honourable  ;  you  know  she  is." 

"  That  doesn't  affect  us,"  I  said,  anxiously. 
I  was  amazed  and  distressed  to  see  that  the 
pretty  brown  eyes  of  that  absurd  child  were 
quite  wet  Daisy  has  wonderfully  attractive 
eyes.  ,         <  ^ 

"  Daisy,"  I  asked,  gently,  "  what  is  all  this 
about  Mr.  Featherstone?" 

She  stood  silently  looking  away  through  a 
mist  of  tears  at  the  twilit  window. 

"  Daisy,  dear ^" 

"  No,  I  don't ! "  She  turned  on  me  with  a 
flaming  face.  "  I  don't  care  a  bit,  Primrose. 
Do  you  hear?  And  if  I  did  it  wouldn't 
matter,  because  he  hates  me." 

"  Hates  you,  Daisy  ?  Does  he  know  you 
well  enough  to  hate  you  ? "  •  I  asked,  in 
surprise. 

"Oh,  how  horrid  you  are!  No;  you're 
quite  right.  He  doesn't  even  hate  me.  He's 
— he's  brutally  indifferent.  He  doesn't  know 
that  I  exist.  I  don't  believe  he  thinks  that 
Fm  pretty.  I  don't  believe  he's  even  noticed 
my  eyes." 

"  No  one  could  help  noticing  them,"  I  said, 
consolingly. 

"  I  believe  if  s  because  of  the  Chop  House 
that  he  ignores  me  so.  He  looks  upon  me 
as  a  creature  from  another  sphere." 

"  I  think  he's  wrapped  up  in  some  absurd 
thing  he  calls  a  cause,"  I  murmured,  thought- 
fully. "  I've  always  heard  so.  He  looks  the 
kind  of  young  man  who  would  be.  He's  not 
athletic  and  jolly  and  sensible  like  young 
Aiding,  for  instance.  Dreamy,  isn't  he? 
I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  he  wrote  poetry." 

"  He's  perfect,"  Daisy  cried,  with  a  sniff. 
"  I  shouldn't  love  him  as  I  do  if  he  tried  to 
make  himself  agreeable  as  Bernard  Aiding 
does.  It's  because  he  worCt  see  how  pretty 
and  attractive  I  really  am,  in  spite  of  the 
Chop  House  and  uncle,  that  I  want  to  make 


him  see  so"  badly.  Oh/ it  makes  me  furious 
with  uncle  for  giving,  us  such  a  handicap.  It 
makes  m6  want  to  shake  him.  It  makes  me 
almost  wish  he'd  get  a  bad  cold  in  his  head, 
and  then  he'd  have  to  stay  at  home  and  put 
it  in  mustard  and  water." 

"Fhs  head,  Daisy?" 

"  Ugh  !  "  She  seized  the  beautiful  gown, 
flung  it  over  her  shoulder,  took  the  box  under 
one  arm,  and  marched  out  of  the  room.  The 
sea  of  tissue-paper  she  left  for  me  to  collect. 

I  didn't  follow  her  upstairs,  for  this  self- 
betrayal,  so  unusual  in  her,  had  disquieted 
me  considerably.  I  felt  sure  that  Mr. 
Featherstone  wojthe  kind  of  person  to  object 
tremendously  to  a  self-made  man  like  uncle  ; 
a  man  who  never  opeined  a  book ;  a  man 
who  boldly  asserted  that  he  lived  his  life,  and 
didn't  waste  his  time  in  reading  about  other 
folks'  adventures.  Even  though  he  was  a 
stanch  Conservative  and  a  pillar  of  the 
Church,  I  felt  sure  that  those  Honourable 
Featherstones  would  never  put  up  with  him. 
Poor  Daisy  was  quite  right.  Why  on  earth 
hadn't  the  foolish  child  set  her  heart  on 
young  Aiding,  who  lunched  at  our  Chop 
House  every  day,  and  frankly  approved  of  it 
and  envied  us  its  success ?  "I  wish  / had  a 
snug  little  restaurant  of  my  own,"  he  always 
said,  "  instead  of  slaving  in  an  ofiice  all  day 
long."  Uncle  says  young  Alding's  idea  of 
slaving  is  a  humorous  one — from  ten  till  four, 
and  ages  for  lunch,  and  in  his  young  days 
you  got  up  at  six  if  you  meant  to  make 
money.  But  young  Aiding  has  thought  of 
an  easier  way,  I  fancy.  It's  a  pity  Daisy  has 
such  queer  tastes. 

"  Uncle's  very  late,"  I  said  to  myself  at 
last.  He  generally  came  in  about  half-past 
five.  I  went  over  to  the  smoking-room  and 
peeped  in  to  see  if  there  was  a  good  fire 
waiting  for  him.  There  was  no  light  there, 
and  the  fire  had  burnt  low  in  the  grate. 

"Why,  uncle!"  I  said,  in  surprise.  He 
was  sitting  by  his  little  writing-table,  his  head 
on  his  hand.  The  bald  patch  shone  in  the 
firelight.  "  Have  you  come  in,  uncle  ? "  I 
asked. 

"  Do  I  look  as  if  I  hadn't  come  in  ?  " 

His  voice  made  me  rather  uneasy. 

"  Have  you  had  any  tea  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I've  had  my  tea." 

"  Have  you  had  enough  ?     Will  you " 

"  Yes,  I've  had  enough." 

"  Why,  uncle  !  "  I  went  up  to  him,  amazed 
by  his  stem  tone.  He  is  generally  so  jolly 
and  bright  when  he  comes  in  at  night.  "Is 
anything  wrong,  uncle  ?  " 

No  answer.      Still   he  sat  there,  ^lently 
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SHB  SEIZED  THE   BBAUTIPUL  GOWN,    FLUNG   IT  OVER    MKK   SHOULDER.    TOOK   THB   BOX   UNDER  OKR   ARM,   AND   MARCHED 

OUT  OF  THE  ROOM. 


Staring  across  at  the  large  engraving  of  "  The 
Last  of  the  Garrison  "  on  the  red  wall.  His 
lips  were  set  in  a  hard  line.  I  grew  more 
and  more  alarmed. 

"Is  anything  wrong?"  I  asked,  timidly. 
Then  he  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  me 
with  a  queer,  steady  gaze. 

"  Yes,"  he  said. 

I  put  my  hand  affectionately  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  Oh,  uncle !  Is  anything  wrong  at  the 
Chop  House  ?  ' 

He  started  and  flung  my  hand  away. 
Then  he  brought  his  clenched  fist  down  on 
the  table  with  a  resounding  bang. 

"No!**  he  said,  hoarsely.  "There's 
nothing  wrong  with  the  Chop  House, 
Heaven  bless  it  But  there'r  something 
wrong  here." 

Daisy,  bursting  into  the  room,  on  the  point 
of  running  across  to  kiss  him,  stopped  and 


stared.  She  had  been  crying — I  could  tell 
that  at  once. 

He  rose  hastily  from  his  seat.  "  So  you're 
ashamed  of  your  uncle,  are  you  ?  "  he  asked, 
grimly. 

We  exchanged  terrified  glances. 

"  YouVe  ashamed  of  the  good  business 
that's  given  you  all  your  fine  dresses,  and 
your  aristocratic  friends,  and  your  superior 
education  ?" 

We  were  silent.  What,  indeed,  could  we 
say  ? 

"  You're  ashamed  of  the  Chop  House,  are 
you  ?  The  best  restaurant  of  its  kind  in  the 
town.  That's  what  the  Chop  House  is. 
And  you're  not  only  ashamed  of  the  way  I've 
made  the  money  you  spend,  but  you're 
ashamed  of  me  too." 

How  could  we  speak  ?     He  went  on. 

"  Yes,  I  heard  you.  I  was  coming  in  when 
I  heard   Daisy  say   something,  and  then   I 
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listened — I  was  bound  to  listen,  and  I'm 
glad  I  did.  Fm  glad  I  know.  You're  rotten 
to  the  core,  both  of  you,  that's  what  you  are. 
You're  full  to  the  brim  of  vanity  and  silly 
pride,  and  it's  time  you  learnt  a  lesson." 

"  Oh,  uncle  ! "  It  was  Daisy  who  broke 
the  silence  in  an  eager,  distressed  voice.  "  We 
were  only  talking  nonsense,  of  course.  We 
didn't  mean " 

He  smiled  grimly. 

"  /  mean,"  he  said.  "  When  a  girl  wishes 
her  uncle  might  fall  ill,  and  be  obliged  to 
stay  at  home,  so  that  he  shouldn't  disgrace 
her,  it's  time  something  was  done." 

"But "  Daisy  began  again,  in  fright- 
ened tones. 

"I  heard  yoii."  He  tapped  on  the  table 
with  his  finger.     "That's  enough  for  me." 

It  was  too  much  for  us. 

"  See  here,"  he  said.  "  I've  got  work  to 
do  now.  You  can  go,  both  of  you.  I  shall 
dine  at  the  club  to-night.  You  needn't 
trouble  to  invent  any  excuses.    Off  you  go." 

Ashamed  and  crushed,  we  crept  upstairs 
to  the  cosy  little  Liberty  room  uncle  had  had 
done  up  for  us  as  a  surprise  while  we  were 
in  Switzerland  with  the  Marriotts  in  the 
summer.  It  is  furnished  in  a  dull  soft  pink 
that  we  both  love,  and  we  have  tea-gowns  to 
go  with  it.  They  cost  him  six  guineas  each. 
The  electric  lights  have  little  shades  the  same 
colour,  made  like  roses.  There  is  a  deep 
soft  couch  by  the  fire — one  that  uncle 
bought  because  we  love  to  be  lazy,  and  he 
likes  us  to  have  what  we  love.  Daisy  flung 
herself  down  on  it  and  burst  into  tears. 

"It  is  hateful  to  be  so  dreadfully  mis- 
understood and  then  forbidden  to  defend 
oneself,"  she  cried,  but  I  did  not  answer  her. 
I  didn't  think  that  "  misunderstood  "  was  quite 
the  right  word  to  use,  somehow.  We  had  a 
miserable  evening,  an  evening  of  horrible 
foreboding,  as  Daisy  put  it,  but  the  blow  did 
not  fall  for  three  days.  In  all  that  time  we 
hardly  saw  uncle  at  all,  for  we  never  could 
manage  somehow  to  get  down  in  time  for  his 
early  breakfast,  and  he  spent  his  evenings  at 
the  club.  Then  that  awful  third  day  he  sent 
for  us  into  the  smoking-room,  and  pointed  to 
two  brown  cardboard  boxes  on  the  table. 

"You're  fond  of  new  dresses,"  said  he, 
quietly.     "I've  bought  you  one  apiece." 

We  stared  at  each  other.  There  was 
something  so  strange  in  his  tone.  And  we 
thought — both  of  us — what  a  pity  it  was 
that  he  hadn't  consulted  us  before  he 
embarked  upon  such  a  difficult  and  dangerous 
task  as  choosing  new  frocks.  But  it  was 
good  of  him  ta  bring  us  a  peace-offering  after 


we'd  been  so  horrid.  Daisy  was  beginning 
to  say  so,  when  something  queer  in  his 
expression  stopped  her  suddenly.  W^ith 
trembling  fingers  I  tried  to  undo  the  knots 
in  the  string.  Uncle  always  hates  to  sec  us 
cut  the  string  of  a  parcel,  and 

"Cut  the  cursed  string!"  said  he.  I 
started  and  gazed  in  alarm  at  Daisy.  We 
had  never  heard  him  use  a  word  like  that 
in  all  our  lives.  Mechanically  we  obeyed 
him.  Daisy  took  off  the  first  lid,  lifted  the 
tissue-paper  with  trembling  fingers,  stopped, 
and  stared  at  the  contents  of  the  box  with  a 
white  face. 

I  looked  too,  and  then  I  sat  down  suddenly, 
all  sick  and  trembling.  We  both  of  us 
guessed,  you  see,  what  the  things  meant. 
There  was  in  each  box  a  neat  black  serge 
dress — the  kind  of  dress  Walters  wears  in  the 
afternoon,  and  a  white  muslin  apron  like  hers. 
There  was  also  a  cap  with  streamers,  and 
cuffs  and  collars.     That  was  all. 

Uncle  smiled.     It  was  awful  to  see  him. 

"To-morrow  morning  at  seven  o'clock," 
he  said,  "you  put  on  those  dresses  and  the 
quietest  out-of-door  clothes  you've  got — no 
furs  and  no  feathers — and  you  go  down  to 
the  Chop  House  with  me.  You've  had  your 
share  of  the  profits.  You  shall  do  some 
work  now.  A  little  hard  work  will  do  you  a 
power  of  good,   both  of  you." 

"  Uncle  !  "  An  indignant  cry  burst  from 
Daisy's  lips. 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "you  shall  earn  your  daily 
bread  for  once  in  your  lives." 

"Oh!"  Daisy  cried.  "You  can't— you 
can't  be  so  cruel !  Why — why,  we  should 
be  miserable.  We  should  see  lots  of  people 
we  know  there  !  " 

"  Yes ;  you'll  see  people  you  know,  I  don't 
doubt,"  he  said,  quietly. 

"  We  shall  have  to  wait  on  the  very  men 
we  meet  at  dances  !  We  shall  have  to  take 
the  orders  of  the  people  who  take  us  in  to 
dinner." 

"  Certainly,"  said  he.    . "  Why  not  ?  " 

It  was  no  good.  Tears,  threats,  entreaties 
were  all  of  no  avail. 

"To  go  and  wait  on  horrid,  impertinent 
men  !  "  Daisy  cried. 

"  It'll  do  you  no  more  harm  to  wait  on 
'em  than  to  dance  with  'em,"  said  uncle, 
brutally. 

"  To  associate  with  those  dreadful  girls  I  " 

"  The  girls  are  good  girls  and  nice  girls. 
As  nice  as  you,  and  a  deal  nicer,  some  of 
them." 

And  so  it  went  on.  He  remained  adamant 
to  the  very  end.     We  gave  up  at  last,  and 
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•  DAISY  LIFTBD  THB  TISSUB-PAPBR   WITH    TRBMBLING  FINGBRS,   STOPPED,   AND  STARED  AT  THB  CONTENTS  OF  THE 

BOX    WITH   A   WHITB   FACE." 


poor  Daisy  drowned  her  pillow  with  tears 
that  night,  tears  for  her  Honourable  Feather- 
stones,  now  irrevocably  lost  to  her ;  and  I 
cried  too,  partly  because  I  had  friends  of  my 
own  who  might  see  me  in  that  dreadful 
uniform,  partly  because  we  had  hurt  uncle. 
We  must  have  hurt  him  terribly ;  I  was  begin- 
ning to  see  that. 

We  put  on  our  black  dresses  in  the  cold 
grey  dawn  of  the  next  day,  packed  our  caps 
and  aprons  in  a  leather  business  bag  of 
uncle's,  covered  our  hateful  uniform  with  the 
longest,  darkest  coats  we  could  find,  put  on 
our  plainest  hats  and  thickest  veils,  and 
followed  uncle  in  injured,  frightened  silence 
to  the  comer  where  we  took  our  omnibus. 

I  shall  remember  that  day  as  long  as  I 
live.    Uncle  hadn't  told  anyone  who  we  were. 


so  we  were  treated  with  the  deepest  dis- 
respect and  most  flippant  familiarity  by  all 
the  other  girls.  Daisy  cheered  up  a  little 
when  she  saw  how  sweet  she  looked  with  the 
pert  little  mob  cap  perched  upon  her  pretty 
bright  hair,  but  even  that  consolation  was 
denied  me,  because  I  am  the  kind  of  girl  who 
needs  dressing  to  an  extraordinary  degree. 
We  found  that  the  other  waitresses  had  come 
in  old,  shabby  things,  and  that  from  eight  till 
eleven  the  doors  were  shut,  and  a  perfect 
orgy  of  sloppy  cleaning  had  to  be  gone 
through  with  mops  and  zinc  buckets  and  bars 
of  yellow  soap  and  brooms  and  dusters.  We 
agreed,  Daisy  and  I,  that  we'd  better  make 
the  best  of  a  bad  job,  and  we  set  to  work 
with  a  will  and  tucked  up  our  skirts,  but  I 
don't  think    Daisy  behaved  very  well.     She 
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need  not,  for  instance,  have  suddenly  flown 
into  a  temper,  and  viciously  sent  a  bucket 
of  dirty  water  slushing  over  Miss  Smythe*s 
neat  strapped  shoes. 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  she  whispered,  with  a 
giggle.  "  She  will  insist  upon  telling  me  all  her 
life's  history,  and  she  talks  about  her  gentle- 
man friend  till  I  can't  bear  it.  Primrose,  if 
Mr.  Featherstone  comes  in  I  shall  simply  die." 
"  He  won't,"  said  I.  "  He  probably  lunches 
at  the  Carlton  or  Prince's.  Don't  be  a  little 
goose." 

At  half-past  ten  the  whole  draggled  crew 
made  itself  smart  and  fresh-looking,  with  the 
white  caps  and  aprons  and  collars  and  cufls, 
and  laid  the  tables ;  and  at  half-past  eleven 
the  doors  opened,  and  the  hien  began  to 
dribble  slowly  in.  There  was  a  bar  in  one 
comer,  but  I  am  thankful  to  say  we  had 
nothing  to  do  v/ith  that.  Daisy  and  I, 
trembling  from  head  to  foot,  nervously  took 
the  orders  at  our  particular  tables  as  we 
were  bidden.  I  found  with  relief  that  they 
weren't  at  all  an  unpleasing  class  of  men 
on  the  whole— City,  of  course,  many  of  them  ; 
but  still,  we've  always  mixed  in  a  City  set 
until  quite  lately,  and  that  was  nothing.  And 
even  though  I  found  it  rather  disconcerting 
at  first  to  be  addressed  indiscriminately  as 
*'  Gwendolen "  or  "  old  dear,"  I  got  used 
to  it  in  time,  and  realized  that  they  merely 
did  it  from  habit,  not  impertinence.  Any- 
how, it  was  my  cross,  and  I  had  to  bear  it. 
I  glanced  across  at  Daisy  more  than  once. 
Her  face  was  very  red,  I  thought,  and  much 
more  wreathed  in  smiles  than  was  at  all 
necessary. 

At  last  we  found  an  opportunity  to  speak 
to  each  other.  She  rushed  out  of  the  room 
and  gripped  my  arm. 

"  Porter-house  chop,  saut^  sprouts,  brussels 
potatoes,  pint  of  lager,  chump  steak,  mashed 
cauliflower,  potatoes  au  gratin,  pint  bottle  of 
Sauterne.  Primrose,  how  am  I  to  get  them 
all  right  and  remember  which  is  which? 
Isn't  it  fun  ?  " 

"  Fun  ?  "  I  repeated,  doubtfully.  "  I  don't 
think  you've  got  your  order  quite  right  some- 
how, Daisy.  Do  any  of  them  call  you  their 
*  old  dear  '  or  '  Gwendolen  '  ?  And  why 
•Gwendolen'?" 

Daisy  dimpled  and  giggled. 

"  *  Old  dear '  ?  "  she  said.  "  Oh,.that's  mild. 
And  *  Gwendolen's '  quite  humdrum  and 
respectful,  ^^'hy,  there's  a  young  man  on 
the  far  left  who  says  I'm  the  pearl  of  the 
radiant  Eastern  sea  and  the  light  of  the  City. 
He's  ordered  calves'  head,  and  he  told  me  I 
was  his  golden-haired  pet  before  I  even  took 


his  order.     What  he'll  say  when  he  gets  his 
lunch  I  daren't  allow  myself  to " 

**  Daisy  !  "  She  straightened  her  face  at 
my  shocked  tones. 

"Oh,  well,  we  must  grin  and  bear  it,  I 
suppose,"  she  murmured.  "  We've  uncle  to 
thank  for  it.  If  he  doesn't  like  it,  we  can*t 
help  it  And  there's  no  one  else  who  matters 
now.     Mr.  Featherstone's  lost  for  ever." 

She  disappeared. 

I  took  up  the  plates  of  food,  and  went 
dreamily  on  with  my  work.  It  doesn't  do  to 
be  dreamy  in  a  busy  restaurant,  and  I  was 
recalled  to  the  distressing  present  by  a  tired 
voice  from  a  dim  comer. 

**  Where  in  Hanover  is  that  beefsteak 
pudding  of  mine,  Evangeline?  Have  you 
mislaid  the  cow  ?  I  can't  wait  till  the  middle 
of  next  week,  my  dear." 

I  saw  then  that  I  should  have  to  dispel 
Daisy's  affairs  from  my  mind  if  I  was  to 
get  all  my  people  served  as  quickly  as  they 
seemed  to  expect.  It  was  a  memorable  day. 
With  my  own  ears  I  heard  a  pale,  ansemic- 
looking  youth  in  spectacles  address  Daisy  as 
the  rose  of  his  fancy's  garden  fair.  All  his 
quotations  seemed  to  come  from  musical 
comedies,  and  Daisy's  attempt  to  look  freez- 
ing simply  broke  down  into  a  feeble  giggle 
and  a  rush  from  the  room.  It  was  awful.  I 
told  uncle  so,  frankly,  when  we  got  home, 
and  he  smiled  grimly,  and  said  we  should 
learn  how  to  make  ourselves  respected  in 
time.  I  don't  entirely  agree  with  him.  I 
don't  believe  Daisy  ever  will. 

We  went  to  that  place  every  day  for  a 
week,  and  every  day  I  loathed  it  more  and 
more.  When  the  first  freshness  and  novelty 
had  worn  off  Daisy  detested  it  as  much  as  I 
did,  and  then  one  day  young  Bernard  Aiding 
came  in  for  lunch  and  saw  us.  I  shall  never 
forget  his  face.  He  turned  quite  red,  and 
when  Daisy  went  up  to  take  his  order  he  gave 
it  to  her  as  if  she'd  been  an  utter  stranger. 
I  heard  later  on  that  he  rushed  at  once  to 
the  conclusion  that  the  business  was  going 
to  the  dogs,  and  that  uncle  was  making  us 
do  this  to  curtail  the  expenses.  I  believe  it 
was  an  awful  blow  to  him.  He  said  after- 
wards that  he  thought  it  kindest  to  take  no 
notice  of  us.  But  Daisy  stood  quietly  beside 
him  and  said,  in  a  low  voice  :  — 

"  Don't  you  know  me,  Mr.  Aiding  ?  " 
"  Yes."     He  never  lifted  his  eyes  from  the 
tablecloth.      "  Is    it    a    joke  ? "    he    asked, 
uncomfortably.  * 

"  No,"  said  poor  Daisy,  grimly.  "  It's  not 
exactly  a  joke."  And  just  as  she  was  going 
to  explain,  a  red-headed  terror  of  a  man  at 
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the  next  table  smiled  at  her  and  asked  her 
when  that  liver  and  bacon  was  coming,  my 
pet,  and  that  he'd  come  and  help  to  lasso 
the  pig  if  there  was  any  difficulty  about  it, 
and  Daisy  grew  scarlet  and  just  flew.  Uncle's 
customers  do  seem  to  have  a  pretty  wit. 

But  that  wasn't  the  worst.  For,  the  next 
day,  who  should  come  into  the  Chop  House 
but  Mr.  Aubrey  Featherstone  himself!  I 
knew  him  at  once,  for  he  is  very  tall  and  thin, 
and  he  stoops  a  little.  His  mouth  has  rather 
a  scornful  curve,  and  I  don't  wonder  that 
Daisy  is  so  frightened  of  him.  I  saw  him 
first,  and  told  her  hurriedly  to  keep  out  of 
the  way.  I  said  I'd  look  after  that  table  as 
well  as  my  own.  He  wouldn't  notice  me. 
He  never  did.  But  Daisy's  lips  were  set  in 
a  hard  line. 

"  No,"  she  said.  She  walked  straight  up 
to  him. 

"  Mr.  Featherstone,"  she  said,  in  a  clear, 
firm  voice,  "will  you  please  give  me  your 
order  ?  " 

I  was  close  by — I  couldn't  help  it.  I  saw 
him  start  and  look  up  at  poor  Daisy's  round, 


pink  face  and  trembling  lips,  at  the  disgrace- 
ful white  cap  and  apron,  at  her  big,  defiant 
eyes. 

"Yes,  it's  me."  Daisy  was  beyond  all 
restraint  of  grammar  now.  "  I  am  a  waitress, 
you  see,  at  uncle's  Chop  House." 

"Miss  Daisy  I" 

I  noticed  then  that  even  if  his  lips  were 
scornful  his  eyes  were  grey  and  quite  kind. 

"But  that's  awfully  fine  of  you,"  he 
amazingly  said. 

"  Fine  ?  "  Poor  Daisy  waa  on  the  verge  of 
tears.     "Fine?" 

"  It's  tremendous."  Mr.  Featherstone 
studied  her  with  admiring  —  certainly  they 
were  admiring — eyes.  "  Splendid^  don't  you 
know." 

Daisy  turned  and  fled.  I  took  his  order 
in  silence.  I  suppose  he  used  those  absurd 
expressions  because  he  is  so  extremely  well 
bred  that  he  felt  obliged  to  put  us  quite  at 
our  ease. 

At  our  ease!  I  could  have  laughed  out 
aloud  at  the  thought.  I  don't  know  how  I 
got  that  wretched  child  home  at  all.     She 


"  I   AM  A  WAITRESS,   VOU  SBK,   AT  UNCLX's  CHOP   HOUSE." 
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could  do  no  more  waiting  that  afternoon ;  it 
was  out  of  the  question,  and  she  was  ahnost 
in  hysterics  in  the  cab.  The  hard  work  and 
early  rising,  and  now  this  crowning  humilia- 
tion, had  quite  broken  her  down.  Uncle 
was  sitting  alone  in  his  smoking-room  when 
we  got  in,  and  the  lights  were  not  lit 
at  all. 

Daisy  left  me  to  pay  the  cabman,  and 
crept  in  there  to  him.  When  I  followed  her 
I  found  her  kneeling  by  his  sidje.  with  her  head 
on  his  shoulder,  sobbing  piteously,  begging 
him  to  send  her  away  somewhere — right 
away  where  nobody  knew  her — because  her 
heart  was  broken. 

Uncle  just  stroked  her  hair  softly,  and 
looked  up  at  me  in  bewildered  inquiry. 

"  Uncle,"  I  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  we  are 
bitterly  ashamed  of  ourselves.  We  spoke 
thoughtlessly.  Don't  punish  us  any  more. 
Daisy  can't  stand  it.  She  isn't  very  strong, 
you  know." 

He  looked  from  one  to  the  other  un- 
certainly. 

"  You  know  we  love  you,"  I  said,  miserably. 
"  Everybody  is  silly  sometimes " 

A  muffled  sob  from  Daisy  finished  the 
matter.  He  took  us  both  in  his  arms  and 
forgave  us  then  and  there  and  said  we  must 
tell  him  all  about  it,  and  we  did ;  and  when 
Daisy  came  to  the  part  about  Mr.  Featherstone, 
he  surprised  us  both  very  much  by  starting 
up  and  saying  fiercely  that  no  niece  of  his 
should  marry  an  infernal  Socialist  if  he  could 
help  it. 

We  neither  of  us  knew  exactly  what  a 
Socialist  was,  but,  however  dreadful,  it  didn't 
matter  now. 

"  I  knew  he  was  wrapped  up  in  a  stupid 
cause,  or  something  of  the  kind,"  said  poor 
Daisy.  "  But  it's  all  over  now.  What  does 
it  matter  what  he  is  if  I've  lost  him  for  ever  ? 
It's  his  dreadful  blue  blood  that  prevented 
his  taking  any  notice  of  me  at  first,  and  it's 
his  nasty  blue  blood  now  that  will " 

She  burst  into  another  fit  of  sobbing.  We 
did  have  a  cheerful  evening. 

Little  did  she  know  then  what  the  Chop 
House  had  done  for  her.  The  next  afternoon 
was  Saturday,  and  a  dull  and  rainy  one.  We 
stayed  indoors  all  day,  and  Daisy  lay  on  the 
sofa,  because  her  head  ached  so.  And  then 
'♦ers,  without  a  moment's  warning,  flung 
le  door  and  announced  the  Honour- 
^''rs.  P'eatherstone  and  Mr.  Aubrey 
one.     Daisy  sprang  up,  and  I  rose 


nervously  to  receive  them,  too  amazed  to 
speak. 

Mrs.  Featherstone  was  a  hearty,  handsome 
lady,  very  large  and  very  rustling,  and  her 
eyes  were  kind  like  her  son's. 

"  I've  wanted  to  come  and  see  you  for  a 
long  time,"  she  said.  "  And  what  my  son 
told  me  yesterday  made  me  resolve  to  lose 
no  more  time.  My  dears,  I  think  you're 
simply  splendid." 

.  "What  for?"  poor  Daisy  asked,  in 
bewildered  tones,  and  I  couldn't  think  of 
anything  splendid  that  we'd  done,  either. 

Mrs.  Featherstone  smiled.  "  Why,  for  going 
down  and  taking  your  share  amongst  the  other 
girls  who  help  to  make  your  uncle's  money. 
Aubrey  guessed  at  once  that  you  did  it  to  find 
out  all  about  the  life  ;  to  see  for  yourselves 
whether  they  were  properly  treated.  It  was 
admirable  of  you  both,"  she  cried. 

Daisy  sat  down  suddenly  and  said  her 
head  ached.  Mr.  Featherstone  sat  down 
beside  her  and  said  "  Does  it  ?  "  and  that  he 
was  very  sorry.  But  I  faced  his  mother  with 
a  sudden  resolve  to  be  honest  at  any  cost 

"  No,"  said  I,  quickly.  "  You  are  making 
a  mistake.  It  wasn't  a  noble  motive  of  any 
kind.  VVe  were  sent  to  the  Chop  House  in 
disgrace.  Uncle  made  us  go  there  to  teach 
us  a  lesson — because — because  we  were 
ashamed  of  it." 

"  And  ashamed  of  him,  too.  Oh,  you  don't 
know  what  hateful  little  beasts  we  were." 
Daisy  suddenly  rose  and  stood  beside  me. 

Mrs.  Featherstone  looked  thoughtfully 
from  one  to  the  other,  then  suddenly  smiled 
in  the  most  charming  way,  and  all  at  once 
took  Daisy  in  her  arms  and  kissed  her,  and 
said  she  was  a  poor  little  thing  with  a  head- 
ache, and  that  she  didn't  believe  a  word  of 
it,  and  if  it  ivas  true  it  only  showed  what 
dears  we  were  to  own  up,  and  what  a  splendid 
man  uncle  really  was. 

"  We  must  certainly  make  a  Socialist  of 
him,  Aubrey,"  she  said,  smiling  at  her  son. 

How  little  they  knew  uncle  !  But  she  was 
a  darling,  even  if  she  did  have  a  passion  for 
perverting  people  to  her  own  cause,  and  she 
made  us  promise  to  dine  with  them  on 
Wednesday  at  eight,  and  take  uncle.  And 
when  they  went  away  Daisy  put  her  head  on 
my  knee  and  cried  again,  but  I  didn't  mind 
those  tears.  I  told  her  that  I  thought  every- 
thing would  come  right  now.  And  so  I  did, 
because,  you  see,  he'd  bad  time  at  last  to 
notice  Daisy's  eyes. 
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S  was  indirated  in  a  recent 
article,  tiie  painter's  view  of 
female  luveliness  is  apt  to 
dift'er  .somt;what  from  that  of 
the  layman.  In  that  article, 
it  may  be  remembered,  a 
number  of  distinguished  artists  made  their 
choice  from  eight  photographs  selected  by 
the  Editor  for  reproduction  as  examples  of 
womanly  beauty,  with  the  result  that  four 
were  entirely  disregarded,  whilst  upon  the 
other  four  only  a  somewhat  grudging  and 
qualified  approvil  was  bestowed.  This 
being  so,  the  Editor  has  thought  well  on 
the  present  occasion  to  ask  the  artists  them- 
selves to  make  their  own  choice,  and  the 
seven  portraits  appearing  in  these  pages 
accordingly  represent  the  preferences  of  as 
many  eminent  figure-painters. 

The  choice  of  Mr.  Arthur  Hacker,  A.R.A., 
falls  upon  a  lady  whom  he  unreservedly 
describes  as  "  charming " — that  is,  as  she 
appears  in  her  photograph.  "  I  should 
certainly  like  to  paint  her,"  Mr.  Hacker  ex- 
claims, with  real  enthusiasm.  "  Of  course,  I 
should  not  choose  her  as  my  model  in  a 
classical  picture— she  is  far  too  modern  for 
that.  But  as  a  woman  of  to-day,  I  repeat,  I 
should  enjoy  painting  her." 

Mr.  Hacker's  pictures,  of  course,  are  almost 
entirely  of  classical  subjects,  and  comparison 
with  the  type  of  beauty  he  has  embodied  in 
them  is  not  possible,  therefore.  Nor  will  Mr. 
Hacker  admit  that  he  has  o/ie  type  of  beauty. 

"I  have  had  so  many  different  types  of 
beauty,"  he  declares ;  "  what  pleases  me  at 
one  time  does  not  please  me  at  another.  Of 
course,  some  artists  get  into  the  habit  of 
painting  a  particular  type  of  beauty — Burne- 
Jones  and  Rossetti,  for  instance,  as  you  say. 
But  this  has  not  been  the  case  with  me." 

In  making  his  selection  Mr.  Ellis  Roberts 
said  : — 

"  Before  I  can  pronounce  judgment  upon 
a  woman's  beauty  I  must  consider  not  only 
the  face,  or  even  the  head  and  shoulders.     A 
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beautiful  face 
may  be  accom- 
panied by  a  mis- 
shapen neck  ;  a 
U;>\t:ly  neck  may 
have  as  its 
counterpart  most 
ungainly  arms 

and  hands.  It  is  the  just  proportions  of 
the  whole  figure  which  make  a  really  beautiful 
woman."  • 

Mr.  Roberts,  in  his  studio  close  to  Lowndes 
Square,  is  surrounded  by  portraits — replicas 
and  photographs — of  the  many  fair  women  he 
has  painted  in  the  English  aristocracy.  They 
are  full-length  portraits  for  the  most  part,  and 
one  cannot  but  be  struck  by  the  perfect 
harmony  between  their  several  features  with 
which  Nature — or  is  it  sometimes  Art  ?— 
has  endowed  them. 

"  My  choice,"  continued  Mr.  Roberts, 
"  must  therefore  be  of  a  full-length  photo- 
graph. Of  the  lady  in  this  photograph  one 
has  as  complete  a  view  as  is  possible — and 
every  part  of  her  will  bear  scrutiny.  She  has 
nice  hair,  a  beautiful  face,  a  good,  well- 
developed  bust,  graceful  arms,  and  a  slim  and 
lissom  figure,  to  which  the  well-shaped  feet 
just  visible  beneath  the  dress  give  a  kind  of 
finishing  touch.  She  looks  like  a  lady  and 
bears  herself  as  one ;  the  pose  is  artistic  with- 
out being  artificial." 

In  direct  opposition  to  Mr.  Roberts's  view, 
Mr.  Dudley  Hardy's  ideal  is  expressed  in  the 
half-length  portrait  of  a  lady  whose  face  and 
hair  are  alone  visible,  neck,  arms,  and  bust 
being  concealed  by  drapery.  *'  This  lady  has 
the  most  beautiful  face,  and  that  is  enough 
for  me,"  Mr.  Hardy  says  in  effect.'  "The 
rest  of  her  may  be  positively  ugly,  but  I  am 
free  to  imagine  that  what  is  hidden  is  quite 
as  beautiful  as  that  which  is  revealed.  As 
depicted  by  the  photographer,  this  face  has 
not  only  almost  perfect  proportions,  but  it  is 
full  of  interest — eyes,  nose,  and  lips  alike. 
One  feels  that  here  is  a  woman  with  a  real 
heart  and  soul." 
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No.    I.— SELECTED   BY   MR.   ARTHUR    HACKER.    A.R.A. 

From  a  Photograph  by  Rentlingtr. 
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No.  2.-SELECTED    BY    MR.  ELLIS   ROBERTS. 

From  a  Photograph  by  Rnttlinger,  Digitized  by 


Ooogle 


5o8   ' 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


No.  3.-SELECTED    BY    MR.    DUDLEY   HARDY,    R.I. 


Front  ft  Ph'ttofp-aph  hy  RcutliMger. 
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No.  4.-SELECTED   RY    MR.    JAMES    SANT,    R.A. 

Frvtn  a  Photofirafih  by  ReutUngtr. 
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No.  5.- SELECTED   BY   SIR  JAMES    D.    LINTON,    R.I. 

From  a  Photograph  by  Rentlinger. 
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No.   6.-SELECTED    BY    MR.  SEYMOUR    LUCAS,    R.A. 

From  a  Photograph  l>y  Rett  t linger. 
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No.    7.— SELECTED    BY    MR.    G.    A.    STOREY.    A.R.A. 

From  a  PhotoQraph  by  Elliott  <5^  Fry. 
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Just  at  this  moment  Mrs.  Dudley  Hardy — 
herself  a  woman  of  exceptional  charm — 
entered  the  studio.  Placing  a  collection 
of  photographs  before  her,  without  indicating 
in  any  way  the  choice  he  had  just  made,  Mr. 
Hardy  asked  which  she  thought  was  the  most 
beautiful.  Having  carefully  looked  them 
through,  Mrs.  Hardy  unhesitatingly  declared 
for  the  one  which  her  husband  had  selected. 
So  well,  apparently,  had  the  artist  imbued  his 
wife  with  his  own  idea  of  beauty. 

Mr.  Dudley  Hardy's  idea  of  beauty  has 
somewhat  definitely  expressed  itself  in  work 
which  is  familiar  to  thousands.  Comparing 
this  photograph  with  the  typical  girl's  head 
Mr.  Hardy  has  loved  to  draw,  the  points  of 
similarity  can  easily  be  recognised. 

^  "  Human  beauty  can  only  be  properly 
judged  from  portraits  in  the  round,"  said 
Mr.  James  Sant,  R.A.,  when  the  question  was 
submitted  to  him.  "  The  partial  view,  which 
is  all  that  photography,  or  even  painting,  can 
give  you,  is  apt  to  be  most  deceptive.  The 
art  of  the  sculptor  is  required  to  do  full 
justice  to  human  features,  and  hence, it  is 
that  the  Venus  of  Milo,  not  a  picture,  is 
the  type  of  beauty  for  all  time." 

With  this  reservation  Mr.  Sant  selected 
the  fourth  photograph  as  best  embodying  his 
idea  of  a  beautiful  woman.  The  qualities 
which  commended  it  to  him  were  the  well-' 
poised  head,  the  apparent  mobility  of  the 
face,  the  deep,  expressive  eyes,  the  well-- 
formed  nose  and  mouth,  and  the  graceful 
contour  of  neck,  shoulders,  and  waist. 

"  It  is  not  so  easy,"  said  Sir  James  Linton, 
"to  find  the  photograph  of  a  lady  that 
one  would  consider  combines  all  that  is 
satisfying  as  a  complete  type  of  one's  idea  of 
beauty.  I  suppose  such  an  ideal  is  almost 
impossible  of  attainment.  Amongst  several 
this  one  is  the  nearest  to  my  ideal ;  it  is  a  fine 
head ;  better  than  being  merely  pretty,  it  is 
strong  and  firm  in  form.  The  face  has  one 
drawback — the  nose  is  just  too  broad  for 
the  rest  of  the  features,  only  very  little ; 
still,  just  that  little  is  a  pity,  as  otherwise  it  is 
a  fine  type  of  female  beauty.  I  should  like 
to  call  attention  to  the  simple  but  elegant 
way  in  which  the  arrangement  of  the  hair 
.  adds  to  the  character  of  the  face." 

Much  more  in  accordance  with  contem- 
porary fashion  is  the  lady  whose  photograph 
is  chosen  by  Mr.  Seymour  Lucas,  K.A. 

"Beauty,"  said    Mr.   Lucas,  in  giving  his 
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verdict  in  her  favour,  "is  such  a  subtle  thing  ; 
it  eludes  definition,  and  I  find  it  diflficult  to 
explain  why  I  like  this  photograph  above  all 
the  others  that  lie  before  me.  The  face  has, 
on  the  whole,  a  softness  of  outline  which 
pleases  me,  although  the  nose  is,  perhaps,  a 
little  pointed,  a  defect  which  is  accentuated 
in  the  shadowy  reflection  of  the  lady's  face, 
which  the  photographer  has  thought  well  to 
give  us  in  the  background." 

Mr.  Seymour  Lucas  is  doubtless  best 
known  to  our  readers  for  pictures  in  which 
the  figures  are  nearly  always  men — soldiers, 
sailors,  troubadours  in  the  "  spacious  times  " 
of  Queen  Elizabeth.  But  he  has  painted 
not  a  few  portraits  of  ladies,  in  which  he 
shows  a  sympathetic  eye  for  the  softer 
charms  of  a  pretty  woman. 

The  photograph — for  which  Miss  Maude 
Branscombe,  the  actress,  sat  some  years  ago 
— to  which  Mr.  G.  A.  Storey,  A.R.A.,  gives 
his  imprimatur  was  the  outcome  of  the 
artist's  second  thoughts.  His  first  selection 
was  of  a  maiden  having  a  Puritan  simplicity 
of  both  costume  and  physical  beauty. 

"I  admire  many  faces,  not  only  one," 
declared  Mr.  Storey.  "  But  this  is  a  photo- 
graph of  what  I  consider  a  really  beautiful 
face." 

A  comparison  between  some  of  Mr.  Storey's 
principal  pictures,  such  as  "  Mistress  Dorothy," 
"  Town  Gossips,"  "  Philomel,"  and  "  A  Love 
Sonnet,"  reveals  considerable  similarity  in 
the  features  of  the  principal  figures,  it 
being  an  open  secret,  we  believe,  that  Mrs. 
Storey  has  been  his  model  for  many  of 
his  most  successful  imaginative  pictures  ot 
womanhood.  In  none  of  his  own  pictures, 
we  believe,  has  he  painted  the  lady  to  whose 
photograph  he  now  gives  pre-eminence. 

The  choice  of  these  photographs  as  a 
whole  suggests  thq.  conclusion  that  artists,  as 
much  as  other  men,  are  varying  and  unstable 
in  their  ideals  of  beauty.  The  painters  who 
continue  faithful  to  one  ideal,  like  Burne- 
Jones,  Rossetti,  and,  possibly,  Albert  Moore, 
are  the  exception  and  not  the  rule.  As  the 
years  pass  by  their  ideals  undergo  modifi- 
cation of  one  kind  or  another,  and  that 
which  is  favoured  today  may  be  rejected 
tomorrow.  Still,  taking  their  selections  as 
a  whole,  we  think  our  readers  will  agree  that 
it  would  be  difficult  indeed  to  find  seven 
types  of  feminine  beauty  to  excel  the  love- 
liness of  those  whose  portraits  are  h^re 
reproduced. 
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Y  trainer,  Leigh  Murray,  had 
an  extraordinary  capacity  for 
mimicry,  and  I  remember 
most  vividly  his  rendering  of 
'•  Richelieu,"  by  Lord  Lytton, 
with  imitations  of  Macready, 

Ward,   Elton,  and  other  eminent  actors  he 

had     seen     and     heard 

in     the     various     parts. 

Ihe    result    was    that    I 

seemed    to   be    brought 

into  personal  contact  with 

those  histrionic  giants  of 

another  generation,   and 

had  the  inestimable  ad- 
vantage   of   obtaining   a 

knowledge     of    their 

methods. 

Apropos  of  Murray,  I 

recall  an  amusing  anec- 
dote he  told  me  of  him- 
self.     He    was,    at    the 

time  of  the  story,  play- 
ing   at    the    Adelphi 

Theatre    when    his    old 

friend,  Sims  Reeves,  was 

about  to   make  his   first 

appearance    in    opera   at 

Drury     Lane.       Murray 

was  playing    the  part  of 

an    impecunious    young 

**  swell "    who    was    very 

hard     up,    and     carried 

as     a    property    in    the 

play      a      pawn  -  ticket, 

which     replaced     his 

watch  in  his  waist- 
coat    p  o  c  k  e  t .       As 

Murray  appeared  on  the 

scene   in    evening    dress, 
^   thought   it   obviously 


SIR    JOHN    HARK   AT    THK 
From  a  f'hoto,  by 


unnecessary  to  change  before  adjourning  to 
Drury  Lane,  and  deposited  his  hat  and  coat 
in  the  cloak-room  there  on  arrival.  In 
coming  out,  however,  instead  of  handing 
the  attendant  the  numbered  ticket  he  had 
received,  he  brought  out  unconsciously  from 
his  waistcoat- pocket  the  pawn-ticket  he  used 
on  the  stage,  and  gave 
it  with  a  lordly  air  to 
the  astonished  attend- 
ant, much  to  his  own 
mortification  when  his 
attention  was  drawn  to 
it. 

Space  will  not  permit 
of  my  referring  in  detail 
to  my  numerous  remi- 
niscences of  that  extra- 
ordinary man.  Murray 
was  as  erratic  as  he  was 
brilliant.  His  occasional 
disappearances  when 
staying  with  me  were 
most  mysterious,  until 
one  day  I  found  out 
their  sad  significance. 
Murray  was  no  man's 
enemy  but  his  own.  He 
was  then,  I  suppose, 
forty -five  or  forty -seven 
years  of  age,  though  a 
young  man's  recollections 
of  an  older  man's  age 
are  unreliable. 

It  having  been  part  of. 
the  agreement  that 
Murray  was  to  provide 
me  with  an  opening  on 
the  stage  when  suf- 
ficiently proficient,  after 
some  months' preparation 
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he  arranged  for  my 
debut  I  was  en- 
gaged —  I  need 
hardly  say  at  a 
purely  nominal 
salary  —  at  the 
Prince'  of  Wales's 
Theatre,  Liverpool, 
then  under  the 
management  of  Mr. 
Alexander  Hender- 
son. The  company 
at  that  time  in- 
cluded  several 
actors  who  'subse- 
quently won  distinc- 
tion in  London — 
namely,  Sir  Squire 
(then  Mr.  Sydney) 
Bancroft,  Lionel 
Brough,  Blakeley, 
Miss  Sophie Larkin, 
and  others. 

It  was  an  event- 
ful day  for  me  when 
I  left  London  to 
join  my  new  com- 
rades and  embark 
on  my  professional 
career.  I  recollect 
to  this  day  my  in- 
tense nervousness 
when  I  stood  out- 
side the  little  Prince 
of  Wales's  Theatre 
in  Clayton  Square, 
Liverpool,  much 
like  a  frightened 
schoolboy  dreading 
to  make  his  first 
entry  into  school,  wondering  what  kind 
of  reception  he  would  get  from  his  more 
experienced  comrades.  After  considerable 
delay  I  was  allowed  to  pass  the  sacred 
p)ortals  of  the  stage  -  door  by  the  dirty 
Cerberus  in  charge,  and  groped  my  way  on  to 
the  small  and  dimly- lighted  stage,  to  find 
myself  in  the  presence  of  the  company 
assembled  for  rehearsal.  To  my  astonish- 
ment I  was  received  with  more  than  courtesy — 
with  every  token  of  respect.  A  chair  was 
considerately  placed  for  me  in  the  centre 
of  the  stage  by  the  prompter,  and,  taking 
possession  of  it,  I  more  calmly  awaited 
the  development  of  events.  Apparently 
I  was  already  "  discovered."  Someone 
advanced  to  me  respectfully  with  out- 
stretched hand  and  his  hat  in  the  other, 
welcoming  me  to  England,  and  hoped  thnt 


A  CHAIR  WAS  CONSIDERATELY   PLACED  FOR   MB  IN  THE  CENTRE  OP  THE  STAGE  BY 
THE   PROMPTER." 


my  first  appearance  would  meet  with  the 
success  which  my  reputation  predicted.  It 
had  preceded  me  across  the  seas,  he  said,  to 
my  mystification.  I  soon  found,  however, 
that  I  had  been  mistaken  for  a  certain 
Mr.  Raymond,  an  American  "star,"  whose 
arrival  was  awaited  in  Liverpool.  7*hen, 
although  the  deferential  attitude  assumed 
towards  me  disappeared,  I  must  say  that, 
for  a  new  recruit,  I  received  extraordinary 
kindness  and  encouragement,  especially  from 
Bancroft,  with  whom  I  speedily  made  good 
friends  and  have  remained  so  up  to  the 
present  day. 

For  my  first  ap|Xiarance  a  little  part  was 
entrusted  to  me  in  a  piece  called  "  A  Woman 
of  Business,"  translated,  I  think,  from  the 
French  by  John  Oxenford.  The  "  star  "  was 
J.   L.   Toole,     whose    acquaintance   I    then 
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made  for  the  first  time,  and  we  remained  firm 
friends  up  to  the  day  of  his  death.  The  part 
I  was  supposed  to  play  was  a  young  dandy, 
the  Honourable  Shrimpton  Smallpiece.  I 
could  at  all  events  realize  my  surname,  but 
had  little  more  to  do  than  present  an 
insignificant  sketch  of  an  asinine  individual. 
Had  it  been  Hamlet,  how- 
ever, I  could  not  have 
approached  the  ordeal  with 
greater  diffidence.  After  a 
few  days'  rehearsal,  in  which 
I  apparently  acquitted 
myself  to  the  satisfaction 
of  Mr.  Toole,  the  first  night 
arrived.  My  feelings  of 
dismay  on  walking  on  to 
the  stage  for  the  first  time 
were  such  that  my  self- 
possession  entirely  deserted 
me  on  becoming  aware  of 
the  sea  of  faces  in  front, 
with  the  result  that  1  abso- 
lutely forgot  every  word  I 
had  to  say.  Gaping  like  a 
fish  out  of  water,  I  must 
have  presented  a  pitiable 
and  ludicrous  spectacle. 
At  any  rate,  I  was  not  left 
long  in  suspense — a  burst 
of  hisses  greeted  me  from  the 
pit  and  gallery,  harmonizing 
with  the  sound  of  refined 
but  derisive  laughter  from  the  boxes  and  stalls. 
This  reception  was  my  salvation.  Indigna- 
tion enabled  me  to  master  my  nervousness, 
so  that  I  recovered  my  speech  and  was  able 
to  finish  the  scene  in  an  adequate,  if  not  very 
successful,  manner.  Leigh  Murray,  who  had 
accompanied  me  to  Liverpool  to  witness 
my  first  appearance,  was  clearly  not  much 
impressed  with  the  debut  of  his  pupil.  He 
did  his  best,  however,  to  console  me  with 
encouragement,  and  himself  with  several  extra 
glasses  of  his  favourite  beverage. 

The  next  part  of  any  importance  which 
I  undertook  was  also  under  Mr.  Toole's 
management  in  '*The  Birthplace  of  Podgers." 
In  that  piece  I  played  the  small  character- 
part  of  a  poet.  Lexicon,  and  succeeded, 
apparently,  so  far  as  both  public  and  Press 
were  concerned,  for  I  received  my  first  word 
of  critical  encouragement  in  the  Liverpool 
Courier  the  next  morning,  December  20th, 
1864.  It  was  short,  but  sweet,  and  ran  as 
follows :  *'  Mr.  Hare  again  manifested  rare 
abilities  in  character-parts." 

The  first  real  opportunity  afforded  me, 
however,     was    by     the    late    Edward    A. 


Sothern  in  "  A  Woman  in  Mauve,"  by  Watts 
Phillips.  Sothern  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
rehearsing  himself,  but  employed  an  actor 
to  go  in  advance  of  him  and  rehearse  his 
(Sothern's)  parts  with  the  stock  company.  I 
had  previously  played  with  Sothern  and  made 
a  bit  of  a  hit  as  the  stuttering  Mr.  Jones  in 
"  David  Garrick/' 

Sothem    apparently    had 
taken  rather  a  fancy  to  me, 
and  seemed  to  think  I  had 
something  in  me,  as  he  in- 
sisted on   having    me    cast 
for  the  chief  low  comedian's 
part    in     "A    Woman     in 
Mauve,"  which   was  to   be 
tried  in  Liverpool  prior  to 
its  production   in   London. 
I    rehearsed    this    part    for 
a    considerable    time,     but 
believe  there  was  great  dis- 
satisfaction in   the    theatre 
amongst  comedians  of  older 
standing,     and     occupying 
more    important    positions 
in  the  company,  at  my  being 
chosen  to  create  an  original 
character  in   preference  to 
them.  I  learnt  afterwards  t  hat 
continual    representations 
were  made  by  Mr.  Hender- 
son, the   manager,    and 
others  as  to  the  absurdity  of 
entrusting  an  important  part  to  an  amateur 
who   had  shown   no   aptitude   at   rehearsaL 
However,  to  my  good  fortune,  Sothern  was 
obdurate   and   insisted   on   my  playing   the 
part.     It  was  that  of  a  ci-devant  policeman, 
Beetles  by  name,  and  I  managed  to  convey 
by  my  costume  and  with  a  telescope,  which 
bore  a  resemblance  to  the  truncheon  identi- 
fied with  that  character,  a  suggestion  of  his 
occupation,   which,  like  Othello's,  had  now 
gone.     On   the   first   night    I  succeeded  in 
making  a  palpable  hit,  and  had  the  honour 
of  a  special  call,  Sothern  generously  taking 
me  before  the  curtain  to  receive  the  plaudits 
of  the  audience.     I  remember  that  he  had 
a   song   to   sing   in   one   scene,  and   I   was 
supposed   to  imitate    the   conductor   of   an 
orchestra   beating    time   with    my   telescope 
as  baton  in  a  comical  manner.     The  song 
was   usually   encored,    and    the   scene  went 
splendidly.     A   few    nights   later   it  seemed 
to   go   better   than    ever,   and    the    shrieks 
of  the  audience  led  me  to  indulge  in  extra- 
ordinary exertions  with  my  telescope,  which 
I    waved   with   the    enthusiasm    of  a  Con- 
tinental maestro.    In  the  midst  of  my  ecstasy 
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Sothern  astounded  me  by  saying  quietly 
in  an  aside,  "  It's  all  right,  old  fellow ; 
don't  worry,  but  just  get  off  the  stage  as 
soon  as  possible ! "  I  then  discovered,  to 
my  horror,  that  some  towels  with  which  I 
had  stuffed  myself  (in  order  to  obtain  a 
suggestion  of  embonpoint  with  which  Nature 
had  not  endowed  me)  had  dropped  from 
their  moorings  and  were  making  an  untidy 
heap  on  the  stage.  Need  I  say  I  fled 
from  the  scene  and  left  the  others  to  finish 
without  me  ? 

With  these  continual  changes  of  plays  and 
"  stars  "  at  Liverpool  I  had  the  advantage  of 
being  brought  into  contact  with  many  of  the 
leading  actors  of  the  day,  and  among  them 
Alfred  Wigan,  a  delightful  and  natural  actor. 
He  appeared  in  several  of  those  parts  asso- 
ciated with  his  name,  such  as  Achille  Talma 
Dufard,  in  "The  First  Night."  During  his 
visit  to  Liverpool  on  that  occasion  he 
essayed  two  new  parts — Evelyn,  in  "  Money," 
and  Shylock,  in  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice," 
in  neither  of  which  he  was  very  successful. 
He  was  too  old  for  the  former  part,  and 
had  not  breadth  and  power  enough  for  the 
demands  of  Shylock. 

An  amusing  incident  occurred  on  the  pro- 
duction of  "  Money."  I  had  been  cast  for 
the  character  of  the  old  member  of  the  club. 


a  small  but  effective  little  part  consisting  of 
a  repetition  of  the  words,  "Waiter,  snuff- 
box ! "  The  scene  in  the  club  is  so  arranged 
that  the  old  member  makes  his  entrance 
alone.  His  "business"  is  to  take  his  seat 
and  call  out,  "  Waiter,  snuff-box  !  "  Then  the 
other  characters  enter.  I  had,  however,  deter- 
mined to  seize  this  opportunity  of  making 
an  elaborate  character-study  of  the  old  gentle- 
man. I  do  not  know  exactly  what  I  did,  but, 
instead  of  going  quietly  to  my  seat,  1  gave  a 
detailed  delineation  of  an  asthmatic  old  gentle- 
man who  grunted,  coughed,  and  did  every- 
thing except  speak,  to  the  apparent  delight  of 
the  audience,  who  laughed  immoderately  at 
my  efforts,  much  to  my  personal  gratification. 
I,  however,  delayed  the  entrance  of  the 
principal  characters  for  a  considerable  time, 
and  was  only  brought  to  my  senses  by 
the  sight  and  sound  of  the  infuriated  Wigan 
saying  to  me  from  the  wings,  "Now,  sir, 
we've  had  enough  of  this.  Be  silent ! "  The 
impression  made  on  the  audience  showed 
itself  subsequently,  for  whenever  the  old 
member  opened  his  mouth  to  say,  "  Waiter, 
snuff-box  !  "  he  received  a  round  of  applause, 
much  to  the  indignation  of  Wigan. 

The  next  "  star "  of  importance  whose 
advent  was  heralded  with  interest  to  myself 
and  other  members  of  the  company,  including 
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Bancroft,  was  Miss  Marie  Wilton,  for  in  her 
he  found  a  wife  and  I  a  manageress  ere  long, 
little  though  we  thought  on  our  first  meeting 
that  slie  was  destined  to  influence  our  careers 
to  such  an  extent.  Marie  Wilton  appeared 
in  several  of  those  burlesques  in  which  she 
was  so  inimitable.  It  was  then  that  I  made 
my  first  appearance  in  burlesque  as  Polixenes 
in  the  parody  of  "A  Winter's  Tale,"  re- 
christened  "Perdita."  My  recollections  of 
my  efforts  in  burlesque  are  not  of  the 
happiest,  for  I  did  not  feel  at  home  in  that 
medium,  and  could  not  have  impressed  her 
favourably.  However,  Miss  Wilton  saw  me 
in  some  shorter  plays  and  encouraged  me  by 
her  kind  approbation,  and  it  was  the  recollec- 
tion of  that  encouragement  which  led  me  to 
apply  for  a  place  in  her  company  at  the 
Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre  when  later  I  came 
to  London. 

I  cannot  refrain  from  reflecting  upx)n  the 
advantages  derived  from  country  experience 
and  the  incalculable  value  of  the  stock 
companies,  to  which  system  we  old  actors 
owe  so  much.  It  was  a  training  which  can 
never  be  replaced. 

There  are,  however,  reminiscences  and 
reflections  of  a  more  disagreeable  character 
to  which  I  must  allude.  The  dirty  cellars 
we  inhabited  as  dressing-rooms !  The  in- 
ternal and  external  state  of  the  theati-es  in 
this  country,  leaving  very  much  to  be  desired 
on  the  score  of  sanitation,  health,  and  safety. 
They  are  better  now,  but  bad  still  in  many 
quarters,  and  the  situations  frequently  chosen 
for  sites  must  make  any  artist  shudder. 

On  entering  most  foreign  cities,  such  as 
Vienna,  Berlin,  Frankfort,  Dresden,  Munich, 
and  even  many  smaller  towns  abroad,  you 
ask,  "  What  buildings  are  these  ? "  Your 
guide  points  out  the  municipal  buildings,  the 
art  gallery,  the  conservatoire  of  music,  and 
lastly— often  the  finest  building  of  all — the 
theatre  or  opera-house,  as  in  raris.  How 
different  and  sometimes  disgraceful  it  is  in 
this  country  !  You  will,  it  is  true,  find  the 
municipal  buildings,  possibly  even  the  art 
gallery,  but  when  you  inquire  for  the  locality 
of  the  theatre  you  are  directed,  in  many 
instances,  to  some  mean  back  street,  with  the 
front  entrance  of  the  playhouse  surrounded 
by  shops.  And  the  stage-door — the  artistes' 
entrance?  Where  is  that  ?  Ye  gods  !  It  is 
often  up  some  foul  and  forbidding  alley, 
causing  the  self  respecting  actor,  on  entering 
or  leaving,  to  feel  humbled  at  the  thought 
and  ashamed  of  his  calling.  The  coldness, 
too,  of  some  of  the  provincial  theatres  is  a 
menace  to  many  an  old  actor  and  a  danger 


to  young  girls,  owing  to  the  defective  heating 
arrangements.  It  is  bad  enough  for  "  stars," 
who  are  supposed  to  have  every  comfort,  but 
it  is  a  crying  evil  for  the  poor  women  com- 
pelled to  be  scantily  clad,  and  the  unfortunate 
ballet-girls,  who  must  not  infrequently  con- 
tract illnesses  of  a  serious,  if  not  of  a  fatal, 
character. 

These  things  ought  not  to  be,  and  surely 
indicate  the  indifferent  and  almost  con- 
temptuous attitude  of  Englishmen  towards  a 
branch  of  art  it  should  be  their  pride  and 
ambition  to  foster.  A  good  picture  should 
have  a  worthy  frame. 

Take  Ix)ndon,  even.  It  is  little  less  than 
a  public  scandal  to  see  our  Opera  House 
situated  in  the  shabby  surroundings  of  an 
evil-smelling  market.  I  cannot  refer  to 
our  National  Theatre,  as  we  have  not  got 
one,  but  may  have  a  few  remarks  to  make  on 
that  subject  later.  Suflficient  for  the  moment 
is  the  reflection  that  some  of  our  most 
dignified  sites  are  occupied  by  music-halls, 
which  show  signs  of  rapidly  becoming  the 
staple  attraction  of  the  English  people. 

To  revert  from  such  painful  reflections  to 
more  pleasant  ones,  it  was  in  the  winter  of 
1864  that,  having  concluded  my  engagement 
in  Liverpool,  I  came  to  I^ondon.  At  this 
point  in  my  professional  life,  in  spite  of  such 
success  as  I  had  then  achieved,  I  had  almost 
decided  to  retire  from  the  stage  at  the  ripe 
age  of  twenty-one,  as  my  prospects  were  not 
bright  enough  to  encourage  me  to  continue 
in  my  career,  thinking  it  perhaps  wiser  to 
resume  the  occupation  for  which  I  was 
originally  intended  —  namely,  the  Civil 
Service.  In  the  meantime  I  had  married. 
Incidentally  meeting  John  Clarke  one  morn- 
ing in  the  street  in  London,  I  told  him 
of  my  intention,  and  he  argued  with  me 
strongly  as  to  the  folly  of  the  step  I  thought 
of  taking.  He  assured  me  of  the  hopeful- 
ness of  my  prospects,  and  concluded  by 
advising  me  to  apply  to  Miss  Marie  Wilton, 
by  whom  he  was  himself  engaged.  I  therefore 
wrote  to  her  saying  that  "  I  would  do  any- 
thing I  was  told,  play  any  part  that  was 
offered  me,  and  be  grateful  for  any  engage- 
ment I  could  get " — a  philosophical  frame 
of  mind  I  have  rarely  found  existing  among 
young  actors  since.  The  result  in  my  case 
was  an  engagement  at  two  pounds  a  week. 

My  first  impressions  of  the  old  Prince  of 
Wales's  Theatre  (the  Dust-hole,  as  it  had 
been  originally  called)  are  too  numerous  to 
recall  here.  It  was  a  very  small  theatre,  and 
the  stage  was  not  large  enough  to  swing  a  cat 
in — though  I  am  not  aware   of  the  exact 
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amount  of  space  required  for  that  op)eration. 
Still,  it  was  large  enough  for  very  artistic  and 
elaborate  productions  of  "  A  School  for 
Scandal,"  "  Money,"  and  "  The  Merchant  of 
Venice."  And  I  did  not  feel  at  all  "  cribb'd, 
cabin'd,  and  confined "  after  my  experiences 
at  Liverpool,  and  was  as  happy  as  the  day, 
or,  rather,  the  night,  was  long. 

On  September  25th,  1865,  I  made  my  first 
appearance  in  London  in  a  two-act  comedy 


production  in  Liverpool,  with  Blakeley  in  the 
rdk  now  allotted  to  me.  I  could  hardly 
realize  that  the  part  I  had  admired  so  much 
then  was  now  placed  in  my  hands,  and  that 
at  last  my  opportunity  had  come.  November 
nth,  1865,  the  date  chosen  for  the  premiere, 
was,  I  felt,  to  be  one  of  the  most  eventful 
nights  of  my  life.  The  day  to  which  I  had 
been  looking  forward  with  nervous  apprehen- 
sion at  last  arrived,  although  it  was  with  the 
prescience  that  my 

„    . ,     chance  had  come,  and 

that  I  was  really  going 
to  ni;ikc  a  slilcl>55.  Ox\ 
thij  very  eve  f>r  this 
fa  tL  III  I  tlay^  howt^vett  I 
herainu  v  ink-nElv  ilL  So 
ill  was  I  that,  swathed 
in  blink^:t^^,  I  had  to 
bu  ( arried  down  to  a 
(iiiir  -  wheeler^  whirh 
Uicik  me  to  the  theatre 
to  play  m\^  |iiirt.  I 
aj^jMjared  that  night  an 
unknown  actor^  and 
woke  the  next  morn- 
ing to  find  tli:it    I  had 
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entitled  "Naval  Engagements"  in  which  I 
was  cast  for  the  small  part  of  Short,  a  land- 
lord.  It  was  a  curious  coim  idence  that  my 
dt'btii  in  Liverpool  ishnuld  have  been  in  a 
character  named  '*Smalli>iert,''  and  in 
London  as  *^Short/^  H.  J,  Hyrnn  was  asso- 
ciated in  management  witli  Miss  Marie 
\\  ilton,  and  his  wit  svas  wtrll  known  and  is 
still  ] pleasantly  remembered.  He  rrjngratu- 
lated  me  facetiously  on  my  a[)peiiranre  in  a 
part  for  which  I  wa.^  .so  well  suited.  **  With  a 
short  figure^  a  short  name,  and  a  short  part/' 
he  said,  ^*tlrc  eriiics  will  say  you  are,  in  short, 
perfect."  "Thanks/'  I  replied;  ''but  if  I 
fail?"  "Then,"  \v  \  "  vr  U  re-chri^ten 
the  play,  *  Short  Engagements '  ! " 

However,  I  did  not  fail,  and  subsequently 
made  my  first  and  only  appearance  in  a 
woman's  part,  Zerlina  in  "  Little  Don 
Giovanni."  I  had  an  intense  dislike  to 
appearing  in  woman's  clothes,  and  my  relief 
was  great  when  the  curtain  descended  for  the 
last  time  on  my  short  skirts  and  futile  efforts. 

Then  came  the  reign  of  Robertson  ! 
Much  to  my  delight,  I  was  cast  for  the  part 
of  Lord  Ptarmigant  in  his  play  called 
"  Society,"  which  I  had  seen  on  its  original 
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succeeded  far  beyond  my  hopes,  and  had  laid 
the  foundation-stone  of  that  reputation  which 
the  public  and  Press  in  their  generosity  have 
awarded  me. 

Speaking  of  illness  reminds  me  that  it  has 
been  my  misfortune  to  fulfil  many  of  my 
most  important  engagements  under  extremely 
unfavourable  conditions  through  ill-health. 
Sudden  and  serious  illness — not  mere  indis- 
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position — seems  to  dog  my  footsteps  when 
affairs  of  more  than  usual  importance  claim 
my  urgent  attention.  I  might  instance  many 
first  nights  on  which 
doctors  have  forbidden  me 
to  appear  —  e.g.^  my  last 
London  appearance  in  "A 
Great  Conspiracy "  ;  the 
occasion  when  I  had  the 
honour  of  responding  for 
the  drama  at  the  Royal 
Academy  dinner ;  when  I 
presided  at  the  Boz  Club 
dinner;  as  chairman  of  a 
meeting  convened  to  advo- 
cate the  erection  of  the 
Irving  Memorial  (a  matter 
in  which  I  have  taken  the 
deepest  personal  interest) ; 
my  first  command  per- 
formance before  the  late 
Queen  at  Windsor ;  and 
my  two  recent  Royal  com- 
mand performances  at 
Sandringham  and  Wind- 
sor. All  these  engage- 
ments were  accomplished 
under  conditions  of  the 
severest  physical^  and 
mental  strain. 

To  revert  to  the  pro- 
duction of  "Society,"  it 
was  during  the  rehearsals 
of  this  play  that  I  first 
made  the  acquaintance  of 
its  author,  Tom  Robertson, 
who  was  destined  to  have 
so  great  an  effect  on  the  contemporary  drama, 
revolutionizing  the  existing  form  of  dramatic 
writing.  He  was  a  charming  man  and  a 
delightful  raconteur,  with  sometimes  a  sar- 
castic tongue,  but  ever  a 
warm  heart.  His  early 
struggles  had,  perhaps,  em- 
bittered him,  but  his  final 
triumphs  allayed  his  wounded 
feelings.  He  substituted  for 
the  stagey,  artificial  drama 
of  the  day  plays  founded  on 
observation  of  character  and 
nature.  I  have  no  doubt 
whatever  that,  had  Robert- 
son lived  longer — endowed 
^with  health  and  strength — or 
had  his  advent  been  post- 
poned and  he  had  written 
in  the  present  day,  the 
author  of  "Caste''  would 
have  given  to  the  world  much 
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greater  plays.  Influenced,  but  not  enslaved, 
by  the  progress  of  the  age,  he  would  doubt- 
less have  combined  the  sometimes  too  vivid 
realism  of  modem  dramatic 
work  with  that  heart,  sym- 
pathy, and  power  of  pathos 
which  many  of  our  coo- 
temporary  European 
dramatists  lack,  and  in 
which  he  was  unrivalled. 

His  gifts  of  stage- 
management  were  unique^ 
but  it  was  by  his  delicate 
influence  and  suggestion 
rather  than  by  mechanical 
direction  that  he  attained 
his  ends.  £ven  so  great 
an  expert  as  Sir  W.  S. 
Gilbert  has  since  shown 
himself*  to  be  wrote  of 
him  : — 

"I  frequently  attended 
his  rehearsalSj  ai^d  learnt 
a  great  deal  from  his 
methods  of  stage-manage- 
ment, which  in  those  days 
was  quite  a  novelty, 
although  most  pieces  are 
now  stage-managed  on  the 
principles  he  introduced. 
I  look  upon  stage-manage- 
ment, as  now  understood, 
as  having  been  absolutely 
invented  by  him." 

My  own  close  intimacy 
with  Robertson  the  man 
took  place  during  the 
rehearsals  of  "Society,"  and  lasted  till  his 
death,  when  I  lost  a  staunch  and  loyal 
friend.  Indeed,  to  his  sound  advice  I  owe 
the  fact  that  I  remained  so  long  at  the  Prince 
of  Wales's  Theatre,  and  was 
thereby  enabled  to  establish 
my  budding  reputation.  It 
was  in  this  wise.  After  my 
success  as  Lx)rd  Ptarmigan t, 
followed  by  that  of  Mr. 
Fluker  in  "  A  Hundred 
Thousand  Pounds,"  I  not 
unnaturally,  perhaps,  looked 
forward  to  find  myself  afforded 
in  Robertson's  next  play  an 
even  greater  opportunity ; 
but  when  "  Ours  "  was  read 
I  found  myself  cast  for  what 
I  thought  the  insignificant 
character  of  Prince  Perovsky. 
My  first  inclination  —  one 
so  often  felt  by  ambitious 
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young  actors — was  to  refuse  to  play  the 
part,  and  leave  the  theatre  to  seek  "fresh 
fields  and  pastures  new "  ;  but,  before 
doing  so,  I  had  the  good  sense  to  consult 
Robertson.  I  told  him  that  I  did  not  hope 
to  improve  my  reputation,  but  did  not  wish 
to  ruin  it,  which  I  felt  would  be  the  case  by 
playing  so  insignificant  a  part,  of  which  one 
could  hope  to 
make  nothing. 
His  answer  to  me 
—  and  I  shall 
never  forget  it — 
was  :  "Do  what 
you  think  best, 
my  dear  Hare. 
Honestly,  it  is  a 
bad  part,  but  I 
should  personally 
like  you  to  play 
it.  I  don't  think 
it  will  do  you 
either  good  or 
harm,  but  take  a 
friend's  advice 
and  don't  quarrel 
with  your  bread 
and  butter.  Be 
loyal  to  your 
management ; 
never  refuse  a 
part ;  you  can't 
tell  till  you  have 
played  it  how  a 
part  may  deve- 
lop ! "  I  took  his 
advice  and  played 
the  part.  To  my 
surprise  I  made 
another  great  suc- 
cess in  it,  and 
remained  at  the 
theatre  for  nine 
years  afterwards 
— nine  of  the 
happiest  and  most 
successful  years  of 
my  professional 
life.  It  was  while  playing  Prince  Perovsky  in 
1866  that  I  first  had  the  honour  of  personally 
meeting  the  Prince  of  Wales  (now  King 
Edward),  who  summoned  me  to  his  presence 
and  expressed  his  approval  of  my  performance. 
At  the  same  time,  with  his  eagle-like  eye 
for  accuracy,  he  pointed  out  several  care- 
less mistakes  made  in  the  choice  of  my 
decorations,  which  I  had  selected  at  hap- 
hazard, thinking  that  they  would  not  be 
noticed  at  a  distance.     From  that  date  to 
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the  time  of  my  leaving  permanent  manage- 
ment at  the  Globe  Theatre  in  1904,  His 
Majesty  witnessed  nearly  every  play  in  which 
I  appeared,  and  never  failed  to  honour  me 
with  his  personal  criticism. 

After  "  Ours "  came  "  Caste,"  and  the 
scene  of  unanimous  enthusiasm  among  the 
actors    in    the   green -room  when  the   play 

was  read  to  us 
by  Robertson 
will  be  ever  re- 
membered by 
those  present. 
Actors  are  said  to 
be  bad  judges  of 
plays,  but  not  one 
there  had  a  doubt 
as  to  the  certainty 
of  its  success.  As 
for  my  original 
part  of  Sam  Ger- 
ridge,  when 
Robertson  read 
the  play  I  saw 
this  character  live 
and  move  and 
hs^ve  its  being 
before  the  author 
even  told  me  I 
was  to  play  it. 
Watching  the 
author  and  listen- 
ing to  his  elo- 
quent reading  of 
the  play,  the  acting 
and  make-up  of 
my  part  flashed 
across  me  like 
lightning,  and  I 
only  realized  sub- 
sequently in  my 
performance  what 
was  felt  instan- 
taneously at  that 
first  reading. 

The  perform- 
ance  of  this 
play  was  remark- 
able all  round.  The  genius  of  Marie  Wilton 
(now  Lady  Bancroft)  was  never  more  won- 
derfully displayed  than  in  the  part  of  Polly, 
and  Miss  Lydia  Foote  gave  a  beautiful  im- 
personation of  Esther.  In  Captain  Hawtree, 
Bancroft  created  with  consummate  skill  a 
type  which  must  ever  be  identified  with  his 
name.  George  Honey's  performance  of 
Eccles  was  exceedingly  rich  in  humour, 
although  perhaps  slightly  more  grotesque 
than    real,    while   the   performance  of   Fred 
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Younge,  who  was  in  appearance  and  age 
unsuited  to  play  IVAlroy,  was  so  subtle  and 
beautiful  in  treatment  that,  even  after  appear- 
ing for  a  hundred  nights  with  him  on  the 
stage,  I  never  failed  to  admire  the  delicacy 
and  technique  of  his  acting. 

Salaries  were  not  so  big  in  those  days. 
For  playing  Sam  (ierridge  I  received  six 
pounds  a  week.  I  think  I  am  within  the 
mark  in  stating  that  the  entire  salary-list  for 
the  company  playing  in  "  Caste  "  could  not 
have  exceeded  the  sum  of  sixty  pounds  a 
week,  excluding,  of  course.  Miss  Marie 
Wilton's  remuneration  as  leading  actress  and 
manageress.  What  would  such  a  cast  cost 
at  the  present  day? 

It  may  not  be  out  of  place  here  to  say 
that  during  the  run  of  "  Caste  "  1  received 
offers  of  engagement  from  other  manage- 
ments,  but,   before  deciding,    I   approached 


Miss  Wilton  (Lady 
Bancroft)    with    a 
view   to   a   rise  of 
salary,  and  received 
the  following  letter 
from  her,  which  it 
may  be  of  interest 
to  reproduce : — 
July  6ih,  1867. 
My    Dear     Mr. 
Hare, — I  am  glad  to 
have  heard  from  yoo. 
I  can  quite  understand 
your  having  offers  from 
other     managers,     as, 
independent    of    their 
natural  wish  to  add  so 
successful  an  actor  as 
yourself  to  their  staf!^ 
I  have  good  reason  to 
believe  a  very  general 
desire  exists   to  break 
up  my  company.     The 
limited    size     of     my 
theatre,      of      course, 
places  me   at    a    dis- 
advantage   in     coping 
with  managers  of  larger 
houses,  who  can  afford 
to  offer  big   terms  to 
suit    their    own    ends, 
and    my    salary  -  list, 
good  as  It  at  present  is, 
will  be  much    heavier 
next  season.     But  my 
desire  to  retain  you  is 
very  great,  and  I  offer 
you  eight  pounds   per 
week.      In  justice   to 
myself,  I  must  remind 
you  of  the   length   of 
my  season  and  of  your 
very  enviable  position 
in  the  theatre,  which  I 
am  delighted   to  hear 
you    find    comfortable 

and  happy.     Let  me  hear  your  decision  as  soon  as 

possible^  and  believe  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Hare, 
Very  sincerely  yours, 

Marie  Wii.ton, 

Your    mother    who     has    nursed    you    ever    since 

September,  1865  ! 

I  could  not  resist  Miss  Wilton's  maternal 
postscript,  and  remained  ! 

It  was  in  1867  that  I  was  elected  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Garrick  Club,  a  distinction  which 
in  those  days  we  considered  to  be  the  blue 
ribbon  of  an  actor's  social  ambition.  What 
memories  those  early  days  recall !  The 
card-room  of  the  Garrick  was  then,  as  it  is 
now,  the  haunt  of  the  most  sociable  spirits 
of  the  club,  and  when  I  enumerate  a  few  of 
the  famous  men  who  frequented  it  in  those 
days — e.js;.,  Millais,  Charles  Lever,  Charles 
Rende,  Anthony  Trollope,  and  Henry  James 
(now  Lord  James  of  Hereford)  among 
others— it  may  be  imagined  with  what  rever- 
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ence  I  crossed 

that  threshold, 
and    the  wit 

and  humour 

which  reigned 

within.      An- 
other    highly- 

r  e  spected 

iTi  ember    in 

those  days  was 

James      Clay, 

the   greatest 

whist-player  of 

his  time,  whose 

book  is  to  the 

present  day  Re- 
garded as  one 

of     the     best 

authorities   on 

the   subject. 

He  was  not  in 

the     habit    of 

playing    fre- 
quently at  the 

Garrick,  where 

the    "  points  " 

were     only 

nominal,     but 

usually  played 
for     higher 
stakes  at    the 
Turf  and  other  clubs. 
From    time .  to   time, 
'  however,  in  order  to 
be  in  touch  with  his 
old  friends,  he  occa- 
sionally    played     "  a 
quiet  rubber"  at  the 
Ciarrick.       One    day, 
hearing  that   he   was 
playing,  I  entered  the 
card -room     unob- 
served, and  took  pos- 
session    of    a    chair 
behind  him,  overjoyed 
at  the  opportunity  of 
being  a  witness  to  his 
skill.   To  my  astonish- 
ment and  amusement, 
after  about  the  third 
round  he  "revoked." 
Nobody  noticed  it  but 
myself,    and     I    well 
remember   him   turn- 
ing round  and  catching 
my  eye,  as  he  laughed 
heartily  at  his  careless- 
ness. 

At  the  Garrick,  too. 
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I   have   recol- 
lections of  that 
distinguished 
litterateur^ 
Anthony  Trol- 
lope,  who  had 
rather  a  rough 
and     rugged 
exterior,     and 
seemed    to 
resent  my  en- 
trance  to   the 
club,  regarding 
it     apparently 
as  an  imperti- 
nence   at    my 
age.       I    was 
then    only 
twenty  -  three.. 
He  hated  the 
theatre   and 
rarely  went  in- 
s  i  d  e,    but 
during  the  run 
of  "Caste"  a 
friend    and 
fellow-member 
persuaded  him 
to  go  and  see 
the      perform- 
ance.     The 
next  day  when  I  went 
into    the    card  -  room 
Trollope,    instead    of 
being  gruff  and  surly, 
beamed  upon  me  and 
beckoned     me     into 
another    room.      He 
complimented    me 
upon  my  performance 
and    said    he    would 
like  to  write  a  play — 
on  the  same  lines  as 
"Caste."     He   would 
have  it  ready  within  a 
week  or  two  !    Would 
I  read  it  ?    Of  course, 
I    felt    flattered,   and 
said  I  should  be  only 
too   proud.       I    read 
the  play  subsequently, 
but,     without     being 
disrespectful,  found  it 
not  only  lacked  that 
literary  style  for  which 
Anthony  Trollope  was 
distinguished,  but  was 
also     dramatically 
deficient,    both    in 


Digitized  by 


Google 


524 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


dialogue  and  construction,  and 
politely  suggested  he  should 
showit  to  some  better  authority. 
"  No  !  I  want  your  candid 
opinion,"  he  insisted.  So  I  told 
him  what  I  thought.  After- 
wards we  became  the  best  of 
friends,  though  he  never  wrote 
another  play. 

There  is  a  picture  now  hang- 
ing in  the  card -room  of  the 
Garrick  Club,  painted  and  pre- 
sented just  after  I  joined,  by 
Henry  O'Neil,  A.R.A.    It  por- 
trays some  forty  or  fifty  pro- 
minent members,  whom  I  knew 
personally,  and  includes  such 
eminent  men  as  Millais,  I^igh- 
ton,  Fladgate,  1'. 
Greswick,     R.A.,      -    •    - 
Shirley      Brooks, 
W.  P.  Frith,  R.  A., 
ValPrinsep,  R.A., 
Frederic  Glay, 
Alfred    Elmore, 
R.A.,    Sir    John 
Gilbert,  the  Mar- 
quess of  Anglesey, 
Sir  W.H.Russell, 
General     Napier, 
General    Lamb- 
ton,  Henry  James, 
andHenryO'Neil, 
A.R.A.  It  is  a  sad 
reflection  to   feel 
that,  with  the  not- 
able exception  of 
two — Lord  James 
of  Hereford  and 
Mr.   \V.  P.  Frith 
— all,  I  think,  have 
joined   the   great       y  ^  / 
majority.  A  strik-     ^   -^ 
ing     contrast     is      .       "^ 
afforded  in  the 
fact  that  in  1868 
I  helped  to  found 
a     small      club 
called  the  Lambs, 
limited  to  twenty- 
four  members, 
considerably  over 
half  of  whom  are 
still  alive.    These 

included  such  well-known  men  as  Lord  Kil- 
morey,  Lord  Hothfield,  Sir  Douglas  Straight, 
Sir  Squire  Bancroft,  Sir  Charles  Santley, 
H.  J.  Montague,  and  Comyns  Carr.     George 
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du  Maurier  was  also  a  member, 
but  he  has  signed  his  last 
sketch  and  told  his  last  story. 

My  first  acquaintance  with 
Du   Maurier  had  taken   place 
on  the  original  production  of 
"  Caste."     He  had  also  distin- 
guished himself  as  an  amateur 
actor,  and   had  just    made  a 
very  signal  success  as  Box,  the 
printer,  in  Bumand  and  Sulli- 
van's charming  musical  come- 
dietta, "  Box  and  Cox."  George 
du  Maurier  had  a  beautiful  and 
most   sympathetic   voice,    and 
his  subsequent  success  in  litera- 
ture as  well  as  art  showed  the 
versatility  of  that  accomplished 
and    delightful 
man.  One  day  he 
asked     me    if    I 
^  would   book  him 

a  couple  of  seals 
for  the  perform- 
ance of  *'  Caste'' 
(in  which  I  was 
playing  Gerridge). 
I  did  so,  and  for- 
warded him  the 
tickets.  The  fol- 
lowing Sunday 
afternoon  he 
called  with  his 
wife— incidentally 
to  liquidate  the 
little  debt,  but, 
finding  neither  my 
wife  nor  myself  at 
home,  he  left  the 
loose  money 
>\Tapped  up  in  the 
accompanying 
sketch  (with  an 
explanatory  and 
amusing  rhyme 
u  ndern  eath), 
hurriedly  made  in 
the  hall.  I  repro 
duce  this,  which  I 
regard  as  a  very 
preciousmemento 
of  our  friendship, 
as  it  contains  re- 
markable  like- 


nesses of  our  respective  wives,  and  Du  Maurier 

and  myself  in  our 

characters  of  Box       y  Vly ^ 

and  Gerridge.  ^^■"^i^^^'^^^^^X 

{To  be  continued.)  ^Sj^^ 
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N  the  most  expert  and  official 
advice,  which  is  wonderful, 
humanity  was  told  to  abandon 
all  hope. 

"  The  man  and  the  boy 
working  with  him  are  dead. 
The  fire  has  been  raging  through  all  the  pit 
for  three  days  and  three  nights,  and  only 
flooding  will  end  it." 

That  was  the  unpleasant  part  of  it.  People 
objected  to  the  flooding  because  they  had 
affections,  and  a  boy  and  a  man  were  in  the 
burning  pit. 

"  Nothing  could  live  through  such  a  fire," 
was  the  expert  and  official  advice.  "  And  all 
the  others  are  accounted  for." 

And  they  opened  the  channel  to  turn  the 
river  down  into  the  pit  instead  of  letting  it 
flow  down  the  valley  into  the  sea.  The  sun 
shone  pleasantly  on  the  running  water  making 
its  way  lo  the  mouth  of  the  thirsty  pit. 

At  this  sign  of  the  last  hope  gone  an  old 
woman  near  the  brink  of  the  pit  took  a 
young  woman  in  her  arms,  for  fear  she  would 
throw  herself  down  into  the  roaring  blaze 
which  was  reddening  the  shaft  walls  far 
below.  The  girl  could  not  see  the  flames. 
She  was  weeping  for  the  man  they  were 
devouring.  There  were  thousands  of  people 
round  the  top  of  the  shaft,  and  most  of  the 
women  were  .looking  at  the  other  two  and 
crying. 

It  was,  of  course,  quite  different  far  down 
in  and  behind  the  raging  red  that  would  not 
let  an  animate  thing  pass  in  or  out  of  the  pit. 
There,  inside,  in  defiance  of  all  expert  advice 
on  the  subject,  Martin  and  the  boy  had 
decided  to  go  on  living. 

From  up  in  their  dark  comer  of  the  work- 
ings, among  a  colony  of  escaped  rats,  they 
were  creeping  down  to  have  another  look  at 
the  fire,  to  see  if  there  were  any  signs  at  all 
of  its  dying  out.  The  boy's  hand  was  in  the 
hand  of  the  man,  in  whom  he  had  supreme 
faith.  They  had  no  light,  and  Martin  kept 
one  arm  stretched  out  in  front  of  him,  till  it 
touched  a  door. 

"  Keep  back  a  little,"  said  he. 

The  lad  drew  back  ;  and  as  Martin  slowly 
pushed  open  the  door  the  darkness  became 
lurid    with    the    terrible    red    of    the    fire. 


Far  away  beyond  the  door  they  saw  the 
flames  burning  down  the  roof-timbers  and 
the  square  wooden  cogs  of  the  side-walls, 
and  wrecking  the  whole  roadway.  The 
glare  was  on  the  big,  strong  door  that  had 
sheltered  them,  on  the  roof-timbers  above 
them,  on  the  cogs  and  stones  of  the  rough 
walls ;  while  the  tram-rails  underfoot  looked 
red-hot.  Also  the  red  light  was  in  Martin's 
face.  It  showed  that  a  man  could  smile  and 
suffer  at  the  same  time.  His  genial  good- 
humour  was  his  best  asset  He  looked  at 
the  blaze. 

"'rhere's  too  much  coal  on  our  fire,"  he 
said,  grimly. 

His  ^es  were  coming  out  of  their  sockets 
with  the  strain  of  looking  for  a  way  of  escape. 
The  pit-dust  and  three  days'  beard  on  his 
face  were  less  formidable  than  the  protruding 
cheek-bones  of  hunger.  He  had  neither  cap 
nor  coat,  and  his  shirt  was  torn  wide  open  at 
his  breast.  . 

The  poor  boy  behind  him  was  thin  and 
weak,  and  his  small  face  was  a  miniature  oi 
smiling  misery  as  he  looked  up  to  ask  the 
man  :  **  Is  the  fire  burningitself  out,  Martin? 
You  said  it  would." 

That  had  been  their  one  hope  for  three 
days  and  three,  nights — ever  since,  in  fact, 
the  explosion  had  sent  red  death  to  chase 
them  from  tunnel  to  tunnel,  until  it  drove 
them  up  into  this  black  corner. 

**  It's  bound  to  burn  itself  out,"  repeated 
Martin  ;  though  as  he  stared  at  it  now,  with 
the  burning  horse-flesh  in  his  nostrils,  he  saw 
that  the  fire  must  be  rather  nearer  to  them. 
And  he  added,  gaily  :  "  You  see,  Dicky,  it's 
not  nearly  so  bad  as  if  some  old  working  was 
flooding  the  pit ;  because  the  water  w^ould 
fill  all  the  roads  and  stick  there  all  the  time. 
But  the  fire  is  bound  to  burn  itself  out 
very  soon." 

Martin  was  always  ready  with  some  happy 
idea  to  keep  Dicky  in  good  spirits.  But 
beyond  that  the  man  knew  very  well,  and 
was  quite  in  earnest  in  the  view,  that,  though 
he  and  the  lad  could  live  through  fire,  there 
would  be  hardly  any  chance  at  all  of  outlast- 
ing a  flood.  He  had  no  notion  that  the 
people  outside  were  carrying  the  river  to  the 
pit  to  put  an  end  to  the  fire. 
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Dicky  laughed  because  Martin  was 
laughing. 

"  It's  a  good  job  the  pit  isn't  flooded,"  said 
the  boy,  repeating  faithfully  the  man's  idea. 

"  Yes,  isn't  it  ?  "  agreed  Martin.  "  The  fire 
will  die  down,  and  we  will  go  home  together, 
Dicky,  my  fine  fellow." 

"  My  mother  will  be  glad  to  see  me  out 
safe,"  said  Dicky,  confidently.  "  And  I  know 
that  Rachel  will  laugh  when  she  sees  you 
again,  Martin." 

"  Of  course,"  Martin  said,  and  the  smile 
left  his  thin  lips  ;  and  the  red  light  on  his 
face  made  him  look  terrible.  "It's  too  hot  to 
stay  here,  Dicky,"  he  added,  slowly.  "  Let's 
go  back  and  see  if  the  stones  have  stopped 


falling  up  in  the  hole.  There  might  be  a 
chance  back  there  soon." 

He  closed  the  door  and  the  red  light 
vanished.  The  boy  took  his  hand,  and  they 
groped  back  over  the  wreckage  on  the  ground 
to  the  other  end  of  their  prison.  From  the 
dark  beyond  came  hollow,  ghostly  sounds. 

"  Don't  go  too  near,"  said  Martin,  cautiously. 

"  Pity  it  keeps  falling  in  there,"  said  the 
boy  from  behind. 

They  stopped  at  the  bottom  of  what  they 
knew  to  be  a  hill  of  broken  rocks.  The  hiss 
and  crash  of  falling  roof  inside  was  terrifying. 
They  had  come  to  the  end  of  the  world,  as 
it  were.  The  only  break  in  the  blackness  was 
made  by  the  colony  of  rats  swarming  around 
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Their  eyes  were  like  spots  of  green  fire  leap- 
ing and  creeping  everywhere.  The  rats  lived 
by  eating  each  other ;  but  their  instinct  made 
them  regard  the  man  and  boy  as  certain  and 
better  food,  and  they  were  in  a  great  hurry 
for  the  feast.  Martin  threw  a  stone  among 
the  rats  to  frighten  them,  and  they  scurried 
back,  squeaking  and  fighting  in  their  sudden 
fright. 

The  boy  kept  close  to  the  man.  Martin 
was  standing  upright,  with  his  face  towards  a 
trembling  current  of  air  that  came  from  the 
unknown  where  the  roof  was  breaking.  The 
man's  brain  was  tired  from  the  endless  effort 
of  trying  to  trace  that  air-current  in  imagina- 
tion to  its  source.  He  believed  it  had  its 
beginning  in  the  higher  workings  of  the 
No.  2  seam,  and  came  down  through  some 
hole  made  by  the  explosion. 

"  And  where  the  air  is  coming  from  there 
should  be  a  way  for  us  to  crawl  to  the  shaft." 

With  that  intense  thought  at  the  back  of 
his  brain  Martin  had,  time  after  time,  tried 
to  climb  up  into  the  cavern,  and  each  time 
had  been  driven  back,  bleeding  from  the 
blows  of  the  falling  stones  that  crashed  down 
with  their  queer  echoes.  And  even  there 
Martin,  as  he  stood  looking  in,  caught  the 
flash  of  red  far  away  in  some  burning  road 
beyond  the  cavern.  The  glow  of  the  fire 
came  through  the  falling  rocks  like  sunset 
through  evening  showers,  only  these  showers 
came  down  hissirig,  roaring,  and  echoing  with 
the  terror  of  endless  night  in  the  sound. 
Behind  him  the  rats  were  squeaking,  fighting, 
and  preparing  for  the  great  feast  that  the  man 
and  boy  would  make  for  them. 

"  Yet  it's  getting  quieter  in  there,"  Martin 
said,  genially ;  "  I  think  I'll  have  another  try, 
Dicky ;  and  you " 

"  What's  that  ?  "  interrupted  the  boy,  and 
Martin  felt  the  lad's  hand  tighten  in  his  clasp. 
*'  I  heard  a  funny  sound,  like  water  splashing 
against  the  door." 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Martin,  turning  quickly.  He 
thought  that  the  poor  lad's  mind  must  be 
breaking  down  under  the  long  strain,  and  he 
put  his  arm  around  Dicky's  neck.  "Oh, 
that ,"  he  began  to  explain. 

Martin  ended  there.  The  extraordinary 
coldness  of  the  place  made  him  shiver ;  and 
the  boy's  teeth  were  chattering. 

"  The  air  is  colder — aha  ! "  Martin  said, 
buoyantly.  "Perhaps  the  fire  is  dying  out 
and  leaving  the  road  open  for  us  to  go  home, 
Dicky  !  Then  there  will  be  a  young  woman 
and  an  old  one  who  will  be  laughing  instead 
of  crying.   Down  we  go  to  the  door,  laddie." 

Hand  in  hand  they  crept  down  to  the  door. 


They  were  trembling  with  the  cold.  Martin's 
hand  was  stretched  out.  It  touched  the  door. 
He  expected  it  to  open  at  his  touch.  It  did 
not  move. 

"  That's  funny,"  said  he,  laughing ;  though 
he  knew  it  was  not  funny  at  all,  but  very 
serious. 

"I'm  standing  in  water — I'm  freezing," 
stammered  the  boy. 

"  Water ! "  Martin  ref)eated,  quite  un- 
believing; and  he  bent  down,  feeling  with 
his  hand  along  the  black  bottom. 

But  when  he  raised  that  hand  and  put  it  to 
his  cheek,  something  trickled  down  under  his 
jaw  and  dripped  from  his  chin.  A  strange, 
smothered  gurgle  of  deep  moving  water  came 
through  the  door.  But  what  alarmed  Martin 
most  was  the  peculiar  rumbling  noise — a 
whispered  roar — which  now  seemed  to  be 
everywhere  in  the  darkness  around  them. 
Afterwards  he  knew  that  this  sudden  chill  in 
the  air  and  the  rumble  came  from  the  river 
which  was  fighting  the  flames  and  filling  all 
the  roads  of  the  pit.  If  the  fire  were  dying 
down  another  enemy  was  in  the  way. 

Without  a  word  Martin  raised  his  arm  to 
test  the  door  again.  He  heard  the  strong 
planks  creaking.  There  was  a  subtle,  mys- 
terious hissing  at  the  four  corners  of  the 
woodwork.  Invisible  sprays  were  being 
forced  through  the  cracks  made  by  the  strain 
of  a  stupendous  weight.  He  put  his  hand 
upon  the  door  and  pressed  :  it  did  not  move. 
The  deadyp<?/of  it  was  appalling.  The  road 
behind  must  be  full  of  water,  and  Martin 
knew  that  he  and  the  boy  were  farther  off 
than  ever  from  turning  the  tears  of  two 
women  into  smiles.  Water  had  taken  the 
place  of  the  fire  behind  the  door  !  The 
thought  of  it  paralyzed  him.  He  stood  for  ai 
second  as  still  and  as  stiff  as  death.  Some- 
thing cold  caught  at  his  heart,  and  the  chill 
of  it  was  ghastly. 

"When  and  where  did  the  water  break 
in?" 

He  did  not  know  he  was  speaking,  but  the 
boy  answered  : — 

"  I  heard  it  from  the  other  end,  and  it  is 
spraying  all  over  me.  I  am  getting  wet 
through,  Martin." 

"  Stand  back,"  said  the  man.  "  I  wonder 
can  we  get  through  ?  " 

He  put  a  desperate  shoulder  to  the  door 
to  force  it  open. 

That  was  just  the  help  wanted  by  the 
thing  behind.  The  hissing  became  a  scream, 
the  creaking  a  roar.  The  thick  planks 
cracked  one  after  the  other.  Then  down 
came  the  whole  woodwork,  with  water  driving 
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through  it  and  over  it,  the  full  of  the  road- 
way, like  a  black  blast,  invisible  but  roaring, 
whistling,  screaming,  and  overwhelming. 

"  The  boy  ! "  was  Martin's  thought. 

The  first  touch  of  the  flood  knocked  him 
staggering  back. 

"  Dicky ! "  he  shouted,  with  the  water 
rushing  all  over  him. 

"  Here,  Martin  ! "  answered  the  lad,  who, 
not  understanding  what  had  happened,  ran 
forward  and  was  washed  off  his  feet. 

But  Martin  had  located  him,  caught  him 
round  the  waist,  and  ran— with  the  boy  in  his 
arms  and  the  flood  at  his  heels — back  to 
the  only  hole  open,  where  the  stones  were 
dropping  from  the  roof.  But  even  the 
shower  of  rocks  had  to  be  faced  now. 

The  water  was  up  to  his  hips.  A  moment's 
hesitation  would  be  the  end  of  all ;  and  he 
dashed  boldly  up  over  the  hill  of  broken 
rocks  into  the  long,  dark,  echoing  cavern. 
Up  with  him  the  rats  were  swarming.  The 
fear  of  the  flood  was  on  them. 

The  stones  fell  in  the  midst  of  the  rats, 
killing  scores  for  the  others  to  eat.  Their 
terrified  squeaking  was  horrible. 

"  The  water  is  rising  behind  us,"  cried 
Martin. 

The  heap  of  fallen  roof  had  checked  the 
flood  for  a  moment.  Martin  heard  it  gurgling, 
splashing,  and  swirling  at  the  bottom  as  it 
rose  higher  and  higher,  to  come  rushing  over ; 
and  mixed  up  with  these  noises  he  heard  the 
plunging  sounds  of  the  stones  dropping  into 
the  pool. 

"  Put  me  on  my  feet,  Martin,  and  we  can 
go  faster,"  said  the  boy.  "  I  am  all  right ; 
I- can  creep  behind  you." 

"  Keep  tight  to  the  side,  then,  laddie." 

That  was  the  guiding  instinct,  bom  of 
Martin's  pit  experience.  In  the  centre  were 
showers  of  stones.  The  roof  of  the  hole  had 
taken  the  shape  of  a  natural  arch,  and  under 
the  sides  the  danger  of  being  hit  was  less 
than  in  the  middle.  Martin  put  the  boy 
down.  The  water  dripped  from  their  faces, 
hair,  and  clothes  as  the  man  and  boy  clung 
to  the  side  like  creatures  creeping  under 
a  wall  for  shelter  from  a  storm.  They 
dragged  themselves  far  inward  uncjer  the 
arch,  the  boy  behind  gripping  the  man's 
hand.  The  sharp  edges  of  the  stones  in 
the  sides  cut  through  their  clothes  and 
tore  the  flesh  from  their  bodies.  Stones 
were  falling  in  the  centre ;  the  flood  rising 
behind.  The  cavern  stretched  up  into  the 
unknown,  and  every  sound  seemed  to  be 
carried  miles  upward  and  inward  and  filled 
the  place  with  clattering  echoes. 


A  red  patch  of  fire  suddenly  leaped  up,  as 
it  were,  from  under  Martin's  feet ;  and  before 
he  could  actually  understand  what  it  meant 
he  was  slipping  down  a  hole.  He  was  drag- 
ging the  boy  down  with  him.  Whatever  was 
going  to  happen,  Martin  would  not  for  a 
moment  let  the  lad  be  separated  from  him. 
Once  parted,  it  would  be  a  miracle  if  ever 
they  came  together  again.  His  first  fear  was 
that  they  were  slipping  down  into  one  of 
the  crossing  road-ways  filled  with  fire.  He 
remembered  the  glow  that  flashed  through 
the  cavern.  In  that  case  it  would  be  like 
falling  into  a  furnace.  The  loose  stones  rolled 
down  around  them,  and  the  boy  fell ;  but 
Martin  managed  to  keep  his  feet. 

"  Don't  be  afraid  !  "  he  called  to  the  lad, 
and  tightened  his  hand-clasp. 

He  was  relieved  to  hear  his  feet  splashing 
into  water  at  the  bottom,  instead  of  the  other 
thing.  But  he  soon  saw  that  the  fire  had 
been  there.  The  flash  was  coming  from  an 
opening  a  little  way  outward  on  the  left  It 
appeared  and  disappeared,  each  time  stronger 
than  before,  and  showed  Martin  exactly 
where  they  were.  They  were  up  to  their 
knees  in  water,  and  with  the  vivid  red  flashes 
upon  it  he  and  Dicky  seemed  to  be  wading 
in  a  stream  of  blood.  The  timbers  in  the 
roof  and  sides  were  charred.  The  fire  had 
caught  them,  but  now  they  were  glistening 
with  the  water  that  dripped  and  trickled  into 
the  stream.  Martin  noted  the  flow  of  the 
stream.  It  went  outward  and  downward. 
The  dip  of  the  road  was  towards  the  pit- 
bottom. 

Martin  put  the  boy  on  his  feet. 

"  The  water  came  up  this  road  in  the  first 
rush  and  put  the  fire  out,"  said  he.. 

"That's  a  good  job  for  us,  Martin," 
answered  Dicky,  laughing,  "or  we'd  have 
tumbled  right  into  it." 

Martin  did  not  check  the  lad's  merriment, 
neither  did  he  join  in  it.  He  said  to  him- 
self :  "  The  water  will  come  round  here  from 
behind,  and  be  on  us  again." 

He  glanced  longingly  at  the  opening  from 
which  the  flashes  came.  Martin  knew  that 
that  road  led  up  to  the  higher  set  of 
workings  in  the  No.  2  seam,  which  opened 
into  the  shaft  itself  at  a  point  above  the 
actual  pit-bottom. 

"  If  we  could  get  up  there,  I  could  shout 
up  to  the  top  of  the  pit." 

But  the  road  was  on  fire.  Far  up  the 
timbers  were  blazing.  The  hill  was  so  steep 
that  the  water  had  not  been  able  to  rush 
beyond  the  opening. 

"  Our  only  chance  is  the  pit-bottom,  and 
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that  must  be  full  of  water.  Come  on,  Dicky, 
as  fast  as  you  can." 

Down  with  the  stream  they  went,  with  the 
water  splashing  about  their  knees. 

"  We  are  hot  far  from  the  shaft " 

Martin's  voice  changed  from  good-humour 
to  terror. 

"Back,  Dicky!"  he  shouted.  "The 
bottom  of  the  pit  is  flooded." 

In  the  darkness  they  had  run  into  a  black 
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sea,  and  Martin  and  the  boy  were  struggling 
to  get  back.  In  the  midst  of  their  floundering 
Dicky  cried  out : — 

"  Something  is  coming  behind  me  !  " 
Martin  fell  the  current  become  deeper  and 
stronger  about  him. 

"  Lord  I "  he  said,  hopelessly.  "  The  flood 
is  rushing  round  the  workings,  and  now  it's 
coming  down  behind  us !  We  are  caught 
betvveen."  Digitized  by  VjUUV  IC 


S30 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


Up  the  hill  he  heard  the  deep  gurgle  and 
hiss  of  the  flood.  He  saw  it !  The  great 
black  mass  of  water  had  just  a  tinge  of  red 
from  the  fire  in  the  opening  he  had  passed. 
He  heard  it  roaring  and  dashing  against  the 
roof  and  side-walls — a  wall  of  water,  moving 
with  the  swiftness  of  a  bird  and  the  power 
and  noise  of  a  sea  let  loose.  It  tore  down 
timber  and  roof;  it  ripped  down  the  side 
walls  ;  it  threw  up  the  iron  tram-rails  along  the 
ground  and  twisted  them  into  spiral  springs. 

Yet  with  final  disaster  staring  him  in  the 
face  the  man  stooped  to  pick  up  the  boy. 
He  was  not  given  time  to  lift  him.  The 
flood  caught  him  with  the  lad  in  his  arms 
and  flung  him  down  the  hill,  and  washed  him 
into  the  pool  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit. 

In  the  violence  of  the  cross-currents  the 
man  and  boy  were  twisted  and  turned  under 
water,  like  a  bunch  of  weeds  in  a  whirlpool. 
Martin  felt  himself  being  hurled  against  float- 
ing timber  and  wreckage,  until  one  blow 
nearly  stunned  him.  Then  he  seemed  to  be 
thrown  upwards  in  the  surging,  bubbling 
water,  as  if  he  were  rising  from  the  bottom 
of  a  big,  round  well,  walled  with  stone  and 
iron. 

Two  things  he  had  power  to  do.  He  clung 
to  the  boy  through  all  these  horrors.  What- 
ever was  in  store  for  him  he  would  not 
abandon  the  lad.  But  Martin  did  not  know 
he  was  also  keeping  his  eyes  open,  until  right 
down  into  the  twisting  currents  of  water  there 
shot  a  spot  of  white  light. 

**  God  in  heaven  ! "  was  the  thought  that 
flew  across  his  brain.  "  That  is  daylight. 
WeVe  been  washed  in  under  the  shaft  itself!" 

Down  through  the  boiling  blackness  came 
the  beautiful  ray — a  white  sword  of  light 
driven  deep  into  the  heart  of  darkness ;  and 
all  the  human  will  to  live  that  was  in  the 
man's  body  and  soul  gave  him  strength  and 
inspiration  to  struggle  upwards  under  this 
symbol  of  his'  last  hope. 

The  fight  became  more  terrible  as  the 
light  grew  stronger.  He  felt  as  if  he  were 
being  heaved  upwards  in  the  contrary  outer 
currents  of  a  fierce  whirlpool.  And  in  a 
moment  he  was  conscious  of  gasping  for 
breath,  and  of  being  able  to  breathe  even 
while  he  was  thrown  about  helplessly,  tossed 
and  dipped  and  swirled  in  foaming  water  as 
if  he  were  under  a  titanic  waterfall.  A  thun- 
derous booming  sound  terrified  him.  He 
caught  one  glimpse  of  an  enormous  cataract, 
as  big  as  a  mountain  river,  roaring  and  pour- 
ing down  the  shaft  into  the  pool.  But  the 
strange  thing  was  that  fire  seemed  to  be 
gleaming  on  the  water  that  broke  over  him 


and  lashed  the  pool  into  a  fury  which  sent 
Martin  racing  round  the  surface  still  holding 
the  boy  in  his  arms.  Dicky  was  unconscious, 
and  Martin  looked  into  his  small  white  face 
with  the  fear  that  he  might  die. 

In  desperation  the  man  clutched  at  the 
first  chance  of  resisting  the  whirling  waters. 
He  was  flung  against  the  corner  of  an  arch 
through  which  the  pool  overflowed.  That 
outlet  for  the  water  made  him  understand 
why  he  had  been  able  to  rise  to  the  top 
without  being  smothered.  Martin  gripped 
at  the  edge  of  the  arch  and  dragged  himself 
away  from  the  violent  currents.  Never  once 
did  he  forget  the  boy.  To  save  the  young- 
ster's life  seemed  to  be  the  strongest  instinct. 
The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  lift  Dicky's 
white  face  above  the  suffocating  waters. 

But,  holding  Dicky  in  one  arm  and  cling- 
ing to  the  arch,  Martin  was  staring  at  the 
tunnel  in  front  of  him,  where  flames  were 
driving  out  along  the  roof  and  water  from 
the  pool  overflowing  and  rushing  in  under  it, 
while  he  saw  that  the  walls  around  him  were 
ribbed  with  iron  girders  and  byats,  behind 
huge  pipes  and  ropes  which  he  recognised. 

"  Lord  ! "  he  shouted,  fearfully.  "  This  is 
No.  2  opening  into  the  shaft,  with  the  fire 
coming  out  from  the  road  inside  !  " 

His  desperate  dive  up  to  the  white  light 
had  brought  him  to  the  point  which  was 
guarded  from  inside  by  the  fire  in  the  road 
he  had  seen  just  before  the  flood  came  down 
the  hill  and  washed  him  into  the  black  sea. 
He  was  clinging  to  the  arched  opening  of 
No.  2  seam,  witn  the  flames  coming  out  of 
the  roof  of  the  tunnel  and  the  water  running 
over  the  ledge  under  t^e  blaze.  The  outlet 
kept  the  pool  from  rising  any  higher  than 
this  point  in  the  shaft,  but  the  flames  came 
more  and  more  outward  above  the  ingoing 
stream.  Martin  looked  up  despairingly.  He 
saw  the  spot  of  daylight  at  the  top  of  the 
shaft.  It  was  like  looking  at  a  star  from  the 
wrong  end  of  a  telescope.  And  behind  him 
was  the  overwhelming,  bewildering  cataract, 
booming  and  splashing  down  into  the  pool. 
It  took  Martin  some  time  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  it  j  to  realize  that  those  above 
had  abandoned  all  hope  and  were  trying  to 
conquer  the  fire  in  the  only  possible  way— to 
realize  that  the  river  was  pouring  into  the  pit. 

"  Think  of  it !  "  he  groaned.  "Turning  a 
God- made  river  upon  this  poor  lad  and  me  ! 
What  is  to  become  of  us  between  fire  and 
water  ?  " 

He  was  gripping  the  corner  of  the  arch, 
with  the  lower  part  of  his  body  swaying  in 
the  wild  water  like  a  j^cj  jp^<0il>5^fV:^^"^ 
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of  the  river — the  cataract  behind  him,  and 
the  fire  in  the  tunnel  in  front.  Mingled  with 
the  white  liglit  of  day  was  the  red  of  the  blaze, 
and  through  the  booming  of  the  water  came 
the  crackle  of  flames.  He  and  the  boy  seemed 
to  be  in  the  midst  of  a  war  of  all  the  elements. 
The  water  crashed  down  in  terrific  volume, 
and  the  flames  gave  it  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow.  Martin's  knees  struck  against  some- 
thing solid.  Instantly  he  drew  himself  up  and 
found  a  natural  ledge — the  lower  lip  of  the 
mouth  of  the  tunnel — where  he  knelt,  with 
the  pool  foaming  round  his  hips. 

He  shouted  to  the  star  of  daylight  above. 
He  put  all  his  strength  into  his  cry.  The 
noise  of  the  falling  water  was  such  that  he 
could  not  hear  his  own  voice.  How  long 
could  he  live  through  this  thing?  he  asked 
himself.  The  water  was  running  over  the 
ledge.  But  always  it  ran  under  the  fire  in 
the  tunnel,  and  he  saw  the  flames  shooting 
out.  Not  even  the  enormous  volume  of 
water  could  conquer  the  increasing  heat  there 
on  the  ledge.  The  fire  was  unbearable. 
Martin  had  to  forfeit  his  resting-place.  He 
clung  to  the  iron  girders  in  the  walls  of  the 
shaft  and  dropped  back  into  the  water.  To 
put  a  barrier  between  him  and  the  flames  he 
dragged  himself  around  the  edge  of  the  foam- 
ing pool,  trying  to  get  to  the  smooth  part 
inside  the  cataract.  He  could  only  use  one 
arm,  for  the  other  was  around  the  uncon- 
scious boy.  The  lad  might  be  dead,  but 
Martin  would  not  let  him  go. 

Over  and  over  again  he  called  up  for  help. 
But  he  could  not  hear  himself,  and  could  not 
hope  to  be  heard  at  the  surface.  Half  in, 
half  out  of  the  water  he  worked  his  way 
round  the  circular  pit-wall  in  agony. 

Yet  no  sooner  had  he  reached  the  spot  of 
tranquillity  under  and  inside  the  downfall 
than  he  laughed. 

**  The  knocker  wire  ! "  he  shouted. 

An  ordinary- looking,  thin  wire  rope  was 
fastened  to  the  girders.  It  ran  from  a  lever 
right  down  at  the  bottom  of  the  shaft  and  up 
to  an  iron  signal-hammer  at  the  pit-head. 
The  clatter  of  that  iron  hammer  was  the  one 
and  only  communication  between  top  and 
bottom.  If  Martin  could  make  it  speak,  his 
problem  would  be  solved. 

"Have  I  got  strength  enough  left?"  he 
asked. 

He  plunged  through  the  water  and  grasped 
the  wire  with  one  hand.  He  raised  Dicky  up, 
so  that  the  boy  was  resting  on  Martin's 
breast.  This  left  the  man's  two  arms  free  for 
the  supreme  effort.  Martin  gripped  the  wire 
with  both  hands,  drew  up  his  body  until  his 


feet  were  against  the  wall  under  his  hands, 
and  his  legs  almost  parallel  with  his  arms. 

Behind  him  the  water  was  thundering 
down.  He  pulled  at  the  wire — pulled  until 
his  body  stretched  back  on  the  surface  of  the 
pool.  His  feet  were  his  lever,  and  into  that 
pull  he  put  every  ounce  of  the  weight  and 
strength  of  his  body.  Then  he  suddenly 
let  go  and  was  floundering  in  the  water, 
hardly  able  to  get  back  to  his  grip  on  the 
wall.  He  waited,  gasping,  for  some  proof 
that  his  signal  was  heard. 

"  Lord  help  us  if  I  have  failed,"  he  panted. 
"  I  can't  hold  out  any  longer." 

If  a  signal  had  come  from  the  dead  world 
to  the  people  up  above,  the  effect  would  have 
been  the  same.  Martin  had  pulled  effectively. 
The  startling,  single  knock  of  the  iron 
hammer  made  everyone  around  the  pit-head 
stare  in  terror  at  each  other.  An  old  woman 
comforting  a  young  one  looked  up  as  if  she 
expected  to  see  the  soul  of  her  child  come 
out  of  the  black  mouth  of  the  pit.  The  men 
watching  the  flooding  operations  turned  to 
run  away,  fearing  that  ghosts  were  rising  up 
through  fire  and  flood.  The  echoes  of  the 
iron  stroke  hovered  tremulously  above  their 
heads  and  died  away  before  the  men  could 
believe  in  the  reality  of  the  signal. 

And  in  that  mopient  of  delay  the  man  down 
below  endured  the  pain  of  eternity.  Martin, 
under  the  cataract,  with  the  boy  at  his  breast, 
stared  about  him.  He  believed  he  had 
failed.  Dicky  opened  his  eyes  and  closed 
them  again,  and  put  his  arms  round  Martin's 
neck  like  a  tired  child  going  to  sleep.  Martin 
drew  him  closer  to  his  breast,  groaning. 
Then  in  the  midst  of  the  water  he  saw  a 
black  rope  moving  upwards.  The  winding- 
engine  above  could  not  send  down  one  of 
the  two  pit-cages  without  pulling  up  the 
other. 

"  They  have  heard  ! "  shouted  Martin. 
"The  carriage  is  coming  up." 

The  big  steel  rope  was  slowly  raising  the 
cage  up  out  of  the  pit.  Martin  watched 
every  upward  movement  of  the  rope.  He 
could  see  it  through  the  coloured  waters  of 
the  cataract. 

Then  he  saw  a  great  iron  link  rise  out  of 
the  pool,  and  with  it  came  the  four  great 
chains  at  the  end  of  the  rope.  Each  of  the 
chains  was  fastened  to  a  corner  of  the  iron 
tarriage.  The  chains  themselves  came  up, 
and  Martin  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  cage  just 
below  the  surface  of  the  pool.  The  sight  of 
it  terrified  him.  The  horrid  thought  shot 
through  his  brain  that  the  down-corping 
carriage  would,  beforeDi|S»yec?ig»i^ft^U>^4*0P 


532 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


UK    ILINGKD    FOKWARD    LNIIF.R   THK    IKON    ROOK    OF    THE    RISING    CARRIAr.K. 


it,  strike  him  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  pit. 
Neither  the  engineman  nor  any  living  being 
could  know  that  lie  and  the  boy  were 
clinging  to   the   pit-wall  in  the  track   of  the 


down-coming  cage. 
And  in  the 
wildness  of  that 
moment  Martin  did 
a  desperate  thing. 
He  watched  for 
the  moment  when 
the  up-coming  cage 
rose  above  the 
pool. 

"  We  must  make 
a  last  dive  for  it, 
Dicky!"  he  cried. 
Then  he  plunged 
forward  along  the 
pit-wall,  under  the 
iron  roof  of  the 
rising  carriage.  It 
was  drawn  slowly 
upward.  At  first 
Martin  had  the 
horror  of  the  feel- 
ing in  the  water 
that  he  had  missed 
his  mark.  Then  he 
found  the  water 
sinking  from  his 
breast  to  his  hips  ; 
from  there  to  his 
knees,  and  down 
below  his  ankles. 
His  feet  found  a 
solid  resting-place. 
He  was  standing  on 
the  firm  bottom  of 
the  carriage,  and  the 
big  pit  -  rope  was 
pulling  him  up.  He 
heard  the  great 
waterfall  thunder- 
ing on  the  iron 
roof  of  the  carriage. 
The  water  broke 
over  and  around 
him  in  terrific 
foaming  showers. 
But  the  iron  roof 
and  framework  of 
the  cage  were 
strong,  and  Martin 
laughed  into  the 
white  face  of  the 
unconscious  boy. 
"  Your  mother 
will  bring  you  back  to  life,  laddie,  and 
there's  a  girl  who  will  be  smiling  instead  of 
crying.  We  are  going  up  into  God's  sun- 
shine, head  first ! '' 
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HEN  you  see  a  popular  subject 
picture  in  a  gallery  you  do  not 
— unless  you  are  the  "hun- 
dredth man  " — at  all  take  into 
account  one  kind  of  skill  which 
has  gone  to  its  making.  It  is 
the  kind  of  skill  which  the  architect  and  the 
playwright  have  also  in  common — the  skill  in 
the  art  of  "  building."  In  examining  such  a 
picture  as  Munkacsy's  "  Christ  before  Pilate  " 
or  D^taille's  "Saluting  the  Wounded" 
you  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  painter 
saw  the  scene  as  a  whole  —  that  he 
arranged  his  models  and  straightway  pro- 
ceeded to  delineate  the  scene  on  virgin  canvas. 
But,  alas  for  this  theory,  were  you  to  take  a 
knife  and  commence  scraping  that  same 
canvas  you  would  find  a  pathetic  record  of 
figures  once  alive  and  now  for  ever  blotted  out 
— the  soldier  or  the  Pharisee  who  once  stood 
prominently  here  now  stands  obscurely  there 
— this  tree  or  house  was  yonder,  and  yonder 
figure's  place  was  once  filled  by  a  post  or  a  detail 
of  landscape.  Pictorial  composition  is  for 
the  most  part  a  tale  of  repeated  experiments. 
Very  few,  even  of  the  greatest  geniuses,  can 
strike  out  a  picture  hot,  as  it  were,  from 
Nature  or  the  imagination.  Studies  have  to 
be  made,  models  and  backgrounds  have 
to  be  sought,  and  when  these  are  carefully 
painted  they  have  to  be  adroitly  arranged 
with  a  view  to  effectiveness. 

I  will  try  to  illustrate  my  own  method 
for  the  benefit  of  readers  of  The  Strand 
M/UiAZiNE ;  and  I  dare  say  it  is  the  method 
adopted  by  painters   the   wide   world  over. 


We  know,  from  the  picture-restorers,  that 
Velazquez's  "  Boar  Hunt "  was  composed 
with  difficulty,  for  figures  and  trees  have  been 
painted  out  and  other  figures  and  foliage 
painted  in  after  the  picture  was  outwardly 
complete.  It  is  the  same  with  Rubens's 
"St.  Bavon,"  and  it  is  the  same  with  Mr. 
Frith's  "  Derby  Day." 

We  will  suppose  that  an  artist  picked  up  a 
book  or  a  periodical  and  read  some  such 
legend  as  that  about  Oliver  Cromwell  and 
the  Royalist  lady.  I  do  not  know  whether 
you  have  heard  the  story,  but  it  is  about  a 
Cavalier  who  was  in  hiding,  leaving  his  brave 
wife  to  take  care  of  his  mansion  and  lands. 
Early  one  morning,  ere  she  has  risen,  there 
is  a  noise  of  a  horseman  without.  It  is  a 
messenger  bearing  letters  from  her  husband. 
While  she  is  reading  them  the  mes- 
senger himself  comes  unannounced  into  the 
room.  It  is  the  Lord  Protector  himself  I 
"  Pardon  my  intrusion,"  he  says,  **  but 
here  is  another  missive  I  have  not  yet 
delivered.  It  is  the  death-warrant  of  my 
godson.  Sir  Thomas  Varley,  for  treason. 
Your  husband,  madam,  is  our  prisoner."  She 
turns  from  him  in  consternation  while  he 
proceeds  to  say  that  the  death-warrant  will 
not  be  signed  if  Lady  Varley  will  entreat  her 
husband  to  swear  to  have  no  more  treasonable 
correspondence  with  the  enemy,  and  to 
meddle  with  naught  but  his  house  and  lands. 

There  is  the  subject  for  a  picture, 
"  Oomwell  and  I.ady  Varley "  (No.  2). 
Of  course,  the  first  thing  is  to  get  a  suitable 

background — a  Tudor  or  Jacobean  interior 
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is  called  for.  Now,  an  artist  who  is  intent  on 
picture-making  does  not  wait  until  the  time 
arrives  for  painting  his  subject  for  finding 
out  and  painting  backgrounds.  Whenever 
he     encounters    a    striking     bit     of    land- 


unfinished  canvases,  and  after  a  good  deal  of 
search  find  the  very  thing  I  want.  It  is  an 
interior  filled  with  furniture  appropriate  to 
the  period.  It  now  only  remains  to  place 
the  dramatis  persona.    Shall  I  have  Cromwell 


I, — STUDY  OF   BACKGROUND,  AFTERWARDS   USED   IN  THE  THREE   FOLLOWING   PICTURRS. 


3. — "CROMWELL  AND   LADY   VARLEY." — THE  SUCCESSFUL  USE  OF   THIS   BACKGROUND. 


scape,  or  a  picturesque  village  street  or 
lane,  or  the  quaint  exterior  of  a  house, 
or  anything,  in  fact,  that  will  be  likely 
to  play  a  part  in  some  future  picture,  he  is 
throwing  away  opportunity  if  he  fail  either  to 
sketch  it  or,  if  he  have  time  and  conditions 
favour,  to  paint  it  then  and  there  on  canvas, 
refore    I    turn    to    my    portfolios    and 


entering  the  door  from  the  right  hurriedly, 
and  the  lady  confronting  him  en  deshabille 
with  ill-concealed  indignation  ?  Or  shall  I 
choose  the  moment  when  he  has  flung  aside 
his  cloak,  revealed  his  identity,  and  told  her 
that  he  carries  a  death-warrant  for  her 
husband  ?  All  that  needs  to  be  considered. 
With  a  piece  cjj.  c|^alj^l  ^,a;^^^dicate 
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broadly  on  the  canvas  the  proportions  of  my 
figures.  It  may  be  necessary  to  paint  out  a 
chair,  or  add  to  the  foreground,  or  raise  the 
height  of  the  picture,  or  else  lower  it.  Then 
comes  the  question  of  the  figures  themselves, 


very  thing  for  my  I^dy  Varley— a  tall  young 
woman,  with  arms  gracefully  outstretched  and 
a  general  look  of  surprise  and  consternation, 
amazement,  stupor,  or  even  of  the  walking 
somnambulist.     I  decide  that  she  shall  be  on 


3. — "the   KATAL  letter." — AN   UNSUCCESSFUL   USE  OF  THE  SAME   BACKGROUND. 


4. — "jealousy.' — ANOTHER  UNSUCCESSFUL  USE  OF  THE  SAME  BACKGROUND. 


which  here  consist  of  but  two  in  number — 
their  costume  and  character.  I  turn  to  the 
portfolios  again — there  may  be  something 
suitable  for  the  lady,  but  I  am  not  so  sure 
about  Cromwell.     And  then  I  remember  the 


the  left,  near  the  writing-desk,  and  a  small 
rough  sketch  of  the  whole  composition 
having  been  made,  with  Cromwell  approach- 
ing from  the  window,  a  model  for  Cromwell 
is  found  and  the  picture. jjg^Dg^^xa^'^^^fi^//. 
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-STUDY   OF    DOORWAY,    AKIERWARDS    USHD    IN    THE   THREE 
FOLLOWINC,   PICTURES. 


6. — "the  waning  of  the  honey.mcx>n." 


Now,  in  order  to  explain  the  other 
pictures  it  must  be  remembered  that,  if 
for  some  reason  or  other  the  artist's 
picture  is  not  a  success  and  the  picture 
is  not  sold,  he  feels  himself  at  liberty  to 
use  his  material  all  over  again.  Of 
course,  I  had  no  need  to  cook  my 
porridge  again  after  **  Cromwell  and 
Lady  Varley,"  but  I  must  confess  that 
before  that  I  had  tried  the  effect  of  two 
compositions,  one  of  which  was  entitled 
"  The  Fatal  Letter  "  and  the  other  "  The 
Jealous  Husband,"  or  rather  simply 
"Jealousy,"  to  which  I  altered  it 
at  the  last  moment.  Both  pictures  are 
supposed  to  tell  their  own  story,  and  in 
both  pictures  the  identical  background 
is  used.  In  the  photographs  you  can 
see  the  marks  where  the  previous  figures 
were  painted  out.  There  is  something 
else  in  common  between  this  pair  of 
pictures,  and  that  is  the  kneeling  figure 
of  the  woman,  who  is  seemingly  struck 
in  a  frenzy  of  terror  and  despair  at  the 
consequence  of  her  wickedness.  It 
was  too  good  an  attitude  to  be  lost,  and 
a  frugal  artist  might  use  it  several  times, 
or  even  lend  the  sketch  to  other  artists 
who  find  a  difficulty  in  getting  models 
to  pose  properly  and  are  in  haste  for  a 
particular  figure. 

A  picturesque  doorway  is  always  use- 
ful— almost  as  useful  as  a  woodland 
bower  or  an  old-fashioned  inn  parlour. 
All  that  you  see  here  is  merely  the 
closed  door,  a  half -opened  lattice- 
window,  and  steps  strewn  with  leaves. 
It  only  needs  figures  to  make  it  a  picture. 
To  me  it  seemed  to  suggest  an  admirable 
setting  for  such  subjects  as  "The  Autumn 
of  Ix)ve,"  "  Disillusionment,"  or  "  The 
Waning  of  the  Honeymoon."  So  I  took 
up  the  canvas  and,  having  found  a  study 
of  a  gallant  young  lover,  painted  him  with 
his  back  in  the  doorway ;  and  as  for  the 
poor  young  wife,  what  could  I  do  better 
than  turn  to  the  old  portfolio  containing 
"  I>ady  Varley  "  ?  She  really  served 
admirably — a  few  accessory  touches  here 
and  there  giving  the  proper  effect,  and 
the  picture  was  done. 

I  have  already  said  that  my  pictures 
tell  their  own  story.  That  is  true ;  but 
they  do  not  tell  the  same  story  to  every- 
body. There  is,  for  example,  a  com- 
position by  the  Hon.  John  Collier  which 
is  just  now  very  popular  in  France  and 
Germany,  and  people  tell  me  they  have 
seen  it  framed  and  hung  up  in  the  house 
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of  a  Chinaman  at  Shanghai.  It  is  called 
"  A  Marriage  of  Convenience,"  and  pre- 
sents two  women  in  a  bedroom,  one 
of  whom,  en  dhhabille^  is  weeping  half 
prostrate  on  the  floor,  while  the  other,  in 
evening  dress,  stands  leaning  cynically  against 
the  mantelpiece.  Now  the  story  this  picture 
tells  is  capable  of  a  dozen  different  inter- 
pretations, but  the  Chinaman  thought  it 
was  wife  No.  2  who  had  stripped  and 
beaten  wife  No.  i  and  donned  her  garments ! 
So  much  for  the  story  in  a  picture. 

The  models  who  figured  together  in  two  of 
the  pictures  already  described  were  destined 
to  play  their  part  in  another  in  precisely  the 
same  attitudes.  This  I  consider  a  striking 
instance  of  the  value  of  background.  Having 
been  compelled  to  give  up  my  Jacobean 
interior  to  CromWell  and  the  lady,  I  had  to 
find  another  milieu  for  the  unhappy  couple. 
Why  not  try  the  doorway  ?  At  all  events,  the 
experiment  is  well  worth  trying.  Only  this 
time  the  story  becomes  a  very  different  one. 
A  beautiful  girl,  pursued  by  a  villain,  seeks 
refuge  in  a  garden.  Her  cries  for  help  are 
quickly  answered.  The  door  is  thrown  open, 
and  a  brave  cavalier  issues  forth,  sword  in 
hand.  "  For  Beauty  in  Distress  "  is  the  title 
of  this  picture  (No.  7). 

But,  like  most  artists,  I  am  still  dissatisfied, 
and  after  I  had  exhibited  "For  Beauty  in 
Distress"  I  painted  the  familiar  figures  out 
and  tried  one  with  the  same  background 
called  "Good-bye  to  the  Bride," showing  two 
women  casting  flowers  at  some  figure  which 
does  not  appear  in  the  picture.  This  is  still 
unfinished,  but  such  as  it  is  I  give  it  here 
with  (No.  8). 

There  are  two  other  pictures  in  my  coUec 
tion  which  reveal  the  labour  of  composition. 
I  had  a  finished  study  of  the  courtyard  or 
quadrangle  of  an  old  German  prison.  The 
question  arose  how  to  utilize  it,  and  at  last 
I  came  across  the  story  of  the  honest 
oflficer  who  ^as  slain  by  a  wicked  baron 
just  as  he  was  leaving  the  prison  with  his 
wife.  The  latter  called  out  for  justice  on  the 
murderer.  "The  King  shall  avenge  this,"  she 
cried.  Just  then  a  figure  appeared  ;  it  was 
Frederick  himself,  attended  only  by  the  very 
baron  who  had  instigated  the  murder.  The 
widow,  Marie  von  Hunsberg,  recognises  her 
Sovereign  and  pours  out  her  woes  in  the 
Royal  ear,  while  the  villain  remains  rooted  to 
the  ground.  But,  somehow,  the  picture,  "  An 
Appeal  to  Caesar  "  (No.  9),  did  not  please  me, 
and  so  I  planned  a  radical  alteration,  in  which 
I  did  entirely  away  with  the  suppliant  lady,  and 
in  her  stead  introduced  our  old  friend  with 


7.— "for  beaOty  in  distress." 


8. — "good-byb  to  the  bride." 


Vol. 
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the  half-drawn  sword.     The  great  Frederick 
I  replaced  by  a  barber-surgeon,  and  the  com- 
position  I  now  entitled  "  The  Duel  in  the 
Prison"  (No.  lo). 
It  is  related  of  Meissonier  that  in  one  case 


works.  Nevertheless,  I  have  been  told  that 
the  sleep)ing  man  is  in  one  picture  and  the 
advancing  assassin  in  another,  while  the  young 
woman  who  was  wickedly  instigating  the 
crime  survives  upon  yet  a  third  canvas.     For 


9. — "an   APPKAL  to  CyGSAR." 


THE   DUEL   IN   THE   PRISON. 


the  idea  of  a  picture  was  suggested  to  him 
by  the  chance  pose  of  a  model.  Instantly 
a  possible  composition  presented  itself  to  his 
mind.  A  young  man  was  moving  stealthily, 
sword  in  hand,  upon  a  sleeping  foe,  but 
"The  Dastard,"  as  the  picture  was  to  be 
called,  never  got  itself  painted,  or  at  least  is 
•^')t  to  be  met  with  to-day  among  Meissonier's 


it  so  happened  that  one  day,  while  posing  to 
the  celebrated  French  painter  of  genre,  the 
model  for  the  assassin  got  in  front  of  a 
door  of  the  studio,  and  instantly  a  wholly 
different  idea  was  suggested.  The  door 
was  painted  as  background ;  the  same 
model  posed  again  for  another  crouching 
figure,  the  sleeper  was  painted  out,  and  the 
Digitized  by  VjUUy  ii:: 


HOW  A    PICTURE   IS    COMPOSED. 


539 


result  was  a  canvas  entitled,  I  think,  "  Lying 
in  Wait" 

All  this  may  seem  a  very  fantastic  and 
school- boyish  procedure ;  but  it  is  a  comfort 
to  painters  of  lesser  talent  to  know  that — 


on  the  boards  of  a  theatre  when  the  rehearsals 
for  a  new  piece  are  in  progress.  But  even 
here  the  analogy  is  nowadays  very  rare, 
because  playwrights  have  thought  out,  not 
only  the  whole  scene,  but  the  whole  action, 


II  AND   12.— STUDIES  OF  CHARACTER.      ALL  THESE  WILL  BE  FOUND,   SOME  OF  THEAI  TWO  OR 
THREE   TIMKS,    IN   THE    PRKCKOINr.    IMCTURF.S.  ' 


shall  we  say  ?— cakes  do  not  come  hot  from 
the  oven  without  a  good  deal  of  preliminary 
mixing  and  manipulation. 

I  suppose  the  best  analogy  is  to  be  found 


in  such  detail  beforehand,  and  have  issued 
such  peremptory  stage  directions  as  to  leave 
little  scope  for  the  art  of  the  stage-manager 
who  wishes  to  create  an  effective  curtain. 
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THE    SILVER   THAW. 


By   R.   E.  VERNEDE. 


SILVER  thaw  had  set  in. 
The  icy  rain  fell  so  suddenly 
and  so  quickly  that  Masson 
felt  his  car  skid  on  what  had 
been  a  dry — almost  a  dusty — 
high  road  before  he  was  well 
aware  of  the  cause.  Two  minutes  later  the 
imperative  necessity  of  pulling  up  became 
apparent,  and  he  came  to  a  stop  at  the  end 
ot  a  hundred  yards'  slide. 

"  If  it  had  been  downhill,"  he  thought  to 
himself,  "  the  depreciation  on  this  particular 
four  and  a  half  horse  power  de  Dion  would 
have  been  considerable.  I  suppose  Tm  in 
luck." 

The  luck,  on  second  thoughts,  was  of  a 
very  dubious  kind.  A  mist,  following  on  the 
break  of  the  frost,  had  already  obscured  the 


for  all  chance  he  had  of  getting  there  either 
on  foot  or  on  wheels.  Pulling  out  his  watch, 
he  found  the  time  to  be  ten  o'clock.  He 
had  been  about  half  an  hour  on  the  road. 
Calculating  that  he  had  done  some  twelve 
miles,  and  that  there  were  fifty  separating  the 
place  he  had  dined  at  from  the  place  he  had 
intended  to  reach,  he  was  still  thirty-eight 
miles  from  the  latter. 

"No  London  for  me  to-night,"  he  said, 
turning  up  his  coat-collar.  "  This  thaw  may 
turn  to  rain  and  it  may  not.  The  point  is 
what  am  I  to  do  if  it  doesn't  ? "  He  stood 
up  in  the  car  to  prospect. 

An  answer  came  in  lights  that  glowed 
yellow  through  the  mist,  from  some  house 
evidently  that  stood  a  little  off  the  road  to 
the  left.     I'hey  had  been  hidden  until  that 


"  HE  STOOD   UP   IN    THE  CAR  TO    PROSPECT." 


beauty  of  the  night ;  the  roadway  seemed 
absolutely  deserted,  and  the  nearest  approach 
to  a  village  was,  as  Masson  guessed,  some 
five  miles  off.  His  lamps,  shining  upon 
what  might  have  been  a  frozen  canal  between 
two  high  hedges,  showed  that  he  could  as 
well   have  been  twenty  miles  from  a  village 


moment  by  the  hedge,  and  seemed  all  the 
nearer  now  for  their  suddenness.  They 
meant  shelter  from  that  icy  drip,  possibly  a 
bed  for  the  night.  There  was  no  resisting 
the  prospect.  Masson  climbed  gingerly  down, 
commended  the  car  to  Providence,  and  made 
for  a  white  gate  in  the  hedge  that  seemed  to 
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indicate  the  entrance  to  the  drive.  His 
fingers  were  so  numbed  that  he  could 
scarcely  unlatch  it. 

Anyone  who  has  tried  the  business  of 
walking  in  what  is  called — romantically 
enough — a  silver  thaw  will  know  that 
romance  is  the  last  thing  that  occupies  the 
mind  of  a  person  so  engaged.  The  constant 
striving  to  remain  perpendicular,  the  grovel- 
ling with  unseizable  earth  forced  upon  a  man 
who  has  sat  down  upon  it  with  an  un- 
expectedness that  is  outside  alL  experience, 
the  doubts  as  to  whether  any  material  pro- 
gress can  be  made  except  on  all  fours,  com- 
bine to  keep  the  attention  fixed  upon  practical 
things.  Add  the  darkness  of  a  clouded 
winter  sky,  a  gathering  mist,  and  a  path — if 
it  could  be  called  a  path — at  once  barely 
visible  and  totally  unknown,  and  it  will  be 
clear  that  a  man  encountering  these  difficulties 
will  be  justified  in  wishing  romance  to  the 
deuce.  Masson  wished  it  farther  before  he 
had  done  with  it  that  night. 

The  only  warning  that  he  had  before  he 
was  plunged  into  it,  willy-nilly,  was  the  sound 
of  a  whistle,  as  of  someone  expressing  sur- 
prise, from  the  high  road  he  had  left.  He 
imagined  that  it  proceeded  from  some  yokel 
who  had  come  upon  the  deserted  de  Dion, 
and  he  sincerely  hoped  that  the  yokel  would 
not  have  the  time  or  inclination  to  overhaul 
Its  machinery.  For  a  moment,  indeed,  with 
some  of  the  yearning  instinct  of  the  motorist 
for  his  car,  he  thought  of  returning  to  it 
and  warning  the  yokel  off.  The  very  act  of 
trying  to  come  to  a  decision,  however,  made 
his  heels  go  from  under  him,  and  when  he 
had  got  them  under  control  again  the  deci- 
sion was  formed.  It  was  to  reach  the  house 
— or  congeal. 

Another  five  minutes'  skidding  and  he 
reached  it.  The  back  of  it  apparently,  for 
there  was  no  door.  The  result  of  a  polite 
hail  was  that  a  window  was  opened  from 
overhead  and  a  voice — a  girl's  voice — said  : — - 

"Is  it  you?"  She  said  it  in  a  whisper, 
only  just  audible. 

"Who?"  returned  Masson,  a  little 
surprised. 

It  was  not,  perhaps,  an  intelligent  ques- 
tion, but  it  did  not  seem  to  justify  what 
followed.  The  window  was  shut  with  a 
little  shriek,  and  a  pair — or  two  pairs — of 
sturdy  arms  closed  about  Masson's  body.  It 
did  not  require  so  much  force  as  was  used  to 
bring  him  to  the  ground,  his  antagonist  or 
antagonists  on  top  of  him.  He  explained  as 
much  with  some  warmth  as  he  lay  there,  but 
only  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  one  of 


the  men  say  to  the  other — there  were  two,  it 
seemed :  "  You  tak'  un  by  the  lags,  Mr. 
Board,  and  ef  'e  tries  kicken'  Ah'U  gi'e  un  a 
jog  in  the  belly." 

"Right  y'are,  Jenkins.  .  .  .  Now,  sir, 
gently,  if  you  please." 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to  Masson, 
and  he  guessed,-  from  the  tone  of  reluctant 
respect,  that  the  speaker  was  some  house- 
servant.     Probably  the  butler. 

"All  right,"  he  said.  "Only,  if  you're 
going  to  carry  me,  for  Heaven's  sake  be  care- 
ful. If  you  drop  me,  it's  murder,  mind. 
You'll  be  hanged  for  it." 

"No  fear,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Board,  geniall). 
"  We  won't  hurt  you,  never  fear.  What  the 
squire'll  do  is  another  matter,  sir,  as  I  dessay 
you  guess.     Ready,  Jenkins  ?  " 

"Ah,"  said  Jenkins,  and  moved  forward 
with  Masson's  head.  Mr.  Board  followed 
with  his  legs.  In  this  manner,  and  with  an 
unpleasant  feeling  that  one  or  other  of  them 
would  certainly  slip,  Masson  made  his  un- 
triumphal  procession  into  the  house.    . 

He  was  dumped,  brutally  by  Jenkins, 
respectfully  by  Mr.  Board,  on  the  turkey- 
carpet  of  what — so  far  as  he  could  see  for 
the  sudden  glare  of  lights — was  the  large  and 
armoured  hall  of  a  manor-house. 

rie  lay  for  a  moment  on  the  turkey  carpet 
with  closed  eyes.  When  he  looked  up  there 
was  a  tall  and  irascible  old  gentleman  stand- 
ing over  him  with  a  heavy  riding-whip. 

"  Stand  him  on  his  feet,  Jenkins,  and  you 
stand  by  the  door.  Board,  and  see  that  he 
don't  make  a  rush.  Now,  sir  " — the  old  gentle- 
man addressed  himself  to  Masson  with  a 
most  threatening  countenance — "  you're  going 
to  elope  with  my  daughter — eh,  what?" 
Masson  stared. 

"Going  to  elope  with  your  daughter? 
Might  I  ask — can  you  explain  to  me  what 
the  meaning  of  this  assault  on  me  by  your 
servants — I  presume  they're  your  servants — 
means  ?  " 

"  You  might,"  said  the  old  gentleman, 
caustically,  "  They  had  their  orders,  sir, 
from  me,  to  bring  you  in  neck  and  crop,  sir 
— neck  and  crop,  by  gad.  You  didn't  expect 
that  when  you  came  sneaking  round  here 
after  my  daughter — eh,  what  ?  "  He  thrashed 
the  air  significantly.  "Any  excuse  to  offer 
before " 

Masson  backed  away  a  little  towards  a 
light,  but  solid,  chair  that  stood  near.  It 
might  serve  as  a  weapon  ii  this  old  madman 
attacked. 

Mr.  Board  —  a  middle-aged  man,  unmis- 
takably the  butler — put  his  back  against  the 
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'WHEN    HE  LOOKED  UP  THERE   WAS  A  TALL  OLD  GENTLEMAN 
STANDING  OVKK  HIM   WITH  A  HEAVY  RIDING-WHIP." 


hall  door  and  stood  rubbing  his  hands. 
Jenkins,  a  gaitered  person,  choked  a  guffaw. 
It  seemed  to  Masson  that,  with  three  able- 
bodied  persons  opposed  to  him,  he  had 
better  try  the  discreet  before  the  valorous 
jmrt. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  he  said,  raising  his  voice 
a  little,  "that  the  excuse  should  be  offered 
to  me.  I  can  only  imagine  you're  labouring 
under  some  delusion " 

"  Ha ! "  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"Which  I  am  quite  willing  to  help  to 
clear,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned.  I  haven't 
the  least  idea  what  you  mean  by  accusing 
me  of  sneaking  round  after  your  daughter. 
I  have  never  set  eyes  on  your  daughter.  I 
don't  know  who  she  is  or  who  you  are. 
I  came  here  off  the  high  road — perhaps  I 
ought  to  say  Fm  motoring  to  London — 
because  the  roads  are  so  slippery  I  couldn't 
get  on.  Seeing  your  lights,  I  thought  I 
could  get  some  assistance  here." 

"  That's  why  you  went  round  to  the  back 
of  the  house,  eh?" 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Masson,  impatiently, 
"are  you  aware  that  it's  a  pitch  dark  night, 
that  the  back  and  the  front  of  your  house 
are  e{[ually  strange  to  me,  that  the  mistake  I 
made  in  eroing  to  the  back  instead  of  the 
front  is  the  kind  ol  mistake  any  stranger 
trying  to  cjet  here  would  make  ?  " 

spoke  with  a  good  deal  of  mdigna- 


didn't   know 
story,    ain't 
seen   my   daughter ! 
John   Clifton   o'  the 


ti<in.  by  no  niruis  soothed  to 
hear  Jenkins  snigger  : — 

'*  He,  he  \  thafs  a  good  un, 
&t]uirc ;  that's  a  good  un.  Et 
was  all  along  of  a  mistake. 
He,  he."  And  the  squire's 
reply,  snorted  insultingly  : — 

"  Look  here,  my  young  man, 
I  knew  you  were  a  rogue.  1 
you  were  a  cur  too.  Likely 
it  ?  Motoring,  eh  ?  Never 
What?  Never  seen 
King's  Arms   neither, 


I  dare  say?  Well,  I  have.  John  Clifton 
knows  me,  and  he  knows  I've  got  him  in  my 
pocket.  So  when  you  went  and  ordered  a 
horse  and  trap  for  ten  o'clock  to-night,  men- 
tioning—  hang  your  impudence — that  yon 
might  be  wanting  it  for  a  young  lady  you  were 
going  to  elope  with,  John  Clifton,  he  came 
round  to  me.  *  He'll  be  waiting  about  ten- 
thirty  to-night,  under  missy's  window.  That's 
the  arrangement,  squire.'  John  Clifton  told 
me  that.  *  Ten-thirty,'  said  he,  and,  by  gad, 
ten-thirty  it  is." 

"  I've  never  heard  of  John  Clifton  in  my 
life,"  said  Masson,  soothingly. 

"  Stick  to  your  lie,"  snorted  the  squire, 

"Stick  to  your  mulish  idiocy,"  returned 
Masson,  equally  enraged  ;  "  only,  if  you  want 
to  avoid  making  a  drivelling  fool  of  yourself, 
send  for  your  daughter.  I  imagine  she'll 
be  able  to  inform  you  that  you've  made  a 
mistake,  so  far  as  I'm  concerned." 

Whether  the  squire,  thus  braved,  would 
have  proceeded  at  once  to  carry  out  the 
intention  his  hands,  twitching  at  the  whip, 
suggested,  Masson  hardly  knew.  At  that 
moment  an  elderly  lady  opened  a  door  at  the 
far  end  of  the  hall  and  entered. 

"Oh,  Reginald^.^'.,|h5jPy4e^ogle 
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"  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  the  squire,  turning  at 
her. 

"  Is  this  the  young  man  ?  " 

"  Is   this   the "    the    squire  choked. 

"  No,  it  isn't.  This  is  the  young  man  who 
swears  he  isn't  the  young  man.  That's  who 
this  young  man  is.  Wants  me  to  call  Judith 
down  to  verify  him.     I'll  be " 

"  Merely  in  justice  to  the  young  lady," 
said  Masson,  scornfully,  as  the  squire  stopped 
for  breath. 

"  Perhaps ''  said  the  elderly  lady,  in  a 

deprecating  voice.  "  Possibly,  Reginald,  it 
would  be  fairer.  You  have  never  seen  the 
young  man  before,  have  you  ?     Judith " 

"  Judith's  a  minx  ! "  said  the  squire, 
furiously. 

"  But  she  has  never  told  a  lie,"  said  the 
elderly  lady. 

"Call  her!"  The  squire  rumbled  the 
order,  and  the  elderly  lady  fled.     "Judith, 


allowed  a  sigh,  as  of  relief,  to  escape  him  at 
the  new  turn  of  affairs,  and  was  for  leaving 
his  post  at  the  door. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  to  stay  there  ?  "  said  the 
squire,  sharply  ;  and,  observing  Masson's 
smile,  "  Don't  you  imagine,  my  fine  fellow, 
that  you've  escaped  your  thrashing  yet.   Ha ! " 

The  last  word  was  an  acknowledgment  of 
his  daughter's  arrival  under  the  wing  of  the 
elderly  lady.  Masson  looked  at  the  girl  with 
interest.  She  was  tall  and  slender — a  pretty 
girl.  There  was,  Masson  judged,  some 
grounds  for  the  squire's  suspicions,  for  she 
was  dressed  for  out  of  doors,  in  hat  and  furs, 
and  seemed  pale  and  upset.  She  avoided 
Masson's  eyes. 

"  You  wanted  me,  father,"  she  said. 

"  No,  I  didn't ;  confound  it ! "  said  the 
squire,  rudely.  "  It  was  your  aunt  wanted 
you.  This  rogue  "  —  he  indicated  Masson 
with   his   riding-whip  —  "wants  to  save   his 


*TH1S  ROGUE* — HE  INDICATED  MASSON  WITH   HIS  RIDING-WHIP— *  WANTS  TO  SAVE  HIS  SKIN." 


my  dear,  Judith  !  "  Masson  could  hear  her 
twittering  to  her  charge  as  he  leaned  on  the 
back  of  the  chair  which  was  to  have  served 
him  for  a  weapon,  in  case  the  squire  had 
proceeded  to  extremities.  He  supposed  that 
the  matter  was  now  as  good  as  ended,  and 
could  afford  a  smile  at  the  disappointed 
expression  of  Jenkins,  who  was  evidently  the 
squire's  principal  backer  in  the  scheme  of 
force    majeure,       Mr.    Board,    indeed,    had 


skin  ;  says  he  isn't  your  man.  Ha  !  What  do 
you  say  ?  " 

Masson  waited  in  all  serenity  for  her  reply. 
She  seemed  to  hesitate  and  gulp  for  words. 
It  was  excusable,  Masson  thought.  The  old 
curmudgeon  had  frightened  the  wits  half  out 
of  her. 

"What  do  you  say?"  roared  the  squire, 
again. 

She  twisted   her  hands  together,  took   a 
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step  forward,  and,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
addressing  Masson : — 

"Oh,  Dick!"  she  said,  fondly. 

Masson  became  aware  that  the  dropping 
of  a  pin  might  have  been  audible  but  for 
Mr.  Board's  respectful  sigh  of  dismay  at  the 
door.  For  a  second  he  doubted  his  full 
possession  of  his  senses. 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  "  he  stammered. 

"  Oh,  Dick !  Why,  why  did  you  come  ? 
I  wish "  she  burst  into  gentle  sobs. 

Masson  looked  about  him  wildly.  He  felt 
a  mere  fool. 

"  My  name  is  Henry,"  he  explained ; 
"  Henry  Masson." 

"  Just  so,"  said  the  squire,  grimly. 
"  Martha,  take  Judith  upstairs.  Send  her  to 
bed.  Quickly  now  ;  no  talking.  Now,  sir  " 
(to  Masson,  as  the  door  closed  upon  the 
two    ladies),     "  are     you     going     to     take 


the  momentary  advantage  to  dodge  the 
squire's  whip  and  to  give  a  swing  of  the  chair 
into  Mr.  Board's  bread-basket  Mr.  Board 
fell  bac^; ;  unfortunately,  upon  the  hall  door 
which  was  against  Masson's  chance  of  esca{> 
ing.  It  is  probable  that  the  next  five  minutes 
offered  as  good  an  exhibition  of  rough  and- 
tumble  fighting  as  the  hall  of  the  manor-house 
had  ever  been  privileged  to  witness.  Only 
superior  agility  enabled  Masson  to  keep  his 
end  up,  for,  though  Mr.  Board's  attack  was 
reluctant,  it  was  not  devoid  of  cunning,  and 
both  the  squire  and  Jenkins  were  bulls  for 
fierceness.  Indeed,  Masson,  panting  hard, 
was  having  his  chair  wrenched  from  him  by  the 
latter,  while  he  dodged  the  squire's  attempts 
to  clinch,  when  he  felt  the  other  door,  through 
which  the  ladies  had  vanished,  scrape  his 
back.  It  gave  him  an  idea,  and  he  acted  on 
it.     Letting  Jenkins  have  the  chair  at  full 


'  HE  SEIZED  THE   MOMENTARY   ADVANTAGE  TO   DODGE  THE  SQUIRES  WHIP. 


your  thrashing  standing  up  or  lying  down  ?  " 
He  had  recovered  his  self-possession,  and  it 
was  Masson  who  felt  his  leaving  him.  Only 
for  a  moment,  however.  Then,  "Standing 
up,"  he  said,  and  gave  Jenkins,  as  that 
individual  advanced  to  collar  him,  a  kick 
*  brought  him  to  the  ground.     He  seized 


grip,  which  sent  him  staggering  backwards, 
Masson  butted  the  squire,  turned  the  handle, 
and  was  through.  He  hung  on  to  the  handle 
desperately,  feeling  for  a  key.  There  was 
none.  The  opposition  forces  had  got  their 
hold  and  were  forcing  the  door  open. 

It  was  at  this  crisis  that  the  elderly  lady 
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again  made  her  appearance.  She  came  bust- 
ling into  Masson's  back,  crying  aloud,  "  She's 
gone  !  She's  gone  with  the  other  young 
man  !  Oh,  dear"  (as  she  perceived  Masson), 
"  what  is  happening  ?  Where  is  my  brother  ?  " 

"  In  there,"  said  Masson,  and  let  go. 

"  Reginald  ! "  she  cried,  as  the  squire 
came  bouncing  through.  "  Stop  !  It's  not 
this  young  man.  It's  another  young  man; 
and  Judith's  gone.  She  got  out  by  her  bed- 
room window,  and  they're  driving  off  now  ! " 

"  What  ?  "  cried  the  squire. 

"Perhaps,"  said  Masson,  politely,  "you 
will  now  believe  what  I  said." 

He  might  as  well  have  addressed  the  walls 
for  all  the  attention  he  received.  The  squire 
had  no  sooner  grasped  the  new  situation  than 
he  was  foaming  for  the  front  door,  giving 
directions  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

"  Put  in  the  mare,  Jenkins.  Saddle  Black 
Beauty.  Tell  the  boy  to  ride  for  the  police. 
Drat  and  confound  this " 

Masson  gathered  that  the  squire's  broken 
sentences  signified  that  he  had  stepped  out 
into  the  ice-paved  night,  with  the  inevitable 
results.  However,  he  must  have  picked 
himself  up,  for  his  halloaing  grew  fainter. 

"  But  how  it  will  all  end,  Heaven  only 
knows,"  said  the  elderly  lady  to  Masson,  in  a 
despairing  way. 

"I'm  afraid  you're  right,"  said  Masson. 
"  Good  evening,  madam." 

The  hall  door  was  open,  his  late  antago- 
nists had  disappeared,  but  since  there  was  no 
knowing  when  they  would  return,  or  in  what 
frame  of  mind,  it  was  not  wise  to  lose  an 
opportunity.  Stepping  out  into  the  darkness, 
Masson  found  that  the  silver  thaw  had  turned 
to  rain,  and  that  the  path,  though  slippery  in 
parts,  was  safety  itself  to  what  it  had  been. 
He  followed  the  winding  drive  until  he  came 
to  the  white  gate  and  the  road  beyond. 
There,  unnoticed,  it  seemed,  and  untouched, 
stood  his  car  by  the  side  of  the  road.  He 
started  it  and  moved  on  at  a  moderate  pace. 
A  couple  of  minutes  later  he  neared  two 
figures  going  at  a  plodding  canter  in  the  light 
of  his  lamps.  The  one  that  led  was  tall  and 
large.  "The  squire,"  thought  Masson,  and 
hooted  vigorously. 

"  A  hundred  pounds  if  you'll  give  me  a 
lift,"  cried  the  squire.  "  I  want  to  catch  up 
a  horse  and  trap— just  ahead.  Won't  take 
you  three  minutes.  A  hundred  pounds  \ 
Come  ! " 

"  For  mercy's  sake,  sir,  do ! "  said  th$ 
other — Mr.  Board,  it  was  clear.  Neither  of 
the  two  seemed  to  know  whom  they  were 
addressing;  or  else  they  had  forgotten  the 
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events  of  the  evening,  which  hardly  seemed 
possible. 

"  I'm  afraid — very  sorry — but  I  can't  stop," 
said  Masson,  politely.  He  bore  them  no 
grudge,  on  the  whole  ;  but  having  witnessed 
the  squire  in  the  fullness  of  his  raging,  he  felt 
no  desire  to  cumber  himself  with  him  any 
more.  It  would  be  conniving  at  man- 
slaughter. "  Quite  impossible,"  he  repeated, 
as  he  whizzed  by  them. 

He  put  on  speed,  turned  a  bend  of  the 
highway  a.  minute  and  a  half  later,  and  pulled 
up  just  in  time  to  avoid  not  mere  connivance, 
but  actual  committal  of  manslaughter.  For 
there,  in  the  very  centre  of  the  highway,  was 
the  horse  and  trap  which  the  others  were  so 
anxious  to  come  up  with.  Only  it  was  no 
longer  a  horse  and  trap  united,  but  a  horse 
and  a  trap  quite  separate  entities — of  which, 
moreover,  the  trap  lay  on  one  side,  minu  a 
wheel  and  with  broken  shafts. 

So  much  Masson's  lights  showed  him  as 
he  came  to  a  stop  just  in  time.  A  little 
shriek  that  arose  at  the  same  moment  from 
the  bank  at  the  side  of  the  road  revealed 
more. 

"Oh,  Dick,  is  it— father?" 

"  No,"  said  Masson.  With  every  wish  to 
be  neutral  in  this  family  affair,  he  could  not 
resist  giving  so  much  consolation.  A  young 
man  who  had,  it  seemed,  been  divided 
between  soothing  the  author  of  the  little 
shriek  and  holding  on  to  the  frightened  horse 
— not  altogether  a  simple  division  of  labour — 
came  forward  at  this.  "  Excuse  me,  sir,"  he 
said  to  Masson.  "I  don't  know  who  you 
are,  but " 

"  Oh,  Dick,  it's  the  other  young  man — Mr. 
— Mr.  Henry."  The  squire's  daughter 
spoke  from  the  bank. 

"  Henry  Masson,"  said  that  gentleman ; 
"  not  Dick  !  I  should  have  been  obliged," 
he  continued,  with  a  good  deal  of  urbaiiity, 
"if  you  could  have  mentioned  that  fact 
half  an  hour  ago."  He  bore  the  squire's 
daughter  no  grudge,  on  the  whole,  but  he 
felt  that  he  was  entitled  to  that  small  piece 
of  irony  at  least.  It  was  not  altogether 
amusing  to  be  "  the  other  young  man." 

The  young  man— the  real  Dick — had 
apparently  received  only  a  partial  account  of 
the  evening's  proceedings. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  dcn't  understand,"  he  said, 
frankly.  "  I  know  something  went  wrong  up 
at  the  house — Judy  was  telling  me  just  as  our 
horse  came  down — confound  that  ice  thaw. 
The  squire  mistook  you  for  me,  didn't  he  ? " 

"  Well, '  said  Masson,  "  the  squire  couldn't 
very  well  help  making  the  mistake  when ' 


Digitized  by  VjiJOV 


le 


546 


THE    STRAND   MAGAZINE. 


•he  came  to  a  stop  just  in  time. 


A  fierce  bellowing  not  far  in  the  rear  inter- 
rupted him.  "  That  is  the  squire,  I  suppose," 
he  went  on.  "  I  passed  him  a  couple  of 
minutes  ago.  He  seemed  anxious  to  come 
up  with  you." 

"  Good  heavens,"  said  the  young  man. 
"  Look  here,  sir.  I  don't  know  if  you  know 
the  state  of  affairs.  This  lady  and  I  wish  to 
get  married.  You  see  what's  happened  ?  Cart 
smashed.     If  you  could  give  us  a  hft " 

He  spoke  very  pleasantly  and  yet  earnestly. 
Masson  bore  no  grudge  against  him.  As  he 
hesitated  the  squire's  daughter  came  from  the 
hedge  bank,  where  she  had  been  sitting,  into 
the  light  of  his  lamps. 

"  You  will  forgive  me,  won't  you  ? "  she 
said,  winningly.  **  It  was  my  only  chance  of 
getting  away.  I  was  frantic."  She  looked 
very  piteous  and  pretty  in  the  light  of  the 
lamps.  "  You  will,  won't  you  ? "  she 
repeated. 


"  Certainly,'*  said  Masson ;  "  there's  nothing 
to  forgive.  Pray  get  in.  I  ought  to  thinl: 
myself  lucky  to  have  been  the  young  man, 
if  it  was  only  for  ten  minutes. ' 

"  Come,  Dick — quick  ! "  cried  the  squire's 
daughter. 

The  young  man  let  the  horse  go  and 
climbed  into  the  car. 

"  Just  in  time,  I  think,"  he  said,  as  Masson 
backed  a  little  and  slipped  the  car  past  the 
fallen  trap  to  a  loud  chorus  of  "Stop,  you 
rogue  ! " 

"  Good  night,  squire  !  "  they  all  cried,  as 
they  went  ahead  through  the  thin  falling 
rain. 

Later  on,  when  Masson  accepted  an  invita- 
tion to  be  best  man  at  the  wedding  of  Mr. 
Richard  Castle  with  Miss  Judith  Trelawney, 
he  realized  that  he  had  not  come  so  badly 
out  of  that  silver  thaw.  He  felt  magnani- 
mous, in  fact. 
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1 

HE  hedgerows  and  woodlands 
are  once  again  producing  those 
quaint  floral  structures  known 
as  "catkins."  At  the  end  of 
January,  long  before  the  leaf 
buds  wake  up  from  their  winter 
sleep,  these  curious  blossoms  begin  to  attract 
the  eye.  Throughout  February,  March,  and 
April  their  variety  increases,  one  species  of 
tree  after  another  putting  forth  its  blossoms. 
Many  people  quite  over- 
look the  fact  that  our 
forest  trees  all  bear 
flowers ;  in  fact,  it  may 
be  said  that  all  British 
plants  produce  flowers, 
excepting  ferns  and 
mosses,  and  still  lower 
forms  that  we  need  not 
consider.  Probably  some 
of  my  readers  will  feel 
certain  that  they  have 
seen  trees  and  plants 
which  never  produce 
flowers,  but  that  con- 
viction would  only  prove 
that  either  they  have 
failed  to  notice  the  flowers 
in  their  proper  season,  or 
that  the  plant  has  failed 
to  flower  solely  from  lack 
of  proper  cultivation. 

Many  of  these  plants 
whose  flowers  appear  and 
are  almost  unnoticed  at 
the  time  produce  fruits 
or  seeds  that  are  familiar 
to  most  persons.  Now, 
the  mere  fact  of  gather- 
ing a  nut,  berry,  or  a  juicy 
fruit  from  a  tree  is  con- 
clusive evidence  that  it  has  previously 
flowered,  for  the  fruit  is  the  product  of  the 
flower.  We  find  striking  examples  of  this 
amongst  familiar  trees.  Comparatively  few 
people  are  acquainted  with  the  flowers  of  the 
oak,  elm,  beech,  and  hazel  trees ;  yet  the 
acorns  of  the  oak,  the  winged  seeds  of  the 
elm  (Fig.   lo),  the  beech-nuts,  and  likewise 


Fir..  I. — C.iikins  of  the  hazel  or  nut  ircc  The  long 
scaly  calkins  are  th^  males ;  two  female  catkins 
(which  eventually  produce  the  seeds,  or  "  nuts  ")  are 
s<?en  on  the  right.  Thry  aie  very  like  leaf-buds,  but 
can  be  recognised  by  their  protruding  stigmas. 


the  hazel-nuts  (Fig.  4)  are  perfectly  familiar 
to  them  when  they  appear. 

This  unfamiliarity  with  tree  flowers  is  easy 
to  explain.  These  flowers  develop  their  parts 
during  early  spring,  mostly  before  the  leaves 
appear,  when  the  trees  themselves  are  not 
very  readily  distinguished  by  the  ordinary 
untrained  eye.  Then,  again,  the  flowers  of 
trees  are  generally  catkins,  which  all  more  or 
less  resemble  each  other,  and,  consequently, 
are  not  readily  recognised 
as  different  species.  The 
hazel  catkins  of  the  hedge- 
rows and  woodlands 
(Fig.  i)  are  the  first  to 
make  their  appearance, 
and  are  doubtless  the 
most  familiar  of  this  class 
of  blossom.  There  is, 
however,  a  common  error 
with  regard  to  these  cat- 
kins. The  long  pendent 
blossom  is  often  said  to 
develop  into  hedge-nuts. 
That  this  is  quite  wrong 
you  may  readily  prove  by 
observing  that,  when  the 
leaves  begin  to  appear, 
•  the  catkins  drop  from 
the  branches  just  as  the 
leaves  do  in  autumn. 
Nevertheless,  those  cat- 
kins have  performed  their 
functions,  and  without 
them  therecouldcertainly 
be  no  hedge-nuts. 

If  on  a  still  day  you 
suddenly  strike  a  branch 
of  hazel  tree  bearing  cat- 
kins, you  will  immediately 
observe  a  cloud  of  yellow 
dust  issuing  from  the  catkins.  By  studying 
illustration  Fig.  i,  the  catkins  will  be  seen  to 
be  composed  of  numerous  scales  which  stand 
out  horizontally  from  the  central  axis.  Each 
of  the.se  scales  covers  eight  tiny  stamens,  which 
produce  the  yellow  dust  that  falls  so  readily 
from  the  blossoms.  If  you  should  not  know 
what  stamens  are,  you  have  but  to  look  into 
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the  centre  of  a  poppy  or  a  lily  to  find  there 
some  stalked  objects  whose  large  heads  are 
continually  bursting  and  producing  quantities 
of  the  coloured  dust  called  "  pollen."  Also, 
in  the  middle  of  the  poppy  and  the  lily 
will  be  found  a  central  part  or  ovary  which 
produces  the  seed.  It  should  be  observed, 
too,  that  both  the  poppy  and  the  lily  develop 
coloured  petals  around  their  stamens  and 
ovary.  These  coloured  parts  attract  the  eyes 
of  insects  who  come  to  feed  upon  the  pollen 
and  nectar  that  the  flowers  provide  for  them. 
The  flowers  not  only  invite  the  insects  in  this 
way  to  the  feast  they  have  prepared  for  them, 
but  they  often  go  farther  and  throw  out  sweet 
perfumes  to  reach  passing  insects  that  might 
not  see  their  coloured  petals.  Some  of  these 
things  I  have  mentioned  before  in  previous 
articles  in  this  Magazine,  when  dealing  with 
the  subject  of  floral  structures,  and  I  mention 
them  here  again  for  the  benefit  of  the  reader 
who  may  not  have  seen  these  other  articles, 
and  also  because  I  now  want  to  call  attention 
to  flowers  which  do  not  invite  insects  to  visit 
them — which,  in  fact,  arrange  their  parts  on 
entirely  different  principles  and  for  quite 
other  purposes. 

In  the  illustration  Fig.  i  the  catkins  are 
shown  of  natural  size,  and  it  should  be 
observed  that  the  scales  are  arranged  in  spiral 
fashion  about  the  pendent  stalk  ;  the  average 
number  of  scales  on  each  catkin  is  about 
one  hundred  and  sixty,  so  that  each  catkin 
bears  about  that  number  of  little  flowers  ;  for 
each  scale  with  its  eight  stamens  is  a  flower. 
The  catkin  is,  therefore,  a  little  pendent  spike 
of  flowers ;  and  these  flowers  are  all  male 
flowers,  for  they  consist  of  stamens  covered 
with  a  protective  scale.  It  will  be  understood 
that  what  we  call  male  flowers  contain  the 
pollen  and  that  those  which  we  call  female 
flowers  contain  the  seeds. 

It  is  obvious  that  these* catkins  of  male 
flowers  can  never  produce  seeds  like  those  of 
the  lily  or  poppy,  for  they  have  no  ovary  ; 
and,  as  I  have  previously  stated,  they  drop 
from  the  trees  after  the  stamens  have  shed 
their  pollen.  We  have,  therefore,  to  search 
elsewhere  for  the  female  flowers,  />.,  the 
flowers  that  eventually  become  hedge-nuts. 

Glancing  along  the  branches  that  bear  the 
catkins,  you  will  find  here  and  there  a  bud 
with  some  crimson  filaments  protruding  from 
its  apex  (two  examples  can  be  seen  in  illus- 
tration Fig.  i),  and  it  is  these  buds  which 
contain  the  female  flowers,  together  with  the 
future  hazel-nuts.  These  female  blossoms 
are  crowded  together  within  the  bud-like 
catkin,  a  scale  placed  between  each  two  of 


the  tiny  ovaries,  the  outer  scales  of  the  catkin 
being  empty.  From  the  summit  of  each 
ovary  spring  two  crimson  stigmas,  each  pair, 
therefore,  representing  one  female  flower 
within.  The  female  catkin,  then,  like  the 
larger  male  catkins,  contains  numerous 
flowers. 

Now,  having  mastered  the  technicalities  of 
structural  detail,  we  may  proceed  to  discover 
why  the  hazel  has  developed  these  curious 
catkins  of  colourless,  insignificant-looking 
flowers,  and  also  why  the  females  and  males 
need  different  forms  of  catkin.  There  is,  I 
think,  although  probably  all  botanists  will  not 
agree  with  me,  good  reasons  for  thinking  that 
these  catkins  of  our  woodland  trees  were 
once  handsome  flowers,  and  that  their  remote 
ancestors  may  have  wooed  insects  with  attrac- 
tive colours  and  sweet  nectar.  All  that,  how- 
ever, has  p>assed  away  ;  they  can  now  afford 
to  ignore  the  services  of  their  insect  allies. 
Sometimes  a  clumsy  bee  is  seen  struggling 
with  one  of  these  catkins,  because  it  has  dis- 
covered that  it  can  make  use  of  the  pollen, 
which  so  early  in  the  year  is  valuable  ;  but 
no  nectar  is  provided,  and  to  climb  a 
dangling  catkin  is  anything  but  comfortable: 
therefore,  when  better  and  more  profitable 
flowers  begin  to  appear,  catkins  are  left 
severely  alone.  To  the  catkins  themselves 
the  visit  of  the  bee  is  generally  a  sheer  loss, 
for  the  bee  does  not  visit  the  female 
catkins  and  convey  the  fertilizing  pollen  to 
their  stigmas,  but,  instead,  carries  quantities 
of  the  pollen  away  for  its  own  purposes. 
Besides  that,  the  bee  wastes  much  of  the 
pollen  by  so  clumsily  shaking  it  from  the 
catkins,  causing  it  to  be  distributed  where  it 
will  effect  no  useful  purpose.  The  bee  is  in 
the  wrong  place;  the  catkins  have  changed 
their  love,  they  no  longer  woo  insects,  but 
the  wind. 

There  is  the  secret  of  the  whole  matter. 
Rich  nectar,  coloured  petals,  sweet  perfumes, 
convenient  landing-stages,  with  sign- posts 
such  as  rows  of  hairs,  coloured  lines,  and 
spots  all  converging  to  the  nectar  of  the 
flowers,  are  all  absent  in  the  flowers  of  the 
catkins,  because  the  wind  does  not  require 
these  inducements.  Instead  of  them  we 
have  rows  of  horizontal  scales  with  hollow 
cavities  in  their  backs  all  arranged  one  above 
the  other,  and  beneath  them  stamens  that  are 
continually  ripening  and  shedding  their  pollen, 
which  falls  from  them  into  the  hollowed  backs 
of  the  scales  immediately  below  them,  accu- 
mulating there  into  little  heap.s.  In  this  way, 
when  the  atmosphere  is  still,  the  catkin 
becomes,  as  it  were,  a  row  of  little  shelves 
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FiGb  2. — Pollen-grains  from  the  hazel  catkins.    To  the  left  they  are  inagnified  one  hundred 
diameters  and  to  the  right  three  hundred  diameters. 


all  loaded  up  with  pollen.  Then  comes  a 
gentle  puff  of  wind  that  vibrates  the  catkin, 
and  from  its  sciales  arise  little  clouds  of  dust. 
Then  a  larger  gust  shakes  the  branches,  and 
quite  a  shower  of  the  golden  dust  rains  down 
from  the  numerous  catkins,  floating  into  the 
atmosphere  like  a  cloud  of  smoke.  After 
this  comes  a  pause,  and  the  little  shelves 
once  more  begin  to  accumulate  their  loads 
of  pollen ;  the  ends  of  the  catkins  go  on 
lengthening  out  and  new  scales  are  spread, 
and  new  stamens  ripen.  How  !)eauti(ully 
adapted  is  the  structure  of  the  catkin  for  the 
actioil  of  the  wind  !  The  complex  arrange- 
ments of  the  insect-pollinated  flowers  are 
marvellous  indeed,  but  this  mechanism  for- 
wind-pollination  is  none  the  less  wonderful 
in  spite  of  its  simplicity. 

The  pollen-grains  that  float  away  so  readily 
into  the  atmosphere  are  so  small  and  light 
that  they  often  travel  for  miles  even  when 
borne  by  gentle  winds.  It  follows,  there- 
fore, that  the  grains  of  pollen  must  be 
exceedingly  minute.  How  minute  they  really 
are  Fig.-  2  will  help  to  make  clear.  The 
pollen-grains  are  there  shown  to  the  left 
magnified  one  hundred  diameters ;  or  to  put 
it  more  simply,  they  there  appear  ten  thousand 
times  as  large  as  they  really  are.  Again,  to 
the  right  some  of  the  grains  are  shown 
magnified  three  hundred  diameters,  or  ninety 
thousand  times  their  actual  size. 

Having  seen,  then,  how  extremely  tiny  is 
each  of  these  pollen-grains,  we  are  better 
able  to  realize  that,  when  we  shake  the 
bough  of  the  hazel  bush  and  cause  a  yellow 
cloud  of  pollen  to  be  dispersed,  the  cloud 
does  not  consist  merely  of  thousands  of 
pollen-grains,  but  many  millions  of  them. 

In  view  of  this,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
the  rosy  stigmas  protruding  from  the  female, 
bud-like  catkins  should  receive  some  of  the 


pollen  from  the  atmo- 
sphere. I  have  selected 
at  random  from  a  hazel 
branch  one  of  these  cat- 
kins, taking  care  while 
gathering  it  not  to  shake 
upon  it  any  pollen  from 
the  catkins  on  the  same 
branch.  In  Fig.  3  a 
magnified  view  of  this 
catkin  is  shown,  and  it 
is  particularly  interesting 
owing  to  the  fact  that 
the  pollen  seems  to  have 
adhered  to  the  stigma 
only  on  the  sides  that 
face  in  one  direction ; 
and  the  side  of  the  catkin  itself  that  faces 
the  same  way  is  also  dotted  over  with  the  tiny 
pale  yellow  grains.  These  details,  together 
with  the  fact  that  the  grains  are  thinly 
scattered,  all  point  to  the  conclusion  that 
the  pollen  visible  had  slowly  accumulated 
from  a  given  direction  ;  most  probably  carried 
by  the  wind,  or,  it  may  be,  by  falling  showers 
in  regular  succession  from  the  catkins  of  the 
branches  near  by. 

Thus  the  hazel  gets  its  stigmas  pollinated 
without  producing  colours,  sweets,  perfumes, 
and  any  other  devices  that  will  attract  insects 
and  cause  them  to  convey  the  fertilizing  pollen 
from  bloom  to  bloom.  Of  course,  in  spite 
of  the  vast  quantities  of  pollen  produced, 
insect  fertilization  is  much  the  surer  method, 
for  an  insect  flies  from  flower  to  flower  as  it 
sees  them,  whereas  pollination  by  the  wind  is 


F'iG.  _3-  — A  magnified  view  of  a  female  catkin  of  the    hazel, 

showing  the  minute  pollen-grains  on  its  stigmas,  carried  there 

by  the  wind. 
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Fl(X  4.— The  caikln?^  arc  pr4>Juccd  in  ihc  iiuiiJiiiEi  at 
the  same  time  iis  th<:  lipe  seeds^  or  '*  MUti,"  ;intl  rcinaui 
on  the  irres  ibronghtiiu  the  winter,  develapiibg,  a> 
shotwn  irt  Fig.  t^  i"  'bi!  i?.irl>"  ipt mg,  Twy  ni.ikcjLikin;* 
□xe  seen  dq  the  lower  brEiricrh. 


purely  a  matter  of  chance.  Probably 
this  accounts  Tor  the  fact  that  so  many 
of  the  steeds  of  the  crimson  -  tijjpfd 
catkins  never  ripen.  Even  the  catkins 
that  do  mature  rarely  produce  more 
than  two  or  three  seeds,  ah  ho  ugh  tliey 
often  contain  nine  or  ten  female  flowers. 
And  this  is  the  reason  why  we  find 
hedge -nuts  singly  or  clustered  in  twos 
and  threes,  according  to  the  product  of 
the  catkin  (Fig.  4). 

What  is  [he  use  t)f  the  crimson 
stigmas,  if  colour  is  of  no  service  to  the 
catkins  ?  This  is  a  tjuestion  that  nuiy 
naturally  be  asked.  The  ansAver  is  that 
crimsun  and  [lurple  browns  are  great 
at  tractors  of  heat  rays^  and  during  tlie 
early  months  of  the  year  the  weak  rays 
of  sunlight  have  to  be  made  much  t^f. 
If  the  male  cntkins  are  noticed  hefnre 
they  lengthen  out  tht-y  u  ill  also  be  seen 

trj     hr*    fsf    ,1     fr;'i''il^- !■'•  ^'■-'■".■■^    i  .il-"-.     th'' 

colour  being  concentrated  on  the  side 
that  meets  the  sunlight.  Therefore 
the   crimson    filaments  of  the  stigmas 


attract  warmth  and  stimulate  the  pollen 
to  carry  out  the  function  of  fertilization. 
The  tiny  pollen-grain  seems  almost 
too  minute  to  give  any  heed  to,  and 
yet  H'hat  marvels  it  performs  after  reach- 
ing the  stigma  !  A  kind  of  germination 
takes  place,  and  the  little  grain  develops 
a  delicate  tube  which  penetrates  the 
tissues  of  the  stigma.  This  tube  travels 
right  away  to  the  embryo  seed  within 
the  heart  of  the  catkin,  the  fertilizing 
element  of  the  grain  being  thus  con- 
veyed to  the  future  seed,  which  after- 
ivards  rapidly  develops,  A  glance  at 
Fig.  3  will  show  that  the  extremely 
minute  pollen-grain  must  extend  a  tube 
many  hundreds  of  times  its  diameter 
to  reach  the  embryo  seed  within  the 
catkin.  In  Fig.  5  is  shown  a  section  of 
the  stigma  of  a  flower  of  the  evening 
primrose  to  show  how  pollen -tubes 
penetrate  the  tissues  of  the  stigma;  this 
example  is  used  for  illustration  because 
the  [wllen- grains  and  tissues  of  the 
e^■ening  primrose  are  larger  and  more 
suitable  for  photographic  purposes. 
However,  the  movements  of  the  ^>olien- 
tubes  through  the  stigmas  of  the  hazel 
catkins  are  practically  the  same. 


Fig.  s.— The  stigma  of  an  evening  primrose  seen  in  section,  showing 
how  the  minute  pollen-grains  penetrate  its  tissues  by  extending  tuhes, 
which  eventually  reach  the  seeds  at  ihc  base  of  the  ovary ;  magnified 
iifty  diameters.  The  upper  example  is  magnified  one  hundred 
diameters,  and  shows  the  first  development  of  a  pollen-tube 
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In  some  previous 
articles  on  plant  life 
I  have  called  atten- 
tion to  the  devices 
which  insect  -  polli- 
nated flowers  employ 
to  effect  cross-polli- 
nation, by  means  of 
which  stronger  and 
better  seeds  are  pro- 
duced. The  hazel 
attains  that  end  by 
producing  its  male 
and  female  flowers  in 
separate  catkins;  and 
as  the  male  catkins 
are  pendulous,  while 
the  female  are  up- 
right, the  latter  are 
much  more  likely  to 
receive  pollen  blown 
from  other  quarters 
than  from  their  im- 
mediate neighbours. 


Fig.  6. 
cones. 


-The  female  catki>i>  of  the  alder  develop  into  little  woody 
Some  in  their  early  stage  are  seen  immediately  beneath 
the  male  catkins. 


often  be  found  to- 
gether with  the  new 
on  the  same  branches 
(Fig.  6). 

'i'hen  there  are  the 
curious  black  buds 
that  break  out  on  the 
ends  of  the  branches 
of  the  ash,  revealing 
clusters  of  brownish 
flowers  (Fig.  7). 
These  flowers  are 
very  simple  in  struc- 
ture, some  being 
male  and  consisting 
only  of  a  pair  of 
stamens,  others 
female,  consisting 
only  of  a  single  ovary, 
while  still  others  may 
possess  both  ovary 
and  stamens,  these 
last  being,  of  course, 
both  male  and 
female.  An  enlarged 
photograph  of  one  of  these  latter  is  shown 
in  Fig.  8.  The  three  forms  may  some- 
times be  found  upon  the  same  tree,  and 
they  eventually  develop  into  the  winged 
seeds  known  as  "keys"  (Fig.  11). 

Finally,  we  may  consider  the  flowers 
of  the  elm.  These  grow  at  the  summit 
of  the  branches  and  are  often  difficult 
to  reach,  although  rooks  when  building 
will  frequently  throw  down  branches 
bearing  good  specimens.  In  Fig.  9 
some  of  these  flowers  are  shown.  They 
appear  in  clusters,  and  each  flower  con- 
sists of  an  ovary  surrounded  by  a  brown 


Fig.  7. — Thr  flowers  of  the  ash  tree,    which  break   out   from 

black  buds  at  the  ends  of  the  branches  and  eventually  produce 

the  winged  seeds  shown  in  Fig.  1 1. 

Having  thus  dealt  in  detail  with  the  hazel,  my 
reader  will  now  be  able  to  investigate  on  his 
own  account  amongst  other  catkin  -  bearing 
trees ;  for  what  I  have  written  here  regarding 
the  hazel  applies  in  a  general  way  to  others. 
However,  in  conclusion,  I  will  just  glance  at 
one  or  two  slightly  diffierent  examples. 

Near  the  river  and  in  watery  places  we  shall 
find  the  alder,  whose  male  catkins  are  very 
like  those  of  the  hazel,  but  the  female  catkins 
form  little  cones  of  a  red  colour,  which  eventu- 
ally develop  into  woody  structures  with  seeds 
between  their  scales ;  the  old  woody  cones  may 


8.- -A  magnitud  \ie\v  of  one  uf  the  flowers  of  the  ash, 
which  consists  of  an  ovary  and  two  stamens. 
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Fig.  9. — The  flowers  of  the  elm,  which  grow  in  clusters  on  the 
tops  of  the  higher  branches  of  the  tree. 

cup  -  like  envelope  bearing  six  stamens  ; 
so  that  they  more  nearly  approach  such 
flowers  as  the  lily  and  poppy,  previously 
referred  to.  Later,  when  the  leaves  appear, 
each  of  their  ovaries 
develops  into  a  leaf- 
like fruit  with  a  thick- 
ened seed  in  the 
centre,  the  fruit  being 
readily  dispersed  by 
its  leafy  attachment 
(Fig.  10). 

There  are  many 
other  examples  that 
might  be  considered, 
such  as  oak,  willow, 
beech,  birch,  horn- 
beam, etc.,  but  these 
will  all  be  found,  more 
or  less,  to  resemble 
those  examples  I  have 
mentioned  above;  and 
the  rambler  in  search 
of  them  may  fathom 
their  secrets  in  most 
cases  by  means  of  a 
sharp  penknife  and  a 
magnifying  lens.  And 
while  he  is  so  doing 
he  may  think  not  only 


Fig.  II.— The  winged  seed: 


Fig.  la — The  leafy,  winged  seeds  of  the  elm. 

of  the  wondrous  details  of  Nature's  minute 
work,  but  also  how  well  planned  are  her 
schemes.  Glancing  at  the  leafless  branches  he 
will  ask  :  Why  do  not  the  catkins  appear,  like 
most  other  flowers,  to- 
gether with  the  leaves? 
Then  let  him  reflect 
upon  the  agency  of 
the  thicket  of  leaves 
in  intercepting  the 
pollen  carried  by  the 
winds,  and  the  answer 
is  obvious.  Again, 
March  and  April  are 
the  two  months  of  the 
year  when  the  catkins 
hold  their  revels  ;  and 
also  these  are  the  two 
most  windy  months 
of  the  year.  The  in- 
finitely minute  pollen- 
grain,  the  "  March 
winds,"  and  the  oak  or 
elm  tree  are  all  simple 
links  in  a  perfect 
chain  of  interrelated 
facts,  another  example 
of  that  perfect  unity 
that  underlies   all 

s,  or  "  keys,"  of  the  ash.  Naturc's  prOCeSSeS. 
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EiM  by  Mrs.  C.  N.  WILLIA/iSON. 


HIS  isn't  a  story.  If  it  was  I 
couldn't  write  it,  because  I'm 
only  eight  years  old,  and  I 
never  could  do  even  com- 
positions properly.  As  soon 
as  I  had  to  choose  a  subject  - 
"Sunset,"  or  "On  a  Mouse  Caught  in  a 
Trap,"  or  anything  like  that,  my  head  began 
to  feel  funny,  like  the  head  of  Kitty's  doll 
that  I  broke,  all  hollow ;  arid  I  hadn't  an  ideil 
about  the  sun  or  mice,  though  lots  would 
pop  into  my  head  about  every  other  subject 
in  the  world. 

But  this  is  different,  because  it's  to  tell 
about  real  things  that  happened  in  our  hoi|se  ; 
and  a  friend  of  ours  who  writes  stories 
thought,  as  I  knew  more  about  the  happen- 
ings than  anyone  else,  I  might  put  everything 
down  as  I  remembered  it,  and  then  she 
would  make  the  spelling  and  the  expressions 
and  punctuation  marks  right. 

We  wouldn't  have  had  the  new  governess 
if  our  old  one  hadn't  got  married  to  the 
curate,  who  used  sometimes  to  come  to  our 
schoolroom  teas  and  ask  if  we  knew  our 
catechism,  though  such  things  were  none  of 
his  business  if  he  came  to  flirt  with  Miss 
Pindar,  as  mother's  maid,  Witting,  said  he 
did.  But  Kitty  and  1 — we're  twins,  though 
I'm  a  boy  and  she's  a  girl — were  jolly  glad 
Miss  Pindar  got  married,  because  we  were 
tired  of  her — she  was  so  unpretty,  and  always 
had  a  cold  in.  her  head  which  made  her  sniff 
every  minute  regularly,  as  if  she  was  a  clock 
and  had  to  tick  like  that.  But  she  knew  a 
lot,  and  was  connected  with  lords,  which  was, 
perhaps,  why  the  curate  wanted  to  take  her 
away  from  us  and  have  her  himself. 

We  are  not  lords  ;  but  my  fathers  a  knight, 
which  I  think  sounds  much  braver  and  nicer, 
though  he  says  he  was  never  in  battle,  except 
in  the  City,  where,  it  seems,  you  have  to 
fight  a  lot  if  you  want  to  get  rich.  Dad  is 
very  rich  ;  Witting  told  me  so  when  I  asked 
her,  and  so  did  a  boy  whose  mother  brought 
him  to  see  me  when  she  called  on  mother. 
But  he  was  a  nasty  boy,  for  he  said  nobody 
but  new,  vulgar  people  you  needn't  know 
anything  about  were  as  rich  as  we ;  so  I  was 
going  to  hit  him,  when  I  remembered  he  was 
in  my  house,  and  I  only  made  a  face  at  him 
instead. 

Vol  XXXV.  -  72 


We've  got  two  houses,  one  in  London  and 
one  in  the  country.  I  like  the  one  in  the 
country  a  lot  the  best,  and  so  does  Kitty. 
It's  called  Blackdean  Towers,  and  it's  hun- 
dreds of  years  old,  with  lots  of  history  about 
it,  but  it  wasn't  ours  when  the  history  was 
being  made ;  we've  only  had  it  since  Kitty 
and  I  were  boirn.  We  were  there  when  Miss 
Pindar  got  married,  and  a  cousin  of  hers  was 
"engaged,  to*  come  and  be  our  governess  in 
her  place,  but  she  had  measles  or  some  silly 
children's  disease  Kit  and  I  outgrew  long 
ago,  so  there  was  a  great  fuss.  The  wedding 
couldn't  be  put  off,  and  there  was  danger  of 
our  running  about  like  young  colts  (that's 
wh:it  dad  said),  with  no  one  to  look  after  us 
but  Kitty's  nurse  Brian,  whom  she's  begun 
to  call  her  "  maid  "  now  that  she's  going  on 
nine. 

Perhaps  mother  could  have  helped  take 
care  of  us  for  a  little  while  (and  we  would 
have  enjoyed  that,  for  she's  perfectly  sweet, 
and  we  can  make  her  do  exactly  as  we  want), 
but  she  was  busy  because  a  lot  of  people 
were  coming  to  stay  in  the  house.  Some  of 
them  were  very  grand,  earls  and  such  things, 
who  like  dad's  shooting  ;  and  earlesses  too, 
who  must  be  amused  every  minute,  so,  oi' 
course,  mother  wouldn't  have  time  for  us. 

We  were  hoping  they  wouldn't  find  another 
governess,  and  we  would  have  some  fun  ;  but 
the  morning  of  the  day  the  first  lot  of  people 
were  expected.  Witting  came  into  the  room 
where  Brian  was  brushing  Kitty's  hair,  and 
said  she  :  "  The  new  governess  is  arriving 
this  afternoon  by  the  5.58  train." 

She  was  talking  to  Brian,  who  is  a  pal  of 
hers,  and  I  was  reading  a  book,  but  I  pricked 
up  my  ears. 

"  VVell,  it's  a  good  thing, '  said  Brian.  "I 
shall  get  a  little  peace,  maybe.  I  can  tell 
you,  the  two  of  them  is  a  handful."  (I  can 
imitate  Brian  nicely,  which  annoys  her  very 
much  ;  but,  of  course,  I  can't  do  it  on 
paper.)  "  1  hope,"  she  said,  "  the  new 
governess  has  the  strong  hand." 

"  H'm  ! "  said  Witting,  and  pinched  in  her 
lips  in  a  prim  way  she  has — for  she's  an  old 
miid,  like  Miss  Pindar.  "My  lady  knows 
very  little  about  her.  She  was  so  anxious  to 
have  someone  in  a  great  hurry  that  she  had 
to  be  satisfied  with  what  she  could  get.     It 
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will  be  the  young  woman's  first  situation  as 
a  governess,  and  she  is  only  twenty -three." 

**And  me  thirty,  and  they  catch  me 
napping  ! "  groaned  Brian,  with  an  awful  look 
at  Kitty's  back  hair. 

"  What's  more,  the  only  recommendations 
her  ladyship  has  for  this  Miss  Kennedy  come 
from  Mrs.  Murray-Romaine,  who  admits  that 
she  knows  nothing  of  her  at  first  hand.  She's 
a  distant  relative  of  a  clergyman  Mrs.  Murray- 
Romaine  has  helped  in  some  charities,  and 
he  recommends  her  highly.  But  who's  he^  I 
ask  ?     And  she  a  blood  relation  ! " 

"A— ah!"  sighed  Brian.  "I  hope  it  will 
turn  out  for  the  best.  Anyhow,  there'll  be 
some  peace." 

"Will  there?"  a.sked  Witting.  "And  as 
for  hope,  it  s  easy  to  hope.  Hope's  cheap. 
If  my  lady  had  taken  my  advice  she'd  have 
waited  for  Miss  Pindar's  cousin,  a  most 
respectable  person  of  about  my  age ;  I  re- 
member well  her  once  coming  to  spend  an 
afternoon  with  Miss  Pindar.  But  her  lady- 
ship said,  *  We'll  try  Miss  Kennedy.  She'll 
be  better  than  nothing,  and  if  she  doesn't  get 
on  with  the  children  we  can  send  her  away. 
Anyhow,  it  will  tide  over  an  emergency. 
And  she  can't  do  much  harm  in  a  fortnight' 
That's  what  my  lady  says.  But  who  knows 
with  a  stranger?  And  I  have  a  kind  of 
presentiment'' 

Then  they  both  began  to  talk  about  pre- 
sentiments, which  seem  to  be  bad  thoughts 
about  other  people  which 
turn  out  to  be  true,  so  that 
you  can  say,  "  I  told  you 
so."  They  were  so  inter- 
ested in  telling  each  other 
anecdotes  that  they  forgot 
all  about  the  new  governess, 
but  Kitty  and  I  didn't.  We 
thought  having  somebody 
young,  who'd  never  taught 
children  before,  would  be 
almost  as  good  as  having 
no  governess  at  all,  if  we 
began  with  her  in  the  right 
way.  And,  besides,  people 
that  Witting  disapproves  of 
are  almost  always  rather 
nice. 

There  was  so  much  ex- 
citement in  the  house  about  the  ^Tand 
visitors  who  were  coming — the  gmndest 
that  mother  and  dad  had  ever  been 
able  to  get  together  yet,  we  ht;ard 
some  of  the  servants  saying — that  Kit 
and  I  managed  to  sneak  out  and  hide 
in  the  big  clump  of  larches  close  to 


the  north  gate,  where  the  carriages .  have  to 
pass  going  to  the  station  to  meet  trains. 

The  porter  at  the  lodge  there  is  an  old 
thing  dad  kept  on  when  he  bought  Black- 
dean  Towers,  so  when  we  two  dashed  out  of 
the  trees  and  told  Parsons — that's  the  red- 
haired  groom — that  we  wanted  to  drive  with 
him  to  meet  our  new  governess,  there  was 
no  one  to  take  us  back  home  if  he  refused. 
So,  after  a  fuss,  he  lifted  us  both  up  to  the 
seat  beside  him  in  the  dog-cart  that  was 
going  to  fetch  Miss  Kennedy. 

There  were  so  many  people  coming  by 
the  same  train  to  stop  at  our  house  that  the 
motor-omnibus  and  all  the  carriages  were 
going  down  too,  and  Kit  and  1  were  quite 
excited.  It  was  almost  like  being  in  a 
procession. 

Little  Binks  jumped  down  from  the  back 
seat  when  we  got  to  the  station,  to  meet  the 
train  coming  in  and  try  to  find  the  governess. 
As  soon  as  she  came  I  was  to  climb  over 
and  sit  next  to  Binks,  for  there'd  only  be 
room  for  Kitty  with  a  squeeze  on  the  front 
seat  by  Parsons  going  back.  But  I  sat 
where  I  was  to  wait  till  I  should  see  some 
body  who  looked  like  a  governess,  with  Binks 
carrying  her  bag. 

All  the  grand  people  came  first.  I  knew 
them,  though  I'd  never  seen  them  before, 
because  they  got  into  our  carriages,  but  they 
didn't  look  any  grander  than  anybody  else, 
and   none   of  the   ladies  were  as  pretty  or 


LOVEI.V    LADY   WALKED   THROUGH   THE  GATS,    WITH   A  TAU- 
MAN    HKSIDF.    HF.K." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE   NEW   GOVERNESS. 


555 


smart  as  mother.  But  by-and-by  a  lovely 
lady  walked  through  the  gate,  witli  a  tall  man 
beside  her.  He  was  good-looking,  too,  with 
a  nice  brown  face  and  a  scar  on  his  forehead, 
and  she — sakes  alive  I  (as  Brian  says) — but 
she  was  pretty. 

"  Oh,  isn't  she  a  real  beauty  ?  "  said  Kitty. 
"She  must  be  an  earless."  But,  if  you'll 
believe  it,  she  was  the  new  governess.  Who 
would  have  thought  governesses  could  be  like 
that  ?  She  had  jolly  yellow  hair,  with  beauti- 
ful thick  waves  in  it,  and  big  purply-blue 
eyes  just  like  violets.  When  she  came  up  to 
the  dogcart  and  saw  us  staring  at  her  she 
smiled,  and  two  dimples  ever  so  deep  made 
little  round  dents  in  her  pink  cheeks.  Her 
teeth  were  just  as  white  and  even  as  Kitty's, 
too,  and  a  lot  nicer  than  mine,  for  one  of 
mine  is  out,  and  I  have  to  keep  touching  the 
place  all  the  time  with  my  tongue  for  fear  a 
gold  tooth  will  grow  in. 

She  was  a  jolly  girl !  She  climbed  up  as 
if  she'd  been  used  to  dog-carts  all  her  life, 
nodded  to  the  nice  brown  man,  thanked  him 
for  being  kind  to  her  (who  wouldn't  be  kind, 
was  what  I  thought),  and  when  she  found 
that  I'd  like  to  sit  by  her  sHe  said  we 
could  manage  quite  well  if  she  took  Kitty 
on  her  lap. 

The  only  luggage  she  brought  with  her 
was  a  big  brown  kit-bag,  just  like  almost  all 
the  other  kit-bags  I've  ever  seen  in  the 
world,  for  her  box  had  to  come  up  after- 
wards. She  could  do  without  that  till 
to-morrow  morning,  if  necessary,  she  said, 
but  the  bag  she  must  have,  so  it  went  on  the 
back  seat  with  Binks. 

We  had  a  ripping  time  driving  home,  and 
I  wished  it  had  been  ten  miles  instead  of 
four,  because  Miss  Kennedy  was  so  agreeable, 
and  told  us  such  lots  of  interesting  things. 
She  said  it  had  been  so  dreadfully  crowded 
second-class,  she'd  had  to  come  first,  in  a 
smoking-carriage  at  that ;  and  there  had  been 
a  little"  accident —just  something  on  the  line, 
which  made  all  the  carriages  "  bump,  bump  " 
— and  the  brown  man  who  came  as  far  as 
the  cart  with  her  had  been  very  good.  He 
changed  seats  with  her,  so  as  to  sit  next  to 
the  window,  which  had  been  broken  in  the 
shock,  and  bound  up  her  wrist  with  his 
handkerchief,  after  taking  some  bits  of  glass 
out  of  it.  She  asked  if  we  knew  who  he  was, 
but  we  didn't,  for  we'd  never  seen  him  before. 
We  knew  he  was  for  our  house,  though, 
because  he  got  into  the  motor-omnibus  with 
some  other  people,  but  he  might  be  one  of 
the  earls,  or  he  might  be  a  judge  (there  was 
a  judge  asked),  or  he  might  be  the  man  who 


was  invited  because  he  knew  how  to  give  a 
funny  entertainment  in  the  drawing-room. 
We  were  keen  on  him,  because  mother  had 
promised  that  perhaps  we  might  sit  up  and 
see  the  entertainment,  but  we  didn't  know 
the  man's  name. 

"  If  I  was  a  grown-up  and  as  pretty  as  you 
are,"  said  Kitt}',  "  I  wouldn't  be  a  governess." 

"  I'm  glad  you  think  I'm  nice  to  look  at, 
because  then  you  may  learn  to  love  me," 
answered  Miss  Kennedy.  "  But  about  being 
a  governess,  I  expect  you'd  be  one  if  you 
didn't  have  any  more  money  than  I  have. 
Besides,  I  don't  think  I  shall  mind  when  I 
have  pupils  like  you,  who  will  help  me  and 
make  me  fond  of  them."  . 

Neither  .Kitty  nor  I  said  anything.  We 
just  stared  up  at  her,  dumb  as  fishes,  with 
our  mouths  open^  as  if  we  were  drinking  her 
in  ;  but  she  looked  right  down  into  my  eyes, 
and  we  somehow  seemed  to  understand  each 
other  through  and  through.  I  had  such  a 
queer  feeling  that  went  to  my  finger-ends 
and  my  toes,  I  suppose  it  must  have  been 
falling  in  love.  Kitty's  been  in  love  several 
times,  but  I  never  was  before.  It  does  feel 
funny  !  I  didn't  know  whether  I  liked  it  or 
not ;  but  I  knew  one  thing :  I'd  have  fought 
for  Miss  Kennedy,  and  I  wouldn't  have  cried 
a  drop  if  the  other  fellows  broke  my  head 
open,  especially  if  she'd  been  looking  on. 

Well,  we  got  home,  and  drove  round  to 
a  side  entrance,  because  all  the  earls  and 
earlesses  were  arriving  at  the  front  door. 
Mother  was  busy  receiving  them,  so  we  didn't 
see  her ;  but  we  took  Miss  Kennedy  with  us 
to  show  her  ever>'thing.  First  we  showed 
her  her  own  room,  across  the  corridor  from 
ours,  in  what  the  grown-ups  call  the 
"  children's  wing  " ;  then  we  took  her  into 
Kitty's  and  my  rooms,  and  would  have  taken 
her  into  Brian's  too,  only  she  wouldn't  go ; 
then  we  trotted  her  to  our  playroom,  and  last 
of  all  to  the  schoolroom.  She  was  delighted 
with  that,  and  we  had  a  good  time  looking  at 
our  favourite  books,  which  we  are  allowed  to 
keep  there  in  bookcases  with  glass  doors, 
though  they're  not  school-books  at  all.  We 
didn't  give  her  a  minute  to  go  and  take  off 
her  hat,  but  she  didn't  seem  to  mind,  and 
the  first  thing  we  knew  it  was  half-past  six, 
which  is  our  time  for  supper.  She  was  to 
have  it  with  us,  of  course — the  governess 
always  does — so  she  said  she  would  just  run 
and  put  away  her  hat,  without  waiting  to 
change,  so  as  not  to  keep  us  long.  "  I  can  un- 
pack afterwards,"  she  told  us  ;  but  Kitty  said 
that  Thompson,  the  maid  who  does  our  wing, 
had  unpacked  Miss  Kennedy's  bag  already ; 
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she'd  met  her  in  the  corridor  on  the  way  to 
do  it. 

When  Miss  Kennedy  heard  that  she  didn't 
look  pleased.  She  flushed  up  and  seemed 
to  forget  about  us  for  a  minute.  But  she 
came  to  herself  again,  ran  away  to  her  own 
room  for  a  moment,  and  then  came  back  all 
fresh  and  rosy  with  cold  water. 

"You  must  have  been  mistaken,  dear,"  she 
said  to  Kitty,  "  about  my 
bag  being  unpacked.     It 
hasn't  even  come  up  yet." 

We  had  awfully  good 
things  to  eat  that  night, 
I  remember,  and .  Miss 
Kennedy  let  us  smear 
more  jam  on  our  bread 
than  Miss  Pindar  used  to. 
She  was  telling  us  a  story, 
when  Brian  came  to  the 
door.  "  Master  Eric,  her 
ladyship  wishes  to  see 
you,"  said  she.  "No, 
Miss  Kitty,  not  you.  You 
are  to  stop  where  you 
are." 

I  tried  to  think  what 
rd  been  doing  that  was 
naughty,  but  couldn't  re- 
member anything  very 
particular.  Brian  took 
me  to  mother's  room, 
where  she  was  dressing 
for  dinner.  It  was  only 
eight  o'clock,  and  dinner 
isn't  till  a  quarter  to  nine 
for  the  grown  -  ups,  but 
she  was  almost  ready. 

She  did   look    nice  in 
a  shiny  white  dress,  with 
lots  of   diamonds    spark- 
ling all  over   her   as    far 
down   as   her  waist,  and  a   kind  of  crown 
in  her  hair.     But  she  didn't   have  a  pretty 
colour   in   her   cheeks  as  she  usually  does. 
She  was  pale,  and  seemed  scared. 

In  the  room  were  Witting  and  Thompson, 
both  looking  very  queer. 

"  Eric,"  mother  began,  "  I  hear  you  and 
Kitty  went  in  the  dog-cart  that  was  sent  to 
meet  your  new  governess.  Miss  Kennedy  ?  " 

I  said  "yes,"  expecting  to  be  scolded  ;  but 
she  didn't  scold,  or  even  seem  to  care. 

"  Miss  Kennedy  had  a  kit-bag,  hadn't 
she  ?  "  mother  went  on.  "  Did  she  say  any- 
thing about  it?" 

"  She  said  she  must  have  it  to-night,  but 
didn't  mind  about  the  rest  of  her  things,"  I 
answered. 


"A— ah!"  exclaimed  mother;  and  she 
and  Witting  gave  each  other  a  long,  odd 
look. 

"What  do  you  think  of  her?"  mother 
asked. 

"  Oh,  we  both  think  she's  a  regular 
ripper,"  said  I.  "She's  beautiful,  and  she 
tells  splendid  stories." 

"  The   minx,  trying   to  curry  favour  with 


MISS    KENNEDY    HAD  A    KIT-BAG,    MAUN't   SHE?'    MOTHEK    WENT  ON." 

those  poor  innocents  and  get  them  on  her 
side,"  whispered  Witting,  in  a  hissing  kind 
of  voice  ;  but  I  heard  every  word  and  won- 
dered what  she  meant. 

"  What  a  mercy  she  forgot  to  lock  the 
bag  !  "  mother  murmured  ;  but  I  heard  that 
too.  And  she  asked  me  :  "  Has  Miss 
Kennedy  said  anything  about  her  bag  to  you 
or  Kitty  since  you  arrived  at  the  house  ?  " 

I  thought  a  minute,  and  then  I  told  how 
she  hadn't  seenffed  pleased  when  Kitty  had 
said  Thompson  had  gone  to  unpack  her 
bag.  "  But  afterwards  she  went  to  her 
room  and  found  it  hadn't  even  been  brought 
up,"  I  remembered  to  say,  "  so  it  was  all 
right." 

"  All  right,  indeed  1 "  Witting  repeated,  in 
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a  hollow  voice,  that  sounded  as  if  it  came  up 
from  a  cellar.  "  What  are  you  going  to  do 
now^  my  lady  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  mother.  "  It's 
such  a  responsibility.  But,  of  course,  she 
must  be  got  rid  of  at  once.  Only  to  think 
of  her  being  so  young  !  " 

"  I  dare  say  she's  not  so  young  as  she  con- 
trives to  look,  my  lady,"  said  \Vitting.  "  No 
doubt  it's  all  paint  and  powder  and  yellow 
hair  dye,  such  as  anybody  might  use  to  make 
themselves  as  good-looking  as  she  is,  if  they 
hadn't  their  self-respect  to  think  of.  A 
regular  hussy,  that's  what  I  said  to  myself, 
my  lady,  the  first  instant  I  clapped  eyes  on 
her,  coming  into  the  house  with  those  poor, 
blessed  babes.  Nor  I  wasn't  surprised  either, 
for  it  went  right  in  with  my  presentiment,  as 
I  was  saying  to  your  ladyship,  when  Thompson 
was  fainting  away  in  my  room  in  consequence 
of  what  she  had  seen  in  the  bag." 

They'd  forgotten  me  by  this  time,  but  I 
was  taking  in  every  word,  and,  though  I 
couldn't  understand  half  what  they  meant, 
I  felt  my  eyes  getting  bigger  and  bigger  and 
my  ears  hotter  and  hotter.  Whatever  it  was, 
they  seemed  to  be  saying  bad  things  about 
my  beautiful  governess,  and  I  just  felt  I 
couldn't  stand  it. 

"  She  isn't  a  hussy  and  she  doesn't  paint, 
and  you're  an  old  pig.  Witting ! "  I  almost 
cried. 

"  Eric,  I'm  ashamed  of  you  ! "  exclaimed 
mother.  "  Be  silent,  unless  you  are  ques- 
tioned ;  and  go  and  sit  over  there  in  that 
comer  till  1  give  you  permission  to  come 
out," 

**  I  want  to  go  back  to  Miss  Kennedy,"  I 
said,  for  I  didn't  care  now  whether  I  was 
punished  or  not. 

"  You  will  not  go  back  to  Miss  Kennedy, 
nor  will  she  be  long  in  the  house,"  said 
mother.  "  Brian,  take  Master  Eric  and  put 
him  in  that  high  chair  by  the  window.  Now, 
in  half  an  hour  I  must  go  down  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  something  must  be  settled 
first,  for  that  creature  can't  possibly  be 
allowed  to  spend  the  night  in  this  house. 
Even  without  her  bag,  there  is  no  telling 
what  she  might  not  do." 

"  Wouldn't  you  let  me  fetch  Sir  James,  my 
lady  ?  "  asked  Witting. 

"  It  would  be  best,  but  I'm  so  afraid  he 
would  insist  on  sending  for  the  police,  and  it 
would  be  too  hateful  to  have  a  scandal." 

"I'm  sure  Sir  James  will  quite  see  that, 
my  lady,  if  you'll  allow  me  to  suggest." 

"Very  well.     You  may  call  him." 

So    Witting    bounced    out,   looking   very 


important,  and  mother  sent  Brian  away,  but 
kept  Thompson.  In  a  minute  dad  came  in, 
with  his  white  tie  untied,  and  his  nice  white 
waistcoat  only  half  buttoned. 

"  What's  the  row  about  the  new 
governess  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  James,"  said  mother,  "  she's  a  burglar — 
a  professional  burglar." 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear  girl !  "  said  dad. 

"  It's  not  nonsense.  It's  the  solemn  truth, 
as  I  will  prove  to  you.  Oh,  James,  my  heart 
stands  still  to  think  of  the  wonderful  escape 
we  have  had,  by  discovering  her  dreadful 
wickedness  in  time.  What  a  clever  fiend  ! 
She  must  have  found  out  that  we  were  going 
to  have  a  house-party,  with  half-a-dozen 
women  famous  for  their  pearls,  to  say  nothing 
of  Lady  Mather's  Indian  ruby  and  Mrs.  Cass- 
Underwood's  emeralds,  which  she's  sure  to 
have  brought.  If  the  awful  creature  hadn't 
forgotten  to  lock  her  bag,  and  Thompson 
hadn't  started  to  unpack  it,  we  would  have 
all  been  robbed  and  perhaps  murdered  in 
our  beds." 

"What  was  in  her  bag?"  asked  dad. 
And  I  was  dying  to  know,  too ;  but  they'd 
forgotten  about  me  again,  and  I  thought  the 
best  thing  I  could  do  was  to  keep  still  and 
not  remind  them  that  there  was  a  me. 

"  Thompson  shall  show  you  what  is  in  the 
bag,"  said  mother.  "  Poor  Thompson  is 
quite  a  heroine.  When  she  had  opened  it 
she  nearly  fainted  at  the  horrid  sight,  but  she 
kept  presence  of  mind  enough  to  take  up 
the  bag,  stagger  with  it  as  far  as  Witting's 
room,  and  not  faint  until  she  was  there." 

"Very  wise  of  her,"  said  dad.  "But 
Where's  the  bag  ?  " 

"Here  !  "  exclaimed  mother,  in  a  tone  like 
the  lady  in  the  pantomime  I  went  to  at 
Christmas.  With  that  she  swept  a  white 
velvet  dressing-gown  of  hers  out  of  the  way, 
and  showed  a  brown  kit-bag  that  it  had  been 
hiding  as  it  hung  over  a  chair.  It  was  the 
kit  bag  we  had  brought  up  from  the  station 
in  the  dog-cart. 

Dad  bent  over  and  looked  in,  for  the  bag 
was  open,  and  then  he  exclaimed,  "  By  Jove  ! 
A  regular  cracksman's  outfit !  " 

"  What  did  I  tell  you  ? "  asked  mother. 
"  And  a  disguise,  too.  A  wig,  and  mask,  and 
a  long  grey  gown — probably  to  make  her 
look  like  a  ghost,  and  frighten  people,  if  she 
w^ere  seen." 

"  Surely  there  must  be  some  mistake,"  said 
dad.  "  Mrs.  Murray- Romaine  recommended 
the  girl,  didn't  she  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  but  she  knew  nothing  about  her, 
really.     It  was  only  that  she  was  a  cousin  of 
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me  a  chance  to  run  tor  it  and 
warn  Miss  Kennedy.  1  didn't 
care  what  any  of  them  said, 
I  knew  she  wasn't  bad,  but 
good,  and  I  wasn't  going  to 
let  her  be  arrested  and  put  in 
prison  if  I  could  help  it 

My  chair,  where  Td   been 

told  to  sit  still,  was  close  to 

the   window — a  big  window, 

with    long,    thick,    blue   satin 

curtains     that     were     drawn 

across  it.     But  I  was  sure  the 

window  would  be  open, 

for  it  was  always  kept  so, 

because    mother^  thinks 

there's  nothing  like  fresh 

air,  whatever  the  weather 

is. 

All  the  backs  were 
turned  to  me,  and,  though 
I  couldn't  have  run  across 
the  room  without  being 
seen  and  caught,  I  could 
easily  slip  softly  down 
from  the  chair  and  be- 
hind the  curtain.  I  did 
it,  and  in  another  instant 
I  was  over  the  window- 
sill  and  letting  myself 
down  by  the  ivy,  which 
was  so  old  it  was  just 
like  a  great  network  of 


a  poor  clergyman — apparently  a  very  worthy 
man,  but  he  might  have  evil  relatives  ;  or 
this  creature  may  have  in  some  way  got  rid  of 
the  real  applicant  and  be  masquerading  in 
her  place,  for  the  purpose  of  making  a  great 
haul  of  jewels  here  at  the  Towers.  Oh,  I 
tremble  to  think  of  it.  Of  course,  she  has 
accomplices.  No  doubt  they  are  hiding 
somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  now,  wait- 
ing for  her  to  open  the  house  and  let  them 
in." 

**  Sounds  a  bit  melodramatic,"  said  dad  ; 
"  but,  anyhow,  we'd  better  have  her  here  and 
talk  to  her." 

"  You  talk  to  her.  I  am  too  nervous," 
said  mother  "But  promise  me  you  won't 
send  for  the  police.  Couldn't  we  have  her 
put  out  of  the  house  and  arrested  afterwards, 
when  it  needn't  be  associated  with  us  in  any 
way  ?  " 

**  We'll  see  about  that,"  said  dad,  pulling 
his  moustache.     "  It's  a  queer  business." 

Everyone  in  the  room  was  either  looking 
into  the  bag,  or  else  looking  at  the  people 
who  were  looking  into  the  bag.     That  gave 


ropes. 

Mother's  room  is  on  the  first  floor,  so  it 
was  nothing  of  a  climb,  even  for  a  little  boy 
like  me,  and  in  two  or  three  minutes  I  was 
running  across  the  lawn  to  the  big  bow 
window  in  the  library.  It  wasn't  closed 
yet,  so  I  got  in  all  right  and  darted  upstairs 
to  our  wing,  hoping  to  be  in  time  to  save 
Miss  Kennedy.  But  when  I  softly  opened 
the  door  of  the  schoolroom  there  was  dad, 
looking  about  seven  feet  tall,  talking  to  our 
new  governess. 

He  was  just  saying,  "But  there  are  the 
contents  of  your  bag !  How  do  you  explain 
them  ?  " 

"I  can't  explain  them,"  answered  Miss 
Kennedy,  with  the  pink  gone  out  of  her 
cheeks.  "  All  I  can  say  is  that  I  hadn't  any 
such  things  in  my  bag.  If  they  are  there 
some  cruel  person  must  have  put  them  in  for 
a  practical  joke — a  horrible  practical  joke." 

"  I'm  afraid  that  is  rather  a  lame  explana- 
tion," said  dad.  "  Unless  you  can  prove 
your  innocence " 

But  I  didn't  wait  to  hear  any  more.  I 
knew  he  was  going  to  say  he  would  have  her 
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arrested,  and  perhaps  she  would  be  in  prison 
for  the  rest  of  her  life.  Suddenly  I  thought 
of  a  thing  I  might  try  to  do  for  her,  although 
it.  all  depended  on  another  person,  and  the 
trouble  was,  I  didn't  even  know  his  name. 
But,  anyhow,  I  slid  down  the  balusters  to* 
get  downstairs  in  a  hurry,  and  asked  Peter, 
the  nicest  footman,  if  he  knew  which  was  the 
room  of  a  tall  gentleman  with  a  brown  face 
and  no  moustache  or  beard  and  a  nice  smile. 
Peter  said  there  were  three  or  four  gentlemen 
cut  on  that  pattern  now  in  the  house ;  but 
when  I  told  him  the  one  I  meant  had  a  scar 
across  his  forehead  as  if  he  might  luive  fought 
in  a  war  he  knew  who  it  was — a  Mr.  Nevill, 
said  he — and  sent  me  to  the  right  room. 
I  knocked  at  the  door,  and  bolted  in  the 
minute  someone  answered.  It  was  the  man 
I  wanted,  and  he  was  all  dressed  for  dinner, 
looking  awfully  nice,  and  writing  something 
by  the  electric  lajnp  on  the  table. 

"  Halloa  ! "  said  he.     "  Come  in.     Glad  to 
see  you.     WeVe  met  before,  haven't  we  ?  " 
j  "  Yes,  sir,"  said  I.     "  That's  why  I  came. 

Miss  Kennedy — that's  our  new  governess  we 
were  meeting  at  the  station  when  we  saw  you 
— told  us  you  were  good  to  her  in  the  train, 
so  I  thought  maybe  you'd  be  good  again 
now  that  she's  in  trouble." 
L  "  In  trouble  ? "  he  repeated  after  me,  his 

I  nice  smile  gone  in  an  instant  and  his  eyes 
very  solemn,  looking  hard  at  me.  "I  am 
sorry  indeed  to  hear  that,  but  you  must  tell 
me  as  quickly  as  you  can  what  I  can  do,  and 
you  may  be  sure  that  I  will  do  it." 

"She  doesn't  know  I've  come,"  I  ex- 
plained. "  I  thought  of  it  myself.  But  you 
see  she's  all  alone,  without  any  friends  except 
Kitty  and  me,  and  it  isn't  as  if  we  were 
grown  up.  Mother  and  dad  think  she's  a 
wicked  girl,  and  they're  gding  to  send  her 
away  at  once  ;  but  I  know  she  isn't  wicked, 
but  very  good,  or  she  couldn't  be  so  pretty 
and  sweet,  or  tell  such  nice  stories.  They 
say  she's  a  burglar,  and  that  she's  here  to  rob 
everybody  of  their  jewellery ;  and  that  she 
wants  to  let  more  burglars,  friends  of  hers, 
into  the  house  to  help  her  steal." 

"  Good  heavens  I  how  did  they  get  such 
an  idea  into  their  heads?  It's  pre- 
posterous." 

"  It's  because  of  what's  in  her  bag — all 
sorts  of  queer  things  such  as  burglars  use. 
And  she  says  it  must  be  a  practical  joke ; 
she's  talking  to  dad  about  it  now,  as  pale  as 
a  ghost,  but  he  won't  believe  her  ;  so,  before 
he  could  send  her  away  to  prison,  I  came  to 
ask  if  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  pretend 
the  bag  was  yours.     Maybe  I  oughtn't  to  ask 


you,  for  it  would  be  a  fib,  of  course ;  but 
poor  Miss  Kermedy " 

VV^hile  I  was  talking  he  jumped  up  and 
went  across  the  room  to  a  bag  that  was 
standing  on  the  floor — a  big  brown  kit-bag, 
just  like  Miss  Kennedy's  and  everybody 
else's. 

"  By  Jove  !  "  he  exclaimed,  twice  over,  in 
a  queer  voice,  without  answering  me  or 
seeming  to  pay  any  attention.  "Why,  it's 
locked ! "  he  went  on. '   "  I   know  I  didn't 

lock  mine.     What  if "     Then  he  turned 

to  me,  almost  fiercely.  "  Where  is  Sir  James 
Bumside  talking  to  Miss  Kennedy?"  he 
asked. 

"  In  our  schoolroom,"  I  said. 

"  Can  you  take  me  there  at  once  ?  " 

Of  course,  I  said  I  could,  and  I  was  ver>' 
glad,  for  now  I  knew  he  was  going  to  help 
Miss  Kennedy.  He  picked  up  the  brown 
bag  from  the  floor,  and  when  we  met  Peter  in 
the  corridor  and  he  asked  if  he  shouldn't 
take  the  bag,  Mr.  Nevill  said  no,  thank  you, 
he  would  prefer  to  carry  it  himself. 

I  showed  him  the  way  to  the  schoolroom 
and  went  right  in,  Mr.  Nevill  following.  We 
were  in  time,  because  dad  was  still  there,  and 
Miss  Kennedy  was  crying. 

"  Sir  James,"  said  the  nice  brown  man, 
when  dad  looked  round  surprised  and  cross 
at  seeing  me,  "this  splendid  little  chap  of 
yours  has  shown  presence  of  mind  worthy 
of  one  three  times  his  age.  He  has  done 
exactly  the  right  thing  at  the  right  moment, 
and  by  bringing  me  here  to  you  now  he  has 
prevented  a  great  wrong  from  being  com- 
mitted— a  wrong  not  so  easily  righted  after- 
wards." 

"  My  dear  Nevill,  I  can't  imagine  what 
you're  driving  at,"  said  dad. 

"  I'm  going  to  tell  you.  My  young  friend 
here  says  that  this  lady  has  been  suspected 
by  you  and  Lady  Bumside  on  account  of 
some  strange  things  found  in  her  travelling- 
bag.  Well,  that  is  my  bag,  and  those  are 
my  things." 

"  A  burglar's  outfit !  "  exclaimed  dad. 

"Just  so.  For  the  entertainment  you 
kindly  asked  me  to  give  to-morrow  night. 
You  wrote,  *  Please  give  us  your  latest ' ;  and 
*  Burglar  Ben '  is  my  latest." 

I  could  have  hugged  him  for  being  so  good 
to  Miss  Kennedy  and  me  as  to  take  it  all  on 
himself,  just  as  I'd  wanted  him  to ;  but  when 
he  plumped  the  other  bag  from  his  room 
down  on  the  floor  under  dad's  nose,  and 
said,  "This  must  be  Miss  Kennedy's  pro- 
perty. They're  just  alike,  but  they  must 
have  got  mixed  up  in  a  slight  accident  we 
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had  in  the  train,  when  both  fell.  This  is  locked. 
If  it's  Miss  Kennedy's,  she'll  no  doubt  have 
the  key,"  I  began  to  wonder  if  it  was  true 
and  not  a  make-up  story  to  save  her,  after  all. 

**  I  have  the  key  in  my  pocket,  but  I 
wasn't  certain  whether  I'd  locked  the  bag  or 
not,"  said  Miss  Kennedy.  "  I'm  sure  this  is 
mine.  If  it  is,  there  ought  to  be  a  blue 
cashmere  dressing  gown  on  top,  and  a  little 
white  silk  work-bag." 

With  that  she  stooped  down  to  unlock  the 
bag,  and  there  were  the  blue  gown  and  the 
white  silk  bag,  sure  enough.  I  just  clapped 
my  hands,  I  was  so  glad. 

"  I  can  only  beg  you  to  forgive  us,"  said 
dad.     "  But  what  were  we  to  think  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  don't  blame  you,"  said  Miss 
Kennedy,  in  a  shaky  voice.  "  But  it  has 
been  a  dreadful  adventure.  If  it  hadn't 
been  for — for  Mr.  Nevill " 

"  For  Eric,  you  mean,"  said  Mr.  Nevill, 
with  his  hand  on  my  shoulder.  "If  he 
hadn't  come  to  see  me  when  he  did,  I 
wouldn't  have  opened  this  bag  till  it  was 
time  to  give  my  entertainment  to-morrow 
night,  and " 


"I  should  have  been  sent  out  01 
the  house  in  disgrace,"  finished  Miss 
Kennedy.  "Oh,  don't  think  I've 
forgotten  to  be  grateful  to  Eric." 
And  she  kissed  me. 

I  never  liked  being  kissed  before, 
but  I  liked  that,  and  I  felt  so  happy 
and  queer,  all  at  one  time,  that  I 
didn't  know  whether  I  wanted  to 
laugh  or  to  cry. 

"Was    it    really    ^nd     truly    and 

honour    bright    your   bag   with    the 

burglary  things  they jfownd  in  it.?" 

Tasked,  in  a  hurry,  so  they  wouldn't 

.  notjce^how  red  I  got. 

"Really  and  truly," 3aid  Mr.  Nevill 
"You  see,  I  write  plays,  short  ones 
and  long  ones,  anything  that  comes 
into  my  head,  and  they  are  played 
at  theatres;  but  just  to  please  my 
friends  sometimes  (and  your  dad  is 
my  friend),  if  there's  a  bit  of  one 
with  only  a  character  or  two,  I  act  in 
them  myself,  at  the  friend's  house. 
This  time  it  was  to  be  a  little  play 
with  a  burglar  in  it,  and  there  was 
a  whole  bagful  of  the  burglar's  things, 
to  make  it  seem  real.  Now  do  you 
understand  ?  " 

I  nodded  ;   for  I  did  understand — 
RRT         almost. 

"  But  if  it  hadn't  been  for  you,  my 
foolish  mistake  this  afternoon  in 
mixing  up  the  twin  brown  kit-bags  might 
have  made  Miss  Kennedy's  *  adventure,'  as 
she  calls  it,  a  great  deal  more  serious  and 
unpleasant  than  it  was.  Eric,  you're  a  man 
and  a  brother,  and  I'd  like  to  shake  hands 
with  you." 

I  was  proud.  It  was  almost  as  good  as 
being  kissed  by  Hery  though,  of  course,  not 
quite. 

Dad  went  to  fetch  mother,  so  that  she 
could  apologize  to  Miss  Kennedy  too,  and 
while  he  was  gone  Mr.  Nevill  and  Miss 
Kennedy  talked  a  lot  to  each  other,  very  fast, 
each  one  patting  my  hair,  so  their  hands 
must  have  almost  touched  sometimes.  But 
they  looked  as  if  they  liked  each  other 
a  good  deal,  so  perhaps  they  wouldn't 
mind. 

Mr.  Nevill  gave  me  a  splendid  tip,  and 
every  afternoon  after  that  he  came  and  had 
tea  with  Miss  Kennedy  and  Kitty  and  me  in 
the  schoolroom.  He  took  walks  with  us  in 
the  park,  too,  and  I  was  awfully  sorry  when 
he  said  at  last  that  he  was  going  away. 

"  Won't  you  ever  come  back  ? "  I 
asked. 
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"with  that  she  stooped  down  to  unlock  the  hag." 


"  Yes,"  said  he,  "  I  shall  come  again — to 
fetch  Miss  Kennedy's  brown  bag." 

"  Why,  has  she  given  it  to  you — to  go  with 
yours  ?  "I  asked. 

**  Not 'yet;  but  she's  promised  to.  And 
she's  promised  to  give  herself  to  me  with  it." 

"  That's  because  you  were  so  good  to  her," 
said  I. 

"It's  to  give  me  a  chance  to  be  good  to 
her  all  the  rest  of  my  life,"  said  he,  "  and  I 
mean  to  make  the  most  of  it.  Look  here, 
Eric ;  I  think  you  ought  to  be  best  man  at 
the  wedding.     I  shall  owe  the  bride  to  you." 

"  But  I  want  her  for  my  governess,"  I  said. 
"  I  sha'n't  have  Miss  Pindar's  cousin." 

"  I'll  see  if  I  can't  get  your  dad  to  give  you 


a  tutor,"  said  Mr.  Nevill.  "  How  would  you 
like  that?" 

"  Not  so  well  as  having  Miss  Kennedy,"  I 
grumbled.     "  I  love  her." 

*'Sodo  I,"  said  Mr.  Nevill. 

"And  I  love  you  both,"  said  Miss 
Kennedy. 

Of  course,  it  was  he  who  got  her,  because 
he  is  a  big  man  and  I'm  a  little  boy,  which  I 
don't  call  fair,  anyhow.  Still,  I'm  not  sorry 
I  called  him  in  to  help.  I'd  do  it  over  again 
if  I  had  to ;  and  the  lady  who's  putting  my 
spelling  and  the  other  things  right  says  it's 
better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to 
have  loved  at  all  But  I  won'^  have  Miss 
Pindar's  cousin. 


Vol.    ! 
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THE   OLYMPIC   CHAMPIONS. 

A  Comparison  Bet\A/een  British  and  Foreign  Performances. 


N  this  article  is  given  a  brief 
biographical  sketch  of  the 
most  prominent  athletes  who 
are  likely  to  travel  to  England 
to  compete  in  the  Olympian 
Games.  At  the  present  time 
it  is  of  the  very  greatest  interest  to  every 
class  of  reader  to  know  what  men  are  coming 
across  to  meet  our  own  athletic  champions, 
and,  therefore,  the  following  particulars, 
which  we  believe  to  be  made  accessible  for 
the  first  time  in  this  country,  are  of  unique 
interest  and  value. 

In  writing  of  representatives  of  foreign 
countries  we  have,  in  the  first  place,  given 
portraits  and  records  of  the  best  men  avail- 
able, and  these  we  have  followed,  whenever 
possible,  by  a  comparison  between  the  per- 
formances of  the  foreigners  and  those  of  our 
own  men,  so  that  the  reader  will  be  able 
to  see  at  a  glance  what  chance  we  have  of 
winning  the  event. 


AMERICA. 


As  regards  the  men  who  will  represent 
America  in  the  forthcoming  Olympic  Games, 
it  would  be  quite  easy  to  mention  the 
names  of  several  who-  are  likely  to  put 
the  Stars  and  Stripes  in  first  place  at  Shep- 
herd's Bush  next  July  ;  but  of  all  the  men 
most  likely  to  earn  winning  brackets,  the 
names  of  J.  B.  Tay'.or,  Ralph  Rose,  Melvin 
W.  Sheppard,  and  Nathaniel  J.  Cartmell  at 
once  suggest  themselves. 

J.  B.  TAYLOR. 
Sprinter. 

J.  B.  Taylor,  who  attended  the  Central 
High  and  Brown  Preparatory  Schools,  Phila- 
delphia, before  entering  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania  in  1903,  is  not  only  the  fastest 
man  in  America  at  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  but 
is  the  only  known  case  of  a  negro  who  has 
the  leg  muscles  of  a  white  man  and  the 
sprinter's  instep.  In  his  freshman  year  at 
the  University  he  broke  the  Intercollegiate 
record  for  the  quarter,  previously  held  by 
M.  VV.  Long,  of  Columbia  University. 
Taylor's  time  was  49  1-5 sec,  one-fifth  of  a 
second  better  than  that  of  Ix>ng,  who,  by  the 
way,  won  the  400  metres  (just  over  437yds. 
English  measurement)  at  the  Olympic  Games 
held  in  Paris  in  1900  in  49  4-5sec. 


For  a  sprinter,  Taylor  has  not  enjoyed 
very  robust  health,  but  under  the  watchful 
eye  of  Mike  Murphy,  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania  trainer,  he  produced  his  very 
best  form  last  year. 

At  the  Intercollegiate  Championships,  held 
at  Harvard  on  May  31st  and  June  ist,  he 
covered  the  quarter  in  48  4-5sec.,  creating 
an  Intercollegiate  record  which  should  stand 
for  many  a  long  day,  and  only  likely  to  be 
beaten  by  himself.  At  the  American  Amateur 
Championships  at  the  Jamestown  £xp>osition 
he  won  the  quarter  in  51  sec,  but  would 
probably  have  made  much  faster  time  had  he 
been  pushed.  Whoever  beats  Taylor  at  the 
forthcoming  Olympic  Games  is  likely  to  do 
the  quarter  in  record  time.  The  University 
of  Pennsylvania  flyer  is  twenty-four  years  of 
age,  is  nearly  6ft.  in  heighi,  und  weighs 
list.  I  lib.  He  is  very  unassuming,  and 
therefore  popular  at  the  University. 

(Taylor's  fastest  quarter  is  48  4  5sec.,  a 
time  which  was  equalled  by  our  representa- 
tive, W.  Hals  well,  in  1906.  The  1907 
A.  A.  A.  champion,  however,  took  52  3-5sec. 
to  complete  the  distance  ;  thus,  on  this 
time,  we  should  be  some  3  4-5sec.  to 
the  bad. 

The  British  amateur  record  stands  at 
48)4sec.,  made  by  H.  C.  L.  Tindall  in 
1889  and  tied  by  E.  C.  Bredin  in  1895.) 

Melvin  w.  sheppard. 

Runner. 
Melvin  W.  Sheppard,  who  was  bom  at 
Almonesson,  N.J.,  on  September  5th,  1883, 
is  undoubtedly  the  best  runner  between  half 
a  mile  and  two  miles  that  America  has  ever 
produced.  Although  he  ran  prior  to  1904, 
it  was  in  that  year  that  he  appeared  in  the 
athletic  firmament  as  a  star  of  the  first  magni- 
tude. At  the  Interscholastic  meeting  held  in 
New  York  he  captured  the  half-mile  and 
mile  races  for  the  Brown  Preparatory  School 
with  ease,  his  times  being  2m in.  3  4-5sec. 
and  4min.  34  i-5sec.  respectively,  both 
records  for  indoor  meets.  In  the  same  year 
he  accounted  for  the  half-mile  and  mile  in 
the  Olympic  Interscholastic  Championships 
at  St.  Louis.  In  the  following  year  he  broke 
both  the  mile  and  two  miles  record,  the  first 
at  Cornell  in  March,  when  his  time  was  4min. 
28  2-5sec.,  and  the  second  at  the  carnival 
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held  by  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  his 
time  being  9min.  57  2-5sec.  In  1906 
Sheppard  joined  the  Irish-American  Athletic 
Club,  and  won  the  i, 000yds.  and  mile  indoor 
National  Championships  in  their  colours.  He 
next  won  the  mile  in  the  Metropolitan, 
National,  and  Canadian  meetings.  He  is 
^he  holder  of  the  i,oooyds.  indoor  record  of 
2min.  i74-5sec. 
made  at  Madi- 
son Square 
Gardens  on 
November  9th, 
1906. 

In  1907  he 
ran  better  than 
ever,  covering 
the  half-mile  in 
imin.562-5sec. 
at  the  Metro- 
politan Cham- 
pi  o  n  s  h  i  p  s , 
imin.582-5sec. 
in  the  National 
Champion- 
ships, and 
imin.58i-5sec. 
in  the  Cana- 
dian Cham- 
pionships. 

Unlike  the 
majority  of 
American  s, 
Sheppard  does 
not  pay  any 
particular  at- 
tention to  train- 
ing, but  keeps 
himself  in  con- 
dition by  run- 
ning practically 
all  the  year 
round.  He  is 
5ft.  8>^in.  in 
height,  jind 
weighs  lost, 
lolb. 

(On  our  best 
performance  of 

1906,  by  A.  Astley,  we  should  be  i  2-5sec. 
slower  than  the  American,  and  in  1907  Mr. 
Fairbaim-Crawford  could  do  no  better  than 
imin.  59  3-5sec.,  as  compared  with  Sheppard's 
imin.  56  2-5sec. 

In  the  mile  race,  however,  the  comparison 
is  in  favour  of  England.  G.  Butterfield  has 
held  the  A.  A.  A.  Championship  for  three 
years  running,  and  on  his  1907  time  of 
4min.  22  2-5sec.  we  make  a  better  show  than 


the  American,  whose  time  is  4min.  28  2-5sec., 
by  6sec.  Butterfield  has  done  the  distance 
in  4min.  18  2-5sec. 

British  amateur  record  for  half-mile,  made 
by  F.  J.  K.  Cross  in  1888,  is  imin.  54  3-5sec. 
British  amateur  record  for  mile,  made  by 
J.  Binks  in  1902,  is  4min.  16  4-5sec.) 

NATHANIEL  J.  CARTMELL. 

Sprinter. 
As    Nathaniel   J.    Cartmell   is    only    just 
twenty-four  years  of  age  it  is  probablethat 
his  best  form  is  yet  to  be  produced.     Never- 
'theiess  he  has  already  done  enough 
to  stamp  him  as  America's  fastest 
sprinter  at  the 
present  day. 
As  long  ago  as 
1903  he  broke 
three    Inter- 
scholastic     re- 
cords by  nego- 
tiating    the 
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1  o  o  y  d  s .  in 
10  i-5sec.,   the 

2  2oyds.  in  22 
i-5sec.,  and  the 
quarter  in  54sec. 
Although  he  ran 
second  to  Schick 
of  Harvard  in  the 
Intercollegiate 
Championships  in 
1904,  he  made 
amends  by  win- 
ning the  22oyds. 
in  the  dual  meet 
between  the  Uni- 

— I  versity  of  Pennsylvania  and  Colum- 

_'  bia,  and    the    looyds.  suid    220yds. 

between  the  University  of  Pennsyl- 
vania and  Cornell.  In  1905  he  did  not 
compete,  but  in  1906  he  won  the  looyds. 
and  220yds.  in  the  Intercollegiate  Champion- 
ships, and  repeated  the  performance  last  year, 
when  he  did  the  looyds.  in  evens  and  the 
2  2oyds.  in  21  4-5sec.  At  the  Intercollegiate 
Championships  held  at  the  Jamestown  Expo- 
sition he  did  even  better  time,  covering  the 
looyds.  in  9  4-5sec.,  the  220yds.  in  21  3-5sec., 
and  the  quarter  in  S'sec.  It  will  he  remem- 
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bered  that  Cartmell,  although  beaten,  ran  a 
very  close  race  with  J.  \V.  Morton  for  the 
looyds.  Championship  of  England  last 
year.  Cartmell  is  the  captain  of  the  all- 
conquering  University  of  Pennsylvania  track 
team,  which  won  six 
firsts  out  of  thirteen 
events  in  the  Intercol- 
legiate Championships 
at  Harvard  on  May  31st 
and  June  ist,  1907. 
The  Pennsylvania  track 
captain  is  nearly  6ft.  in 
height  and  weighs   last. 

(On    September     17th, 
1904,    J.   VV.   Morton  ran 
the    distance  of    1 00yds, 
in     9    4  -  5sec.,    a     time 
which  equals  the 
-American's   re- 
cord.     In  1905, 
however,  Morton 
took   10  i-5sec.  ; 
in    1906,    10  2-5 
sec; and  in  1907, 
10  4- 5 sec.     This 
was  the  occasion 
on    which    Mr. 
Cartmell      was 
beaten  by  our  re- 
presentative. 

The  British 
record  for  the 
looyds.  is  q  4-5  % 
sec,  made  by 
A.  F.  Duffey  in 
1901.) 


CANADA. 


RonERT  Kerr. 


ROBERT  KERR. 
Sprinter. 
Canada's  hope 
in  the  Olympic 
sprints  will  be 
Robert    Kerr,  of 

Hamilton,      On-  

tario.       Born   in 

Enniskillen,  Ireland,  he  went  to  Canada 
as  a  baby.  He  is  now  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  and  has  been  for  three  years  Canadian 
champion  at  1 00yds.  and  220yds.  He  com- 
menced running  in  1902.  The  first  year  out, 
the  best  he  could  do  was  10  3-5sec,  but  he 
improved  steadily  until  he  is  now  the  unchal- 
lenged Canuck  champion  and  a  consistent 
losec.  man.  He  was  timed  twice  last  season 
in  9  4-5sec.     Kerr  is  a  trifle  slow  at  getting 


CANADA. 


away,  but  he  is  a  very  strong  finisher.  He 
himself  likes  the  220yds.  dash,  and  says  that 
it  is  his  best  distance.  His  best  220yds.  time 
is  21  2-5sec.  Personally,  Kerr  is  one  of  the 
finest  athletes  in  Canada.  He  stands  5ft.  9in. 
in  height,  and  weighs,  in 
condition,  1421b.  He  has 
won  over  200  prizes  in  his 
career.  Kerr's  style  is 
guod,  and  his  countrymen 
believe  that  with  good 
cis:i€hing  he  will  be  able 
to  gather  a  few  laurel 
u'l  caths  for  his  country. 
{Here  again  the  English 
tnrd  is  equalled,  and 
\V.  Morton's  1907  time 
ib  tnuch  slower.  In  the 
2  2oyds.  the  Can- 
adian again  has 
the  advantage,  in- 
asmuch as  J.  P. 
George,  in  the 
1907  A. A. A. 
meeting,  took 
22  4-5.sec.  against 
Kerr's  time  of 
21  2-5  sec. 

The  British 
record  for  the 
22oyds.  is  21 
4-5 sec.  (or  only 
2-5sec.  slower 
than  the  Canadi- 
an's time),  made 
in  1887  by  C.  G. 
Wood.) 


TOM    LONG- 

BOAT, 
Long  -  Distance 

Runner. 

Tom  Longboat, 
of  the  Irish-Can- 
adian Athletic 
Club,  Toronto, 
the  Onondoga 
Indian  who  is 
Canada's  hope, 
feared  man  in  the 
puz/le   to  athletic 


'  Chuck  "    Skbne. 


and  probably  the  most 
Olympic  Marathon,  is  a 
Canada.  A  year  ago  he  was  unknown.  On 
Thanksgiving  Day,  1906,  a  long  gaunt  red- 
skin, clad  in  a  grotesquely-barred  bathing 
suit,  flashed  home  in  front  of  a  field  of  thirty 
of  the  best  distance  runners  on  the  American 
continent,  in  the  Hamilton  Herald^s  Annual 
Around- the-Bay  Road  Race  at  Hamilton, 
Ontario,  and  at  once  leaped  into  the  limelight. 
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Longboat,  whose  Indian  name  is  Cog-wager, 
covered  the  19  miles  i68yds.  course  in  ihr. 
49min.  25ser.  He  was  a  100  to  i  shot  in  the 
betting,  and  the  very  fact  that  an  obscure 
Indian  with  practically  no  training  won  the 
Canadian  road  running  classic  made  the 
country  sit  up  and  take  notice.  His  time  was 
within  32sec.  of  the  course  record.  P'ive  miles 
of  the  course  is  over  a  stretch  of  heavy 
sandy  road.  Then  the  Indian  jumped  into 
the  road  Marathon,  a  lo-mile  road  race  at 
Toronto,  and  won  it  as  he  pleased  over  a 
course  ankle-deep  in  mud.  I^st  spring  he 
was,  after  much  difficulty,  got 
into  condition  for  the  Boston 
Marathon  race,  a  25 -mile 
American  road  fixture.  There 
he  met  115  United  States  and 
Canadian  runners,  and  after 
cooking  them  up  with  a  hot 
clip  in  the  first  15  miles, 
waved  them  a  laughing  fare- 
well, went  on,  and  won  all 
alone,  doing  the  25  miles  in 
2hrs.  24min.  24sec.  He  won 
by  nearly  a  mile,  breaking  the 
record  by  4min.  59  2-5sec. 
This  wonderful  race  made  the 
redskin  famous,  and  all  last 
season  his  career  was  one 
line  of  unbroken  victory.  He 
has  won  every  race  he  ever 
entered,  with  the  exception 
of  one,  with  consummate 
ease.  The  only  time  he  was 
beaten  was  the  first  time  he 
ever  ran  indoors,  and  by 
George  V.  Bonhag,  the  United 
States  3-mile  champion,  who 
beat  the  Indian  at  his  (Bon- 
hag's)  own  favourite  distance. 
The  Indian  was  beaten  by 
a  foot  and  the  record  was 
broken  by  4sec.  I^ongboat  | 
will   be  twenty-one   years  of 

age  in   June.       He    started      

running  at  1351b.,  but  now 
weighs  1551b.  He  is  5ft.  iiin.  in  height,  a 
big,  deep  -  chested  fellow,  with  long,  lean 
legs.  He  runs  flat  -  footed.  He  smokes 
continually,  and  his  training  is  decidedly 
spasmodic.  He  has  all  an  Indian's 
obstinacy,  and  is  a  very  unsatisfactory  man 
to  handle. 

(Here,  as  in  the  case  of  the  French 
representative,  it  is  hard,  if  not  impossible,  to 
make  a  fair  comparison.  But  should  Appleby 
be  picked,  he  should  make  a  good  show 
against  the  Indian.) 


CHARLES   SKENE. 
Walking   Champion. 

Charles  Skene,  better  known  as  "  Chuck " 
Skene,  the  Canadian  walking  champion,  is  a 
tall,  rangy  youth  of  twenty-two  years.  He 
weighs  1621b.  in  condition.  Walking  is  a 
comparatively  new  sport  in  Canada,  but 
such  races  were  quite  a  feature  last  season. 
Skene  commenced  to  walk  three  years  ago, 
and  won  the  first  race  he  entered— a  lo-mile 
jaunt.  He  has  walked  and  won  fifteen  or 
sixteen  races  in  three  years,  and  last  season 
he  won  the  Canadian  Championship  and  went 
through  the  season  without  a 
defeat.  Skene  likes  the  3-mile 
distance  best.  He  covers  this 
in  22min.  losec.  He  won 
the  Canadian  Championship 
at  a  mile,  doing  the  journey 
in  ymin.  i4sec.,  but  he  has 
done  a  mile  in  ymin.  5sec. 
He  is  as  game  as  a  pebble. 

(The  English  times  are 
faster  than  Skene's.  For  in- 
stance, G.  E.  Lamer  has 
walked  a  mile  in  6m in. 
26sec.  (record),  against  ymin. 
5sec.  accomplished  by 
Skene,  and  in  the  1907 
A. A. A.  Championships 
6min.  38  1-5 sec.  was  clocked 
for  the  mile.) 


JosEK  Steinbach. 


AUSTRIA. 


AUSTRIA. 


JOSEF  STEINBACH. 
Weight  -  Lifting  Champion. 
Josef  Steinbach,  who  is 
at  present  the  most  distin- 
guished representative  of 
athletics  in  Austria,  is  twenty- 
nine  years  of  age,  and  entered 
upon  his  sporting  carreer  in 
1898.  His  height  is  5ft. 
gj4m.,  weight  about  i8st., 
and  he  is  well  proportioned. 
His  principal  performances  are  : — 
One-arm  pulling,  left  and  right 
One-arm  pressing  in  end  position  ... 
One-arm  pressing  in  end  position  ... 
Two-arm  pressing  in  divided  weigl.t 
Two-arm  pushing  divided  weight  ... 
Two-arm  pressing  a  target  pole 
With    this    performance   he 


1761b. 
1321b. 
1981b. 
2891b. 
3371b. 
363ilb. 


beat   a    record 
made  by  Turk,  which  had  only  been  3o8^lb. 

Two-arm  pressing  the  pole,  3  times      28641b. 

Two-arm  pressing  the  pole,  end  position     ...  29iUo. 
Two-arm  pressing  the  pole,  end  position     ...  22olb. 

(11  times) 
Two-arm  pushing  the  pole,  3  times      349ll>' 
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By  this  performance  an  older 
world's  record  of  Beck's  was 
beaten,  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
Turk's  record  of  3561b.,  although 
Steinbach  perhaps  acromplished 
a  more  difficult  feat,  remained 
unbroken. 

In  tlie  year  1900  Steinbach 
gained  the  championship  of  the 
Austrian  Athletic  Club  Union,  in 
IQ02  the  Champiunship  of  Austria- 
Hungary^  and  in  1904  the  World  s 
Championship  in  lifting  the  weight. 


FRANCE, 

JARDIN. 

Standing  Jump. 

Although     Jardin     began     his 
sporting   career    l>y   running,    he 
tried   all    forms   of    sport    before 
devoting     himself    to    the    long 
standing  jump.     He  gave  himself 
up  entirely  to  it^   foi lowing   scru- 
pulously   the     ancient    methods. 
His    victories    have 
been    many,    and     he 
classes  them  himself  as 
follows : — 


sporting  experience  like  the  one  which 
is  forthcoming. 

(There  is  no  official  English 
equivalent  for  the  French  standing 
jump.  In  the  1906  Olympian  Games 
the  standing  long  jump  was  won  by 
K,  Ewry,  America,  with  loft.  loin., 
which  ties  with  Jardin^s  best  effort.) 

RAGUENEAU. 

Long-  Dis  tance    Runner. 

When   one    sees    Ragueneau   one 

wonders    that  a  man    of   this    stamp 

should  give  the  proofs  of  endurance 


Cham|.uijn  of  FrancCt  open 
to  all  da.s.siL'5(inier-aCt)dem4r) — 
Pulling  tht;  wifight  1901 

Throwing    ihc  disc   1901  aiifl 

1905 
Standing  high  jump  ...      191:7 
Olyjnpinii     Ganic-s     ai 

ToLircotng ,      ii>:>7 

These  are  his  successive 
figures  :  — 

Long  standing  jump  ,,, 


This  last  result  was  confirmed  in  n>D7 
at  the  ChEim[){unship  in  Paris, 

PhysieiLHy,  Jardin  answers  perfectly  In 
the  idea  one  would  have  of  the  champion 
of  the  long  standing  jump.  He  seems 
to  be  endowed  with  special  physical 
ciualities,  and    he  appears  fit  to  face   a 


lofl.  ojin, 
loft,  bin 
joft.  7m 
I  oft,  loin 


Kagukneau. 


FRANCE. 


Gakuhj:,  CHAWJ'idN  Polk-Jumper. 


that  he  has  done.  This  little 
Lyonnese  (he  was  born  in  Lyons 
in  1881)  is  an  untiring  runner, 
who  retains  all  hia  powers,  not 
by  skilful  training,  but  by  natural 
ficuUies.  His  performances  are 
rLMKirkable.  Ht:  gained  the 
Cross  -  Country  Championships 
in  1 90 1,  1902,  1903,  1904,  1905, 
and  ii;o6.  Four  times  he  made 
tbt:  ruford  in  time^  his  record  of 
igoO  L>eing  5  miles  1,268yds.  to 
\\\xi  half- hour,  and  11  miles 
^Vj8yds.  within  the  hour.  He 
WHS  rilso  the  victor  in  the  inter- 
national **  cross/*  contested  in 
Paris  in  1906  and  1907,  defeat- 
ing Pearce  in  a  hotly -contested 
event  at  Glasgow.  He  has 
gained  the  (ioudrant  prize 
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five     times     and      the     Roosevelt      prize 
once. 

One  of  Ragueneau's  peculiarities  is  that, 
whatever  fatigues  he  may  undergo,  he  is 
always  in  form.  At  a  boxing  match  held  in 
Paris  (Adie  Gaucher  against  Moreau)  he 
remained  the  whole  night  with  J.  Mortane, 
the  secretary  of  the  "Open-Air  Life,"  but 
this  did  not  prevent  him  from  returning  on 
foot  to  his  lodgings  at  daybreak  in  order  to 
get  ready  for  running  a  few  hours  later.  And 
what  is  most  remarkable,  he  won  the  race 


BELGIUM.      I 


LEON  DUPONT. 
High  Jumping  Champion. 
Leon  Dupont,  son  of  the  famous  fencing- 
master  of  that  name  in  Brussels,  is  twenty- 
five  years  of  age  and  is  an  all-round  sports- 
man. He  has  practised  especially  boxing 
and  rowing.  He  is  a  member  of  the  Athletic 
and  Running  Club  of  Brussels.  For  four 
years  he  has  been  training  for  the  high  jump, 


Leon  Dupont. 


against    adver- 
saries    who 

were  in  excel-       '- 

lent  form. 

( F,  Appleby  is  a  runner 
^vho  may  bt;  picked  to 
pLiprt-'St^nt  this  country  in 
iht;  Marathon  race.  He 
i^  the  holder  of  the  13, 
1 4,  and  T5  miles  running 
rucurds,  but  these  are  on 
the  track,  so  between 
Ragutneau^s  road  and 
A  ppl  eb y's  t  rack  t i  m  es  i  t  is 
hardly  pos^iible  to  make 
a  f a  i  r  co  111  jiari  son .  Lo  n  g- 
distani  e  running  is  not 
popular  in  England.) 


BELGIUM. 


with  or  with- 
out start.  With- 
out start  he 
ha.scleared  5ft. 
Jain,  This  was  at  StfK:k- 
holm  in  1907.  At  Paris 
and  Roubaix  he  attainted, 
with  Stan,  5ft.  8 3/^ in.  Quite 
recent lys  when  training,  he 
cleared  5  ft.  10-^4,1^ 

Leon  Dupont  is  a  very 
modest  sportsman^  and  a 
real  amateur,  "I  shall 
never  beat  the  high- jump- 
ing record/*  he  says  ;  "  but  ' 
unt^mui  start  I  nmy  achieve 
good  results,  anrl  very  few 
will  be  able  to  match  me." 
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At  the  time  of  writing  he  is  training  for 
the  Games. 

(Dupont  does  not  compare  well  with  our  per- 
formances. Six  feet  was  attained  in  the  1906 
and  1 907  A.  A.  A.  Championships  by  Con  Leahy. 

British  record,  6ft.  4^ in.,  made  by  P.  J. 
Leahy  in  1898.) 

JEAN  KONINGS. 
Runner. 

Jean  Konings  is  Belgian  champion  for  100 
metres  (just  over  109yds.).  He  started  his 
career  as  a  sprinter  in  1905,  and  was 
noted  at  once  as  a  splendid  light-weight 
racer.  He  won  numerous  events  all  over 
Belgium,  Holland,  Germany,  and  the  North 
of  France.  In  1906  he  started  training 
seriously,  and  had  many  successes.  In  1907 
he  met  one  of  our  English  sprinters  and  beat 
him  twice — in  the  looyds.  and  100  metres. 
Unofficially  Konings  claims  to  have  covered 
the  1 00yds.  in  less  than  losec,  and  hopes 
when  he  comes  to  the  Games  in  I^ondon  to 
duplicate  his  best  time.  He  is  twenty-two 
years  of  age,  and,  as  a  medical  student, 
is  working  to  become  a  military  surgeon. 
His  father  is  an  old-time  athlete,  and 
it  is  under  his  parent  that  the  son  has 
made  rapid  progress. 

(From  figures  it  would  seem  that 
Konings  is  on  a  par  with  J.  W.  Mor- 
ton's later  times,  although  his  time  of 
losec.  is  not  official. 

British  record  for  the  looyds.  is  9 
4-5 sec,  made  by  A.  F.  DufTey  in  1901.) 

F.   FAYAERTS. 
Swimmer. 

F.  Fayaerts  is  captain  of  the  water- 
polo  team  of  Brussels  and  belongs  to 
the  Cercle  du  Bain  Royal  at  Brussels. 
He  first  commenced  swimming  in 
earnest  in  1894,  one  of  his  victories 
being  the  400  metres  (just  over  437yds.) 
at  Antwerp.  In  1900  he  came  to  reside 
in  London  and  joined  one  of  our  fore- 
most swimming  clubs,  where  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Jarvis,  who  gave  him  in- 
valuable lessons.  In  1898  he  was  the  Belgian 
champion  for  500  metres  (about  547ycis.), 
his  time  being  8min.  2  7sec.  In  1907  he 
reduced  this  time  to  7min.  i3sec.  He  has 
covered  one  mile  in  26min.  24sec.,  and  he 
won  the  Emperor's  Cup  at  Frankfort  in  1904. 
He  is  the  long-distance  champion  of  Belgium, 
having  covered  5*000  metres  (about  5,468yds.) 
in  48min.  in  the  River  Meuse,  with  the  current. 

He  intends  to  bring  his  team  of  water- 
•"^loists  to  the  Games  in  London,  and  they 


started  training  in  March.  The  Belgian 
climate,  however,  hampers  training,  as  it  is 
so  very  changeable.  He  spends  his  summers 
at  his  country  residence  on  the  River  Meuse, 
at  Anseremme,  in  the  Ardennes,  and  it  is  here 
that  he  puts  in  such  a  lot  of  training.  He  is  a 
strict  observer  of  the  usual  training  methods. 

(Fayaerts's  time  for  the  mile  is  26min.  24sea, 
a  time  which  was  beaten  in  1907  by  H.  Taylor, 
who  swam  the  distance  in  25min.  4  3-5sec. 

The  English  record  was  made  by  D.  Billing- 
ton  in  1905,  the  time  being  24min.  42  3-5860.) 

GERMANY. 


JOHANNES  RUNGE 
Runner. 

By  profession  Mr.  Runge  is  a  schoolmaster, 
and  is  Germany's  best  runner  for  medium 
distances.  He  was  sent  by  the  Government 
to  the  Olympian  Games  at  St.  Louis  in  1904, 
and  to  Athens  in  1906.  At  the  former  place 
he  won  the  8ooy'ds.  handicap  with  loyds.  start, 
his  time  being  imin.  58 
^-5sec.  In  the  World's 
Championship   over    Soo 


JOHANNES   RUNC;E— MR.    RUNGS   IS   THE  LEADING  PIGUKK  IN 
THIS    PHOTOGRAPH. 


GERMANY. 


metres  (about  874yds.)  Runge,  however,  was 
only  fifth.  In  Athens,  in  1906,  Runge  had  no 
success  at  all.  For  one  thing  the  competition 
was  exceedingly  keen,  and  the  athlete  did  not 
produce  his  best  form.  In  the  800  metres 
World's  Championship  he  gave  up  at  a  little 
over  600  metres  (about  656yds.)  through 
exhaustion.  In  Germany  itself  he  has  not  his 
equal.     He  holds  three  German  records  : — 

400  metres  (4^7yds.  ift.  4in.)  in  51  I-5SCC. 
8go  metres  (874yds.  2ft.  8in.)  in  imin.  59  2-5sec. 
1,500  metres  (1,640yds.  I  ft.  3in.)  in  4min.  I7.sec. 
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Runge  is  a  many-sided  athlete.  He  is  a 
good  jumper,  and  holds  a  German  record  for 
broad-high  jump,  5ft.  high  and  loft  2in. 
broad.  At  the  time  of  writing  he  was  in  most 
careful  training  for  the  English  contests. 

(This  runner's  times  do  not  compare  very 
favourably  with  our  English  records.  He 
has  run  800yds.  (with  loyds.  start)  in  imin. 
58  2-5sec.,  against  A.  Astley's  time  of  imin. 
57  4-5sec.  for  the  half-mile.) 


DENMARK. 


HJALMAR  SAXTORPH. 
Swimmer. 

Although  swimming,  up  to  a  comparatively 
recent  period,  hardly  received  the  attention 
in  Denmark  as,  for  instance,  in  Sweden,  and 
although  Copenhagen  does  not  possess  such 
swimming  baths  as  Stockholm,  this  sport  now 
counts  a  host  of  fervent  admirers.  As  a 
proof  may  be  mentioned  the  large  number 
of  men  and  women  in  Copenhagen  who 
practise  sea-bathing  throughout  the  year, 
irrespective  of  ice,  and  who  have  formed  a 
regular  club  under  the  appropriate  name 
of  the  Vikings.  Mr.  Hjalmar  Saxtorph, 
Danish  one  -  mile  champion,  and  holding 
the  100 -metre  (just  over  109yds.)  Danish 
record,  is  an  enthusiastic  swimmer,  who  for 
several  years  has  gone  in  for  winter  swim- 
ming in  the  sea.  Mr.  Saxtorph,  who  is  now 
twenty-three  years  old,  to  begin  with  pre- 
ferred other  kinds  of  sport,  such  as  football, 
boxing,  wrestling,  throwing  the  discus,  etc., 
but,  having  once  been  thoroughly  initiated 
in    the   delights  of  swimming,    he    gives   it 

the     absolute     first 

^^^^^^^^^^^B  practising 

^^^^^^^^^^^^P     different 
^^^^^^^^^^H     with  equal  pleasure. 
^^B^^^^^^^H     He  competed  at  the 
^^^^  ,^^^^^^^H     Olympic  Games 

BV^  ^  ^H  then     in     the    first 

T  M  .^m^t  fljght,     he    was     in 

I  ^^^^^^m        I  front  of  the  Swedish 
k^Hpl^^^^^  Like    a 

B^^^^^^^^kJ  number   of    Danish 

M^E  I  ^^^^^Hl  sportsmen,  Mr.  Sax- 

HjALMAR  sAXTORiH.  torph  is  not  3.  total 

abstainer,      but      a 

DENMARK  pronounced  temper- 
'          1  ance  man. 
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ROBERT  ANDERSSON. 
Swimmer. 

There  is  probably  no  country  where 
gymnastics  and  outdoor  sports  have  to  a 
higher  degree  assumed  the  nature  of  a 
national  movement  than  in  Sweden,  and 
there  is  assuredly  no  nation  which  more 
fervently  loves  open-air  life  and  open-air 
exercise  than  do  the  Swedes;  they  simply 
revel  in  outdoor  pastimes.  Mr.  Robert 
Andersson,  who  was  bom  in  the  year  1886, 
has  chosen  a  sport  very  popular  in 
Sweden  for  what  may  be  called  his  leading 
speciality,  namely,  swimming,  first  winning 
his  first  prize  five  years  ago.  Three  years, 
however,  were  allowed  to  pass  before  he 
secured  his  first  championship,  but  those  of 
1906  (100  metres,  just  over  109yds.,  and  500 
metres,  nearly  547yd§.)  were  duly  followed  up 
the  next  year  by  the  100,  500,  and  1,000- 
metre  championships,  and  Mr.  Andersson 
also  holds  several  records  over  similar 
distances,  besides,  amongst  other  prizes,  the 
first  for  the  1,000- metre  at  the  International 
match  at  Helsingfors,  Finland,  in  August,  1907. 

In  addition  to  swimming  Mr.  Robert 
Andersson  goes  in  more  especially  for  jump- 
ing, besides  the  difTerent  sports  necessary 
to  qualify  for  the  much -coveted  National 
Swedish  Sports  Badge,  for  which,  amongst 
others,  the  Crown  Prince  Gustavus  Adolphus 
has  recently  been  qualifying.  Mr.  Andersson 
has  now  taken  to  regular  systematic  training  for 
long-distance  swimming,  but  has  otherwise  not 
been  too  conscien- 
tious about  regular 
training ;  he  goes  in 
extensively  for  water 
polo,  which  he  looks 
upon  as  the  best 
possible  training 
both  for  short  and 
long-distance  .swim- 
ming. Mr.  Anders- 
son does  not  smoke 
and  always  abstains 
from  intoxicants 
within  the  last 
month  of  a  match, 
but  does  otherwise 
not  consider  any 
special  diet  neces- 
sary. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

"e=^BSBpaR.  VYNER    wants    to    see 

\  k^^^i   g    you,   sir/'   said    Basse tt,   as 

\  E^\S^    f    Hrrtley,  coming  in  from  a 

V  l^^M    n    ^^^*^   ^^   ^^^   harbour,  hung 

*^  .S^^         ^^^  ^^^  ^'^  ^  ^^  ^"^  began 

'^^— J  to  change  into  the  old  coat 

he  wore  in  the  office.  "  Mr.  John ;  he  has 

rung  three  times." 

The  chief  clerk  changed  his  coat  again, 
and  after  adjusting  his  hair  in  the  little  piece 
of  unframed  glass  which  he  had  bought  in 
the  street  for  a  penny  thirty  years  before, 
hastened  to  the  senior  partner's  room. 

Mr.  Vyner,  who  was  rinsing  his  hands  in  a 
little  office  washstand  that  stood  in  the 
comer,  looked  round  at  his  entrance  and, 
after  carefully  drying  his  hands  on  a  soft 
towel,  seated  himself  at  his  big  writing-table, 
and,  leaning  back,  sat  thoughtfully  regarding 
his  finger-nails.  His  large,  white,  freckled 
hands   were  redolent  of  scented  soap,  and, 
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together  with  his  too  regular  teeth,  his  bald 
head,  and  white  side-whiskers,  gave  him  an 
appearance  of  almost  aggressive  cleanliness. 

"  I  rang  for  you  several  times,''  he  said, 
looking  up  with  a  frown. 

"I  have  just  come  back  from  Wilson's," 
said  Hartley;  "you  told  me  to  see  them 
to-day." 

Mr.  Vyner  said  "  Yes,"  and,  caressing  his 
shaven  chin  in  his  hand,  appeared  to  forget 
the  other's  existence. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  with  us  ?  "  he 
inquired  at  last. 

"Thirty-five  years,  sir,"  said  Hartley, 
studying  his  face  with  sudden  anxiety. 

"A  long  time,"  said  the  senior  partner, 
dryly.     "A  long  time." 

"  A  pleasant  time,  sir,"  ventured  the  other, 
in  a  low  voice. 

Mr.  Vyner's  features  relaxed,  and  took  on 
— after  some  trouble — an  appearance  of 
benevolence. 

"  I  hope  so,"  he  said,  in  patronizing  tones. 
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"  I  hope  so.  Vyner  and  Son  have  the  name 
for  being  good  masters.  I  have  never  heard 
any  complaints." 

He  pushed  his  chair  back  and,  throwing 
one  leg  over  the  other,  looked  down  at  his 
patent-leather  boots.  The  benevolent  ex- 
pression had  disappeared. 

"Thirty -five:  years,"  he  said,  slowly. 
"  H'm  I  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  long.  You 
have — ha — no  family,  worth  mentioning  ?  " 

"One  daughter,"  said  Hartley,  his  lips 
going  suddenly  dry. 

"  Just  so.  Just  so,"  said  the  senior  partner. 
He  looked  at  his  boots  again.  "  And  she  is 
old  enough  to  earn  her  own  living.  Or  she 
might  marry.  .  You  are  in  a  fortunate 
position." 

Hartley,  still  watching  him  anxiously, 
bowed. 

"  In  the  event,  for  instance,"  continued 
Mr.  Vyner,  in  careless  tones — "  in  the  event 
of  your  retiring  from  the  service  of  Vyner  and 
Son,  there  is  nobody  that  would  suffer  much. 
That  is  a  great  consideration — a  very  great 
consideration." 

Hartley,  unable  to  speak,  bowed  again. 

"Change,"  continued  Mr.  Vyner,  with 
the  air  of  one  uttering  a  new  but  indis- 
putable fact — "change  is  good  for  us 
all.  So  long  as  you  retain  your  present 
position  there  is,  of  course,  a  little  stagna- 
tion in  the  office ;  the  juniors  see  their 
way  barred." 

He  took  up  a -paper-knife  and,  balancing 
it  between  his  fingers,  tapped  lightly  with  it 
on  the  table. 

"Is  your  daughter  likely  to  be  married 
soon  ? "  he  inquired,  looking  up  suddenly. 

Hartley  shook  his  head.  "  N-no  ;  I  don^t 
think  so,"  he  said,  thickly. 

The  senior  partner  resumed  his  tapping. 

"That  is  a  pity,"  he  said  at  last,  with  a 
fix)wn.  "Of  course,  you  understand  that 
Vyner  and  Son  are  not  anxious  to  dispense 
with  your  services — not  at  all.  In  certain 
circumstances  you  might  remain  with  us 
another  ten  or  fifteen  years,  and  then  go 
with  a  good  retiring  allowance.  At  your 
present  age  there  would  be  no  allowance. 
Do  you  understand  me  ? " 

The  chief  clerk,  tried  to  summon  a  little 
courage,  a  little  dignity. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  don't,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice.  "  It  is  all  so  sudden.  I — I  am  rather 
bewildered." 

Mr.  Vyner  looked  at  him  impatiently. 

"  I  said  just  now,"  he  continued,  in  a  hard 
voice,  "that  Vyner  and  Son  are  not  anxious 
to  dispense  with  your  services.     That  is,  in  a 


way,  a  figure  of  speech.  Mr.  Robert  knows 
nothing  of  this,  and  I  may  tell  you — as  an 
old  and  trusted  servant  of  the  firm — that  his 
share  as  a  partner  is  at  present  but  nominal, 
and  were  he  to  do  anything  seriously  opposed 
to  my  wishes,  such  as,  for  instance — such  as 
a — ha — matrimonial  alliance  of  which  I  could 
not  approve,  the  results  for  him  would  be 
disastrous.     Do  you  understand  ?  " 

In  a  slow,  troubled  fashion  Hartley 
intimated  that  he  did.  He  began  to  enter 
into  explanations,  and  was  stopped  by  the 
senior  partner's  uplifted  hand. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  latter,  stiffly.  "  I 
have  no  doubt  I  know  all  that  you  could  tell 
me.  It  is — ha — only  out  of  consideration 
for  your  long  and  faithful  service  that  I  have 
— ha — permitted  you  a  glimpse  into  my 
affairs — our  affairs.  I  hope,  now,  that  I  have 
made  myself  quite  clear." 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and,  twisting 
the  paper-knife  idly  between  his  fingers, 
watched  his  chief  clerk  closely. 

"  Wouldn't    it    be   advisable "    began 

Hartley,  and  stopped  abruptly  at  the  ex- 
pression on  the  other's  face.  "  I  was  thinking 
that  if  you  mentioned  this  to  Mr. 
Robert " 

"Certainly  not!"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  with 
great  sharpness.     "  Certainly  not  I " 

Anger  at  having  to  explain  affairs  to  his 
clerk,  and  the  task  of  selecting  words  which 
should  cause  the  least  loss  of  dignity,  almost 
deprived  him  of  utterance. 

"  This  is  a  private  matter,"  he  said  at  last, 
"strictly  between  ourselves.  I  am  master 
here,  and  any  alteration  in  the  staff  is  a 
matter  for  myself  alone.  I  do  not  wish — in 
fact,  I  forbid  you  to  mention  the  matter  to 
him.  Unfortunately,  we  do  not  always  see 
eye  to  eye.  He  is  young,  and  perhaps  hardly 
as  worldly-wise  as  I  could  wish." 

He  leaned  forward  to  replace  the  paper- 
knife  on  the  table,  and,  after  blowing  his  nose 
with  some  emphasis,  put  the  handkerchief 
back  in  his  pocket  and  sat  listening  with  a 
judicial  air  for  anything  that  his  chief  clerk 
might  wish  to  put  before  him. 

"  It  would  be  a  great  blow  to  me  to  leave 
the  firm,"  said  Hartley,  after  two  ineffectual 
attempts  to  speak.  "  I  have  been  in  it  all 
my  life — all  my  life.  At  my  age  I  could 
scarcely  hope  to  get  any  other  employment 
worth  having.  I  have  always  tried  to  do  my 
best.     I  have  never " 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  other,  interrupting 
with  a  wave  of  his  hand  ;  "  that  has  been 
recognised.  Your  remuneration  has,  I 
believe,  been  in  accordance  with  your — ha — 
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services.  And  I  suppose  you  have  made 
some  provision  ?  " 

Hartley  shook  his  head.  "  Very  little,"  he 
said,  slowly.  "My  wife  was  ill  for  years 
before  she  died,  and  I  have  had  other 
expenses.  My  life  is  insured,  so  that  in  case 
of  anything  happening  to  me  there  would  be 
something  for  my  daughter,  but  that  is  about 
all.'' 

"  And  in  case  of  dismissal,"  said  the  senior 
partner,  with  some  cheerfulness,  "the  in- 
surance premium  would,  of  course,  only  be 
an  extra  responsibility.  It  is  your  business, 
of  course  ;  but  if  I  were — ha — in  your  place 
I  should — ha — marry  my  daughter  off  as 
soon  as  possible.  If  you  could  come  to  me 
in  three  months  and  tell  me " 

He  broke  off  abruptly  and,  sitting  upright, 
eyed  his  clerk  steadily. 

"That  is  all,  I  think,"  he  said  at  last 
"  Oh,  no  mention  of  this,  of  course,  in  the 
office — I  have  no  desire  to  raise  hopes  of 
promotion  in  the  staff  that  may  not  be  jus- 
tified ;  I  may  say  that  I  hope  will  not  be 
justified." 

He  drew  his  chair  to  the  table,  and  with 
a  nod  of  dismissal  took  up  his  pen.  Hartley 
went  back  to  his  work  with  his  head  in  a 
whirl,  and  for  the  first  time  in  twenty  years 
cast  a  column  of  figures  incorrectly,  thereby 
putting  a  great  strain  on  the  diplomacy  of  the 
junior  who  made  the  discovery. 

He  left  at  his  usual  hour,  and,  free  from 
the  bustle  of  the  office,  tried  to  realize  the 
full  meaning  of  his  interview  with  Mr.  Vyner. 
He  thought  of  his  pleasant  house  and  garden, 
and  the  absence  of  demand  in  Salthaven  for 
dismissed  clerks  of  over  fifty.  His  thoughts 
turned  to  London,  but  he  had  grown  up  with 
Vyner  and  Son  and  had  but  little  to  sell  in 
the  open  market.  Walking  with  bent  head 
he  cannoned  against  a  passer-by,  and,  look- 
ing up  to  apologize,  caught  sight  of  Captain 
Trimblett  across  the  way,  standing  in  front  of 
a  jeweller's  window. 

A  tall,  sinewy  man  in  a  serge  suit,  whom 
Hartley  recognised  as  Captain  Walsh,  was 
standing  by  him.  His  attitude  was  that  of 
an  indulgent  policeman  with  a  refractory 
prisoner,  and  twice  Hartley  saw  him  lay  hold 
of  the  captain  by  the  coat-sleeve,  and  call 
his  attention  to  something  in  the  window. 
Anxious  to  discuss  his  affairs  with  Trimblett, 
Hartley  crossed  the  road. 

"  Ah  !  here's  Hartley,"  said  the  tall  captain, 
with  an  air  of  relief,  as  Captain  Trimblett 
turned  and  revealed  a  hot  face  mottled  and 
streaked  with  red.  "  Make  him  listen  to 
reason.     He  won't  do  it  for  me." 


"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  inquired  Hartley, 
listlessly. 

"  A  friend  o'  mine,"  said  Captain  Walsh, 
favouring  him  with  a  hideous  wink,  "  a  great 
friend  o'  mine,  is  going  to  be  married,  and  I 
want  to  give  him  a  wedding-present  before 
I  go.     I  sail  to-morrow." 

"Well,  ask  him  what  he'd  like,"  said 
Trimblett,  making  another  ineffectual  attempt 
to  escape.     "  Don't  bother  me." 

"  I  can't  do  that,"  said  Walsh,  with  another 
wink ;  "  it's  awkward ;  besides  which,  his 
modesty  would  probably  make  him  swear 
that  he  wasn't  going  to  be  married  at  all. 
In  fact,  he  has  told  me  that  already.  I  want 
you  to  choose  for  him.  Tell  me  what  you'd 
like,  and  no  doubt  it'll  please  him.  What 
do  you  say  to  that  cruet-stand  ?  " 

"  Hang  the  cruet-stand ! "  said  Trimblett, 
wiping  his  hot  face. 

"  All  right,"  said  the  unmoved  Walsh,  with 
his  arm  firmly  linked  in  that  of  his  friend. 
"  What  about  a  toast-rack  ?     That  one  !  " 

"I  don't  believe  in  wedding-presents," 
said  Trimblett,  thickly.  "Never  did.  I 
think  it's  an  absurd  custom.  And  if  your 
friend  says  he  isn't  going  to  be  married, 
surely  he  ought  to  know." 

"Shyness,"  rejoined  Captain  Walsh — 
"pure  shyness.  He's  one  of  the  best.  I 
know  his  idea.  His  idea  is  to  be  married 
on  the  quiet  and  without  any  fuss.  But  it 
isn't  coming  off.  No,  sir.  Now,  suppose 
it  was  you— don't  be  violent;  I  only  said 
suppose — how  would  that  pickle-jar  strike 
you  ?  " 

"I  know  nothing  about  it,"  said  Captain 
Trimblett,  raising  his  voice.  "Besides,  I 
can't  take  the  responsibility  of  choosing  for 
another  man.     I  told  you  so  before." 

Captain  Walsh  paid  no  heed.  His  glance 
roved  over  the  contents  of  the  window. 

"  Trimblett's  a  terror,"  he  said  in  a  serene 
voice,  turning  to  Hartley.  "  I  don't  know 
what  it's  like  walking  dgwn  the  High  Street 
looking  into  shop- windows  with  a  fretful 
porcupine;  but  I  can  make  a  pretty  good 
guess." 

"  You  should  leave  me  alone,  then,"  said 
Trimblett,  wrenching  his  arm  free.  "Wed- 
ding-presents have  no  interest  for  me." 

"  That's  what  he  keeps  saying,"  said 
Walsh,  turning  to  Hartley  again  ;  "  and  when 
I  referred  just  now — in  the  most  delicate 
manner — to  love's  young  dream,  I  thought 
he'd  ha'  bust  his  boilers." 

As  far  as  Hartley  could  see.  Captain 
Trimblett  was  again  within  measurable 
distance    of    such    a    catastrophe.      For    a 
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moment  he  struggled  wildly  for  speech,  and 
then,  coming  to  the  conclusion  that  nothing 
he  could  say  would  do  him  any  good,  he 
swung  on  his  heel  and  walked  off.  Hartley, 
with  a  nod  to  Walsh,  followed. 

"  That  idiot  has  been  pestering  me  for  the 
last  half-hour,'*  said  Captain  Trimblett,  after 
walking  for  some  distance  in  wrathful  silence. 
"  I  wonder  whether  it  would  be  brought  in 
murder  if  I  wrung  old  Sellers's  neck  ?  I've 
had  four  people  this  morning  come  up 
and  talk  to  me  about  getting  married.  At 
least,  they  started  talking." 

"  Turn  a  deaf  ear,"  said  Hartley. 

"  Deaf  ear  ?  "  repeated  the  captain.  "  I 
wish  I  could.  The  last  few  days  I've  been 
wishing  that  I  hadn't  got  ears.  It's  all 
Truefitt's  doing.  He's  hinting  now  that  I'm 
too  bashful  to  speak  up,  and  that  weak- 
headed  Cecilia  Willett  believes  him.  If  you 
could  only  see  her  fussing  round  and  trying 
to  make  things  easy  for  me,  as  she  considers, 
you'd  wonder  I  don't  go  crazy." 

"  We've  all  got  our  troubles,"  said  Hartley, 
shaking  his  head. 

The  indignant  captain  turned  and  regarded 
him  fiercely. 

"  I  am  likely  to  leave  Vyner  and  Son,"  said 
the  other,  slowly,  "  after  thirty-five  years." 

The  wrath  died  out  of  the  captain's  face, 
and  he  regarded  his  old  friend  with  looks  of 
affectionate  concern.  In  grim  silence  he 
listened  to  an  account  of  the  interview  with 
Mr.'  Vyner. 

"You  know  what  it  all  means,"  he  said, 
savagely,  as  Hartley  finished. 

"I — I  think  so,"  was  the  reply. 

"It  means,"  said  the  captain,  biting  his 
words — "  it  means  that  unless  Joan  is  married 
within  three  months,  so  as  to  be  out  of 
Robert  Vyner's  way,  you  will  be  dismissed 
the  firm.  It  saves  the  old  man's  pride  a  bit 
putting  it  that  way,  and  it's  safer  too.  And  if 
Robert  Vyner  marries  her  he  will  have  to 
earn  his  own  living.  With  luck  he  might  get 
thirty  shillings  a  week." 
*  "  I  know,"  said  the  other. 

"  Get  her  to  town  as  soon  as  possible," 
continued  the  captain,  impressively.  He 
paused  a  moment,  and  added  with  some 
feeling,  "  That's  what  I'm  going  to  do ;  I 
spoke  to  Mr.  Vyner  about  it  to-day.  We  will 
go  up  together,  and  I'll  look  after  her." 

"  I'll  write  to-night,"  said  Hartley.  "  Not 
that  it  will  make  any  difference,  so  far  as  I 
can  see." 

"  It's  a  step  in  the  right  direction,  at  any 
rate,"  retorted  the  captain.  "  It  keeps  her 
out  of  young  Vyner's  way,  and  it  shows  John 


Vyner  that  you  are  doing  your  best  to  meet 
his  views,  and  it  might  make  him  realize  that 
you  have  got  a  little  pride,  too." 

Partly  to  cheer  Hartley  up,  and  partly  to 
avoid  returning  to  Tranquil  Vale,  he  spent 
the  evening  with  him,  and,  being  deterred  by 
the  presence  of  Miss  Hartley  from  expressing 
his  opinion  of  John  Vyner,  indulged  instead 
in  a  violent  tirade  against  the  tyranny  of 
wealth.  Lured  on  by  the  highly-interested 
Joan,  he  went  still  further,  and  in  impassioned 
words  committed  himself  to  the  statement 
that  all  men  were  equal,  and  should  have 
equal  rights,  only  hesitating  when  he  dis- 
covered that  she  had  been  an  unwilling 
listener  on  an  occasion  when  he  had  pointed 
out  to  an  offending  seaman  certain  blemishes 
in  his  family  tree.  He  then  changed  the 
subject  to  the  baneful  practice  of  eaves- 
dropping. 

By  the  time  he  reached  home  it  was  quite 
late.  There  was  no  moon,  but  the  heavens 
were  bright  with  stars.  He  stood  outside 
for  a  few  moments  listening  to  the  sound  of 
voices  within,  and  then,  moved  perhaps  by 
the  quiet  beauty  of  the  night,  strolled  down 
to  the  river  and  stood  watching  the  lights  of 
passing  craft  Midnight  sounded  in  the  dis- 
tance as  he  walked  back. 

The  lamp  was  still  burning,  but  the  room 
was  empty.  He  closed  the  door  softly  behind 
him,  and  stood  eyeing  with  some  uneasiness 
a  large  and  untidy  brown-paper  parcel  that 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  table.  From  the 
crumpled  appearance  of  the  paper  and  the 
clumsily-tied  knots  it  had  the  appearance  of 
having  been  opened  and  fastened  up  again 
by  unskilled  hands.  The  sense  of  uneasiness 
deepened  as  he  approached  the  table  and 
stood,  with  his  head  on  one  side,  looking 
at  it. 

He  turned  at  the  sound  of  a  light  shuffling 
step  in  the  kitchen.  The  door  opened  gently 
and  the  head  of  Mr.  Truefitt  was  slowly 
inserted.  Glimpses  of  a  shirt  and  trousers, 
and  the  rumpled  condition  of  the  intruder's 
hair,  suggested  that  he  had  newly  risen  from 
bed. 

"  I  heard  you  come  in,"  he  said,  in  a 
stealthy  whisper. 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

"There  was  no  address  on  it,"  said  Mr. 
Truefitt,  indicating  the  parcel  by  a  nod  ;  "  it 
was  left  by  somebody  while  we  were  out,  and 
on  opening  it  we  found  it  was  for  you.  At 
least,  partly.     I  thought  I  ought  to  tell  you." 

"  It  don't  matter,"  said  the  captain,  with 
an  effort. 

Mr.    Truefitt    nodded    again.      "  I    only 
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wanted  to  explain  how  it  was,"  he  said. 
**Good  night." 

He  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  the 
captain,  after  eyeing  the  parcel  for  some 
time,  drew  a  clasp-knife  from  his  pocket  and 
with  trembling  fingers  cut'  the  string  and 
stripped  off  the  paper.  The  glistening  metal 
of  the  largest  electro-plated  salad-bowl  he 
had  ever  seen  met  his  horrified  gaze.  In 
a  hypnotized  fashion  he  took  out  the 
wooden  fork  and  spoon  and  balanced  them 
in  his  fingers.  A  small  card  at  the  bottom 
of  the  bowl  caught  his  eye,  and  he  bent  over 
and  read  it : — 

**  IVuA  Hearty  Congratulations  and  Best 
Wishes  to  Captain  and  Mrs.  Trimble tt  from 
Captain  Michael  Walsh:' 

For  a  long  time  he  stood  motionless  ;  then, 
crumpling  the  card  up  and  placing  it  in  his 
pocket,  he  took  the  bowl  in  his  arms  and 
bore  it  to  his  bedroom.  Wrapped  again  in 
its  coverings,  it  was  left  to  languish  on  the 
top  of  the  cupboard  behind  a  carefully-con- 
structed rampart  of  old  cardboard  boxes  and 

Ti-out  boots. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 
Mr.  Hartley's  idea,  warmly  approved  by 
Captain  Trimblett,  was  to  divulge  the  state 
of  affairs  to  his  daughter  in  much  the  same 
circuitous  fashion  that  Mr.  Vyner  had 
revealed  it  to  him.  He  had  not  taken  into 
account,  however,  the  difference  in  temper  of 
the  listeners,  and  one  or  two  leading  questions 
from  Joan  brought  the  matter  to  an  abrupt 
conclusion.  She  sat  divided  between  wrath 
and  dismay. 

**  You  —  you  must  have  misunderstood 
him,"  she  said  at  last,  with  a  little  gasp. 
"  He  could  not  be  so  mean,  and  tyrannical, 
and  ridiculous." 

Her  father  shook  his  head.  "  There  is  no 
room  for  misunderstanding,"  he  said,  quietly. 
**  Still,  I  have  got  three  months  to  look 
about  me,  and  I  don't  suppose  we  shall 
starve." 

Miss  Hartley  expressed  the  wish — as  old 
as  woman — to  give  the  offender  a  piece  of 
her  mind.  She  also  indulged  in  a  few  general 
remarks  concerning  the  obtuseness  of  people 
who  were  unable  to  see  when  they  were  not 
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wanted,  by  which  her  father  understood  her 
to  refer  to  Vyner  junior. 

"  I  was  afraid  you  cared  for  him,"  he  said, 
awkwardly. 

"  I  ?  "  exclaimed  Joan,  in  the  voice  of  one 
unable  to  believe  her  ears.  "Oh,  father,  I 
am  surprised  at  you ;  I  never  thought  you 
would  say  such  a  thing." 

Mr.  Hartley,  eyed  her  uneasily. 

"Why  should  you  think  anything  so 
absurd  ?  "  continued  his  daughter,  with  some 
severity. 

Mr.  Hartley,  with  much  concern,  began  to 
cite  a  long  list  of  things  responsible  for  what 
he  freely  admitted  was  an  unfortunate  mis- 
take on  his  part.  His  daughter  listened 
with  growing  impatience  and  confusion,  and, 
as  he  showed  no  signs  of  nearing  the  end, 
rose  in  a  dignified  fashion  and  quitted  the 
room.  She  was  back,  however,  in  a  minute 
or  two,  and,  putting  her  arm  on  his  shoulder, 
bent  down  and  kissed  him. 

"I  had  no  idea  you  were  so  observant," 
she  remarked,  softly. 

"I  don't  think  I  am  really,"  said  the 
conscientious  man.  "  If  it  hadn't  been  for 
Trimblett " 

Miss  Hartley,  interrupting  with  spirit,  paid 
a  tribute  to  the  captain  that  ought  to  have 
made  his  ears  bum. 

"I  ought  to  have  been  more  careful  all 
these  years,"  said  her  father  presently.  "  If 
I  had,  this  would  not  have  mattered  so  much. 
Prodigality  never  pays — never." 

Joan  placed  her  arm  about  his  neck  again. 
"  Prodigality  1 "  she  said,  with  a  choking 
laugh.  "You  don't  know  the  meaning  of 
the  word.  And  you  have  had  to  help  other 
people  all  your  life.  After  all,  perhaps  you 
and  Captain  Trimblett  are  wrong ;  Mr. 
Vyner  can't  be  in  earnest,  it  is  too  absurd." 

"Yes,  he  is,"  said  Hartley,  sitting  up, 
with  a  sudden  air  of  determination.  "  But 
then,  so  am  I.  I  am  not  going  to  be 
dictated  to  in  this  fashion.  My  private 
affairs  are  nothing  to  do  with  him.  I — I  shall 
have  to  tell  him  so." 

"  Don't  do  anything  yet,"  said  Joan,  softly, 
as  she  resumed  her  seat.    "  By  the  way " 

"  Well  ?  "  said  her  father,  after  r*  pause. 

"  That  invitation  from  Uncle  William  was 
your  doing,"  continued  Joan,  levelling  an 
incriminating  finger  at  him. 

"  Trimblett's  idea,"  said  her  father,  anxious 
to  give  credit  where  it  was  due.  "  His  idea 
was  that  if  you  were  to  go  away  for  a  time 
Robert  Vyner  would  very  likely  forget  all 
about  you." 

"  I'm  not  afraid  of  that,"  said  Joan,  with  a 


slight  smile,  "  I  mean — I  mean — what 
business  has  Captain  Trimblett  to  concern 
himself  about  my  affairs  ?  " 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,*'  said  Hartley,  in 
a  low  voice. 

He  got  up,  and  crossing  to  the  window 
stood  looking  out  on  his  beloved  garden. 
His  thoughts  went  back  to  the  time,  over 
twenty  years  ago,  when  he  and  his  young  wife 
had  planted  it.  He  remembered  that  in 
those  far-off  days  she  had  looked  forward 
with  confidence  to  the  time  when  he  would 
be  offered  a  share  in  the  firm.  For  a  moment 
he  felt  almost  glad — — 

"  I  suppose  that  Captain  Trimblett  is 
right,"  said  Joan,  who  had  been  watching 
him  closely;  "and  I'll  go  when  you  like." 

Her  father  came  from,  the  window.  "  Yes," 
he  said,  and  stood  looking  at  her. 

"  I  am  going  out  a  little  way,"  said  Joan, 
suddenly. 

Hartley  started,  and  glanced  instinctively 
at  the  clock.     "  Yes,"  he  said  again. 

His  daughter  went  upstairs  to  dress,  and 
did  her  best  to  work  up  a  little  resentment 
against  being  turned  out  of  her  home  to 
avoid  a  caller  whom  she  told  herself  re- 
peatedly she  had  no  wish  to  see.  Her 
reflections  were  cut  short  by  remembering 
that  time  was  passing,  and  that  Mr.  Vyner's 
punctuality,  in  the  matter  of  these  calls,  was 
of  a  nature  to  which  the  office  was  a 
stranger. 

She  put  on  her  hat  and,  running  down- 
stairs, opened  the  door  and  went  out.  At 
the  gate  she  paused,  and,  glancing  right  and 
left,  saw  Robert  Vyner  approaching.  He 
bowed  and  quickened  his  pace. 

"  Father  is  indoors,"  she  said  with  a  friendly 
smile,  as  she  shook  hands. 

"  It's  a  sin  to  be  indoors  an  evening  like 
this,"  said  Robert,  readily.  "  Are  you  going 
for  a  walk  ?  " 

"  A  little  way  ;  I  am  going  to  see  a  friend," 
said  Joan.     "  Good-bye." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  and  turned 
in  at  the  gate,  while  Joan,  a  little  surprised  at 
his  docility,  proceeded  on  her  way.  She 
walked  slowly,  trying,  in  the  interests  of  truth, 
to  think  of  some  acquaintance  to  call  upon. 
Then  she  heard  footsteps  behind,  gradually 
gaining  upon  her. 

"  I  really  think  I'm  the  most  forgetful  man 
in  Salthaven,"  said  Mr.  Robert  Vyner,  in 
tones  of  grave  annoyance,  as  he  ranged 
alongside.  "I  came  all  this  way  to  show 
your  father  a  book  on  dahlias,  and  now  I  find 
I've  left  it  at  the  office.  What's  a  good  thing 
for  a  bad  memory  ?  " 
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"  Punish  yourself  by  running  all  the  way, 
I  should  think,"  replied  Joan.  "  It  might 
make  you  less  forgetful  next  time." 

Mr.  Vyner  became  thoughtful,  not  to  say 
grave.  "  I  don't  know  so  much  about 
running,"  he  said,  slowly.  "  Tve  had  an  idea 
for  some  time  past  that  my  heart  is  a  little 
bit  affected." 

Joan  turned  to  him  swiftly.  "  Tm  so 
sorry,"  she  faltered.  "  I  had  no  idea ;  and 
the  other  night  you  were  rolling  the  grass. 
Why  didn't  you  speak  of  it  before?" 

Her  anxiety  was  so  genuine  that  Mr.  Vyner 
had  the  grace  to  feel  a  little  bit  ashamed  of 
himself. 

"  When  I  say  that  my  heart  is  affected,  I 
don't  mean  in  the  way  of — of  disease,"  he 
•^'irmured. 


**  Is  it  weak  ?  "  inquired  the  girl. 

Mr.  Vyner  shook  his  head.  :    . 

"  Well,  what  is  the  matter  with  it  ?  "    , 

Mr.  Vyner  sighed.  "J  d^n't  Jcnaw,"  he 
said,  slowly.  "  It  is  not  of  long  standing  ;  I 
only  noticed  it  a  little  while  ago.  The  first 
time  I  had  an  attack  I  was  sitting  in  my 
office — working.  Let  me  see.  I  think  it 
was  the  day  you  came  in  there  to  see  your 
father.     Yes,  I  am  sure  it  was." 

Miss  Hartley  walked  on,  looking  straight 
before  her. 

"  Since  then,"  pursued  Mr.  Vyner,  in  the 
mournful  tones  suited  to  the  subject,  "  it  has 
got  gradually  worse.  Sometimes  it  is  in  my 
mouth  ;  sometimes — if  I  feel  that  I  have 
offended  anybody — it  is  in  my  boots." 

Miss  Hartley  paid  no  heed. 
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"  It  is  in  my  boots  now,"  said  the  invalid, 
plaintively ;  "  tight  boots,  too.  Do  you  know 
what  I  was  thinking  just  now  when  you 
looked  at  me  in  that  alarmed,  compassionate 
way  ?  " 

*'  Not  alarmed,"  muttered  Miss  Hartley. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  pursued  Mr.  Vyner,  in  a 
rapt  voice,  "  I  was  thinking  what  a  fine  nurse 
you  would  make.  Talking  of  heart  troubles 
put  it  in  my  mind,  I  suppose.  Fancy  being 
down  for  a  month  or  two  with  a  complaint 
that  didn't  hurt  or  take  one's  appetite  away, 
and  having  you  for  a  nurse  1" 

"  I  think  that  if  you  are  going  to  talk  non- 
sense  "  began  Joan,  half  stopping. 

"  Fm  not,"  said  the  other,  in  alarm.  "  I've 
quite  finished  ;  I  have,  indeed." 

He  stole  a  glance  at  the  prim  young  figure 
by  his  side,  and  his  voice  developed  .a  plain- 
tive note.  "  If  you  only  knew  what  it  was 
like,"  he  continued,  "  to  be  mewed  up  in 
an  office  all  day,  with  not  a  soul  to  speak  to, 
and  the  sun  shining,  perhaps  you'd  make 
allowances." 

"  I  saw  you  down  by  the  harbour  this 
morning,"  said  the  girl. 

"  Harbour  ? "  said  the  other,  pretending 
to  reflect — "  this  morning  ?  " 

Joan  nodded.  "  Yes ;  you  were  lounging 
about — in  the  sunshine — smoking  a  cigarette. 
Then  you  went  on  to  the  Indian  Chief  dccA 
stood  talking  for,  oh,  quite  a  long  time  to 
Captain  Trimblett.     Then " 

"  Yes  ?  "  breathed  Mr.  Vyner,  as  she  paused 
in  sudden  confusion.  "What  did  I  do 
next?" 

Miss  Hartley  shook  her  head.  "I  only 
saw  you  for  a  moment,"  she  said. 

Mr.  Vyner  did  not  press  the  matter;  he 
talked  instead  on  other  subjects,  but  there 
was  a  tenderness  in  his  voice  for  which  Miss 
Hartley  told  herself  her  own  thoughtlessness 
was  largely  responsible.  She  trembled  and 
walked  a  little  faster.  Then,  with  a  sense  of 
relief,  she  saw  Captain  Trimblett  approaching 
them.  His  head  was  bent  in  thought,  and 
his  usual  smile  was  missing  as  he  looked  up 
and  saw  them. 

"  I  wanted  to  see  you,"  he  said  to  Joan. 
"  I'm  off  to  London  to-morrow." 

"  To  -  morrow  !  "  repeated  the  girl,  in 
surprise. 

"  Twelve  thirty  train,"  said  the  captain, 
looking  shrewdly  from  one  to  the  other.  "  I'm 
just  off  home;  there  are  one  or  two  matters  I 
must  attend  to  before  I  go,  and  I  wanted  to 
talk  to  you." 

"  I  will  come  with  you,"  said  Joan,  quickly. 
**  I  haven't  seen  Mrs.  Chinnery  for  a  long 
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time."  She  nodded  to  Mr.  Vyner  and  held 
out  her  hand.     "  Good-bye." 

"Good-bye,"  said  that  gentleman.  He 
shook  hands  reluctantly,  and  his  amiable 
features  took  on  a  new  expression  as  he 
glanced  at  the  captain. 

"  Try  and  cheer  him  up,"  he  said,  with  an 
air  of  false  concern.  "  It's  only  for  a  little 
while,  cap'n  ;  you'll  soon  be  back  and — you 
know  the  old  adage  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  captain,  guardedly. 

"Although,  of  course,  there  are  several," 
said  Mr.  Vyner,  thoughtfully.  "  I  wonder 
whether  we  were  thinking  of  the  same  one  ?  " 

"  I  dare  say,"  said  the  other,  hastily. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  *  Absence  makes  the 
heart  grow  fonder ' — of  the  Indian  Chief ^'^  said 
the  ingenuous  Robert.  "Was  that  the  one 
you  were  thinking  of?" 

The  captain's  reply  was  inaudible  as  he 
turned  and  bore  off  Miss  Hartley.  The 
young  man  stood  for  some  time  watching 
them,  and,  as  Joan  and  her  burly  companion 
disappeared  round  the  comer,  stifled  a  sigh 
and  set  off  home. 

"  He'll  sober  down  as  he  gets  older,"  said 
the  captain,  after  they  had  proceeded  some 
way  in  silence.  "  I'm  glad  I  met  you.  Your 
father  told  me  you  were  going  to  London, 
and  I  was  thinking  we  might  go  up  together. 
It's  odd  we  should  both  be  going.  Quite  a 
coincidence." 

"In  more  ways  than  one,"  said  Joan. 
"Father  told  me  you  had  arranged  it 
together.     I  quite  know  why  I  am  going." 

The  captain  coughed. 

"I  know  why  you  are  going,  too,"  said 
Joan. 

The  captain  coughed  again,  and  muttered 
something  about  "  children  "  and  "  business." 

"And  if  I'm  going  to-morrow  I  had  better 
get  back  and  pack,"  continued  the  girl. 

"  Plenty  of  time  in  the  morning,"  said  the 
captain.  "  It'll  make  the  time  pass.  It's  a 
mistake  to  stow  your  things  away  too  soon — 
a  great  mistake." 

"  I  would  sooner  do  it,  though,"  said  Joan, 
pausing. 

"  You  come  along  to  Tranquil  Vale,"  said 
Captain  Trimblett,  with  forced  joviality. 
"  Never  mind  about  your  packing.  Stay  to 
supper,  and  I'll  see  you  home  afterwards." 

Miss  Hartley  eyed  him  thoughtfully. 

"  Why  ?  "  she  inquired. 

"Pleasure  of  your  company,"  said  the 
captain. 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Miss  Hartley  again. 

The  captain  eyed  her  thoughtfully  in  his 
turn. 
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"  I — I  haven't  told  *em  Tm  going  yet,"  he 
said,  slowly.  "It'll  be  a  little  surprise  to 
them,  perhaps.  Miss  Willett  will  be  there. 
She's  a  silly  thing.  She  and  Peter  might 
make  a  duet  about  it     If  you  are  there " 

"  I'll  take  care  of  you,"  said  Joan,  with 
a  benevolent  smile.  "You'll  be  safe  with 
me.  What  a  pity  you  didn't  bring  your  little 
troubles  to  me  at  first!" 

The  captain  turned  a  lurid  eye  upon  her, 
and  then,  realizing  that  silence  was  more 
dignified  and  certainly  safer  than  speech, 
said  nothing.     He    walked  on    with    head 


Anarch  smile  from  Miss  Hartley  during  her 
absence  was  met  by  the  ungrateful  captain 
with  a  stony  stare. 

"  I  came  to  bid  you  good-bye,"  said  Joan, 
as  Mrs.  Chinnery  returned.  "  I  am  off  to 
London  to-morrow." 

"  London  ! "  said  Mrs.  Chinnery. 

"  I  am  going  to  stay  with  an  uncle,"  replied 
Joan. 

"  Quite  a  coincidence,  isn't  it  ?  "  said  the 
captain,  averting  his  gaze  from  the  smiling 
face  of  Miss  Hartley,  and  trying  to  keep  his 
voice  level. 


'  I'VK  GOT  TO  GO  TOO,     SAID  THE  CAPTAIN. 


erect  and  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  faint 
sounds  which  Miss  Hartley  was  endeavouring 
to  convert  into  coughs. 

Mrs.  Chinnery,  who  was  sitting  alone  in 
the  front  room,  rose  and  greeted  her  with 
some  warmth  as  she  entered,  and,  the  usual 
reproachful  question  put  and  answered  as  to 
the  length  of  time  since  her  last  visit,  took 
her  hat  from  her  and  went  upstairs  with   it. 


"Coincidence  !"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  staring 
at  him. 

"  I've  got  to  go  too,"  said  the  captain, 
with  what  he  fondly  imagined  was  a  casual 
smile.  "  Got  to  run  up  and  see  my  boys  and 
girls.  Just  a  flying  visit  there  and  back.  So 
we  are  going  together." 

"You  !"  said  the  astonished  Mrs.  Chinnery. 
"Why  didn't  you  tell  me?     Why,  I've  got 
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nothing  ready.  Serves  me  right  for  putting 
things  off." 

The  captain  began  to  murmur  something 
about  an  urgent  letter,  but  Mrs.  Chinnery, 
who  had  opened  the  cupboard  and  brought 
out  a  work-basket  containing  several  pairs  of 
the  thick  woollen  socks  that  formed  the 
captain's  usual  wear,  was  almost  too  busy  to 
listen.  She  threaded  a  needle,  and,  drawing 
a  sock  over  her  left  hand,  set  to  work  on  a 
gaping  wound  that  most  women  would  have 
r^arded  as  mortal.  Mr.  Truefitt  and  Miss 
Willett  entered  from  the  garden  just  as 
the  captain  was  explaining  for  the  third 
time. 

"  Children  are  not  ill,  I  hope?  "  said  Mr. 
Truefitt,  with  ill-concealed  anxiety. 

**  No,"  said  the  captain. 

Miss  Willett,  who  had  seated  herself  by  the 
side  of  Mrs.  Chinnery,  ventured  to  pat  that 
lady's  busy  hand. 

"  He  will  soon  be  back,"  she  murmured. 

"  He  will  look  after  that,"  said  Mr.  True- 
fitt, with  a  boisterous  laugh.  "Won't  you, 
cap'n?" 

Miss  Willett  sat  regarding  Captain  Trim- 
blett  with  a  pensive  air.  She  was  beginning 
to  regard  his  diffidence  and  shyness  as  some- 
thing abnormal.  Hints  of  the  most  helpful 
nature  only  seemed  to  add  to  his  discomfort, 
and  she  began  to  doubt  whether  he  would 
ever  muster  up  sufficient  resolution  to  put  an 
end  to  a  situation  that  was  fast  becoming 
embarrassing  to  all  concerned. 

"  Of  course,"  she  said,  suddenly,  "  it  is 
only  right  that  you  should  run  up  and  see 
vour  children  first.  I  hadn't  thought  of 
that." 

"First?"  repeated  the  captain,  his  face 
flooding  with  colour  as  he  realized  the  inward 
meaning  of  the  remark.  "  What  do  you 
mean  by  first  ?  " 

His  voice  was  so  loud  that  Miss  Willett 
sat  up  with  a  start  and  looked  round 
nervously. 

"  Miss  Willett  means  before  you  sail,"  said 
Joan,  gently,  before  that  lady  could  speak. 
"  How  pleased  they  will  be  to  see  you  I " 


"Aye,  aye,"  said  the  captain,  regaining  his 
composure  by  an  effort. 

"  What  a  lot  of  things  he  will  have  to  tell 
them ! "  murmured  the  persevering  Miss 
Willett.  "  Have  you  ever  seen  them  ?  "  she 
inquired,  turning  to  Mrs.  Chinner>'. 

"  No,"  was  the  reply. 

"  How  strange  !  "  said  Miss  Willett,  with  a 
reproachful  glance  at  the  captain.  "  I  expect 
you'll  like  them  very  much  when  you  do." 

"  Sure  to,"  chimed  in  .  Mr.  Truefitt. 
"  Susanna  was  always  partial  to  children." 

"  I'm  sure  she  i.s,"  said  Miss  Willett,  re- 
garding the  industrious  Mrs.  Chinnery  affec- 
tionately.    "  How  fortunate  !  " 

She  rose  as  she  spoke,  and,  screwing  her 
face  up  at  Joan  with  great  significance, 
asked  her  whether  she  wouldn't  care  to  see 
the  garden. 

"  Very  much,"  said  Joan.  "  Come  along," 
she  added,  turning  to  the  captain.  "  Now 
come  and  show  me  that  rose-bush  you  have 
been  talking  about  so  much." 

Captain  Trimblett  rose  with  an  alacrity 
that  mystified  Miss  Willett  more  than  ever, 
and,  having  gained  the  garden,  found  so  many 
things  to  show  Miss  Hartley,  and  so  much  to 
talk  about,  that  supper  was  on  the  table 
before  he  had  finished.  Fearful  of  being  left 
alone  with  Miss  Willett,  he  stuck  to  his  young 
protector  so  closely  that  in  going  in  at  the 
door  he  trod  on  her  heel.  Miss  Hartley 
entered  the  room  limping,  and,  having  gained 
her  seat,  sat  eyeing  him  with  an  expression 
in  which  pain  and  reproachful  mirth  struggled 
for  the  mastery. 

"  What  a  delightful  evening  ! "  she  said,  in 
an  affected  voice,  as  the  captain  walked  home 
with  her  about  an  hour  later  ;  "  I  have  enjoyed 
myself  tremendously." 

The  captain  uttered  an  impatient  exclama- 
tion. 

"  It  reminded  me  of  the  old  fable  of  the 
lion  and  the  mouse,"  continued  Joan. 

The  captain  grunted  again,  and,  in  a  voice 
that  he  vainly  endeavoured  to  render  polite, 
said  that  he  did  not  know  what  she  was 
talking  about. 


{To  be  coniiftued.) 
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HERE  are  many  little  puzzles, 
some  of  which  were  familiar 
to  our  grandfathers  and  are  of 
unknown  origin,  that  people 
to-day  will  be  found  "  fighting  " 
over  by  the  hour.  There  are 
others  about  which  one  is  perpetually  hearing 
the  remark,  "  Yes  ;  I  know  that  is  the  answer, 
but  I  have  never  been  able  to  find  anybody 
to  explain  the  thing." 
Every  month  in  the 
year  one  is  being 
asked  to  settle,  for 
the  five  -  hundredth 
time,  some  of  these 
time-worn  questions 
between  disputants, 
and  editors  of  news- 
papers are  being  per- 
petually worried  to  act 
as  arbitrators  in  these 
matters.  Therefore, 
in  attempting  to  ex- 
plain in  these  pages 
some  of  the  most 
popular  of  these  little 
posers,  one  is,  per- 
haps, doing  a  public  .  service.  I  do  not 
propose  to  deal  with  any  of  the  more  pro- 
found problems  that  people  wrangle  about, 
but  only  with  those  that  are  ordinarily  dis- 
cussed in  the  home  circle  and  in  the  club- 
room. 

A  most  common  subject  of  debate  is  the 
puzzle  of  the  monkey  (or  sometimes  squirrel) 
on  a  pole.  A  man  walks  around 
a  pole  on  which  is  a  monkey, 
but  as  he  goes  the  monkey 
turns  round  the  pole  so  that  he 
is  always  on  the  opposite  side 
facing  the  man.  Does  the 
man  go  around  the  monkey? 
(Fig.  I.) 

The  answer  depends  entirely 
on  what  you  mean  by  "go 
around."  If  a  man  walks  in  a 
complete  circle  and  some  object 
remains  all  the  time  within  that 
circle,  then  he  certainly  "  goes 
around"  it.  But  many  people  persist  in 
holding  that  to  "go  around"  a  thing  you 
must  proceed  so  as  to  see  all  sides  of  it.  If, 
however,  this  definition   is  understood  and 


FIG.  X.— DOBS  THE  MAN  CO  ROUND  THE  MONKEY? 


accepted,  there  is  no  necessity  to  argue 
further,  for  then  the  man  as  certainly  does 
not  go  around  the  monkey.  When  a  man 
asks  y.ou  this  question,  always  insist  on  his 
first  giving  you  his  meaning  of  the  words 
"  to  go  around,"  and  there  is  no  puzzle,  and 
can  be  no  dispute. 

One  is  often  asked.  If  two  snakes  start 
swallowing  one  another  simultaneously,  each 
getting     the    tail    of 
the    other     in    its 
mouth,   so   that    the 
circle  formed  by  the 
snakes     becomes 
smaller   and  smaller, 
what  will    eventually 
becom  e    of    the 
snakes?  (Fig.  2.)  The 
real    crux  of   this 
problem  is  to  decide 
at  what   exact   point 
the  swallowing   must 
cease.      Even  if  we 
assume  that    they 
both  go  on  until  the 
bitter  end,  we  cannot 
prophesy     that     end 
unless    we    know    something     about     their 
relative    vitality    and    swallowing    capacity. 
We  cannot  say  how  much  of  either   snake 
must    be    swallowed,   or    for    how    long   a 
time,    before    a    vital    organ   is    sufficiently 
affected    to  cause  death.      Perhaps   we  are 
asked  to  assume   that   the   swallowing   pro- 
cess goes  on  indefinitely,  but  this  is  assum- 
ing   the    absurd    and    utterly 
impossible.     We  can  say  what 
will    not    happen  —  that    the 
snakes  will  not  go  on  swallow- 
ing   one    another    until     both 
disappear     altogether  I        But 
where   it  will    really  end  it    is 
impossible  to  say. 

One  is  frequently  asked  the 
old  question  of  the  man  who, 
while  pointing  to  a  portrait, 
says,  "Brothers  and  sisters 
have  I  none,  but  that  man's 
father  is  my  father's  son." 
What  relation  did  the  man  in  the  picture 
bear  to  the  speaker  ?  There  is  no  diflSculty 
if  you  simplify  the  question  by  saying  that 
"my  father's  son"  must  be  either  "myself" 


2. —WHAT     WILL     HAPPEN     IP 
THIS   GOES  ON? 
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or  **my  brother.'' 
But,  since  the  speaker 
has  no  brother,  it  is 
clearly  "myself."  The 
statement  simplified 
is  thus  nothing  more 
than  "That  man's 
father  is  myself,"  and 
it  was  obviously  his 
son's  portrait.  Now 
it  so  happens  that  as 
often  as  not  people 
will  ask  the  question 
wrong  I  y —  thus: 
"  Brothers  and  sisters 
have  I  none,  but 
that  man's  father  was 

my  father's  son."  Another  relationship  catch, 
not  quite  so  well  known,  is  this  :  "  A  blind 
fiddler  had  a  brother,  who  died.  What  rela- 
tion was  the  fiddler  to  the  brother  who 
died  ?  "  Of  course,  we  are  expected  to  answer 
"Brother,"  whereupon  we  are  informed 
that  the  fiddler  was  a  woman,  and  was 
therefore  his  sister.  If  we  answer  "  Sister," 
then  we  are  met  by  the  rejoinder  that  the 
fiddler  was  a  man  and  it  was  "Brother." 
The  answer  is  thus  indeterminate  until 
we  are  told  the  sex  of  the  blind  fiddler. 

The  puzzle  of  the  Sentinel 
(Fig.  3)  first  appeared,  so  far  as 
I  have  been  able  to  discover, 
in  "  Les  Petites  Aventures  de 
Jerome  Sharp"  (Brussels, 
1789).  An  ancient  monarch 
put  a  sentinel  on  a  bridge  and 
ordered  that  he  should  ques- 
tion every  person  who  wished 
to  cross  as  to  his  destination  and  intentions. 
If  he  told  the  truth  he  was  to  be  allowed  to 
pass  on ;  if  he  did  not  tell  the  truth  he  was 
to  be  cast  into  the  deep  waters  of  the  river 
and  drowned.  If  the  sentinel  failed  to  carry 
out  his  instructions  on  any  occasion  he  was 
to  be  hanged  on  the  gallows  close  by.  One 
day  a  man,  on  being  stopped 
and  questioned,  replied,  "  I 
am  going  to  be  cast  into  the 
river  by  you  and  be  drowned." 
Here  was  a  nice  dilemma  for 
the  sentinel !  If  he  allowed 
the  man  to  pass  on  he  was 
clearly  disobeying  his  orders, 
for  the  stranger  had  then  told 
an  untruth.  If  he  cast  him 
into  the  river,  then  he  was 
also  in  the  wrong,  because  he 
had  executed  a  man  who 
had    truthfully  answered    his 
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FIG.    3.— THE  SENTINBL  IN   A   DIFFICULTY. 


FIG.    4.— TO   BE    DRAWN   WITH   ONE 
STROKE  OF   THE   PENCIU 


FIG.    5.— THIS  CANNOT    BE   DRAWN 
WITH   A   SINGLE   STROKE. 


question.  Death  was 
therefore  staring  the 
sentinel  in  the  face, 
whatever  he  did. 
How  might  the  senti- 
nel escape  the  gal- 
lows, without  asking 
for  mercy  or  accepting 
it,  and  without  flying 
from  the  neighbour- 
hood? The  answer 
given  by  the  author 
certainly  gets  over 
the  difficulty.  He 
says  :  "  The  sentinel 
might  have  escaped 
the  gallows  by  fasten- 
ing a  heavy  stone  to  his  neck  and  throwing 
himself  into  the  river  !  "  But  I  think,  if  I 
had  been  the  sentinel,  I  should  have  thrown 
the  sophistical  traveller  into  the  river  instead, 
for  he  obviously  lied  as  to  my  intentions, 
and  the  fact  of  his  truthfully  prophesying  the 
consequences  of  his  false  statement  should 
not  affect  the  matter  in  the  right  judgment 
of  the  monarch.  Still,  the  author's  answer 
is  beyond  dispute. 

A  little  .puzzle  that  Lewis  Carroll  was  fond 
of  giving  to  his  child  friends  (see  his  "  Life 
and  Letters,"  page  370)  was 
that  of  the  three  interlaced 
squares  or  diamonds..  I  give 
an  illustration  of  it  (Fig.  4). 
The  puzzle  is  to  draw  the 
figure  in  one  continuous  stroke 
without  lifting  the  pencil 
from  the  paper  or  going  over 
a  line  twice.  This  is  some- 
times ascribed  to  him  as  its  originator,  but 
I  have  found  it  in  a  little  book  published 
in  1835.  It  is  too  easy  for  it  to  be  necessary 
for  me  to  give  the  solution ;  you  can  start  at 
any  point  you  like  and  complete  the  figure. 
I  introduce  this  puzzle  simply  in  order  to 
compare  it  with  the  old  circle  and  square 
(Fig.  5),  of  which  I  also  give  an 
illustration.  The  conditions 
here  are  the  same,  but  a  solu- 
tion is  quite  impossible  with- 
out some  such  trick  as  folding 
the  paper,  so  as  to  get  two 
parallel  lines  with  one  stroke 
of  the  pencil.  The  rule  is 
this.  With  any  figure  of  this 
sort,  half  as  many  separate 
lines  are  necessary  as  there 
are  points  where  an  odd 
number  of  lines  meet.  It  will 
be  seen  that  there  are  four  of 
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these  points,  A,  B,  C,  and  D,  in  the  figure 
where  five  (an  odd  number  of  lines)  meet. 
Therefore,  it  requires  two  separate  continuous 
lines  to  complete  the  figure.  Leave  out  the 
straight  line,  as  an  example,  between  C  and  D. 
Then  the  rest  of  the  figure  may  be  drawn  in 
one  stroke,  only  we  must  begin  at  A  and  end 
at  B,  or  the  reverse.  Leave  out  other  lines 
so  that  there  shall  remain 
only  two  odd  "  nodes ''  and 
you  will  find  the  rule  work. 
Now,  Lewis  Carroll's  figure 
has  no  odd  "  node  "  ;  there- 
fore, it  may  be  solved  in 
one  stroke,  and  we  may 
begin  anywhere  we  like. 

One  of  the  simplest 
puzzles  ever  propounded  is 
this :  A  box  of  sweets  cost 
twopence-halfpenny,  but  the 
sweets  cost  twopence  more 
than  the  box.  How  much 
did  the  box  cost  ?  It  is 
quite  a  sad  example  of  the  slipshod  way  in 
which  people  think,  that  nine  out  of  ten 
(I  do  not  think  the  proportion  is  too  great) 
will  reply  that  the  box  must  have  cost  a 
halfpenny  !  But  if  so,  then,  since  the  sweets 
cost  twopence  more  than  the  box,  the  two 
together  must  have  cost  threepence.  Of 
course,  the  correct  answer  is  that  the  box 
cost  a  farthing  and  the  sweets  twopence- 
farthing. 

Some  favourite  old  puzzles  are  solved  by 
mere  tricks,  but  these  have  doubtless  served 
their  purpose  in  sharpening  the  wits  of 
children.  Take,  for  example,  the  three 
pennies.  Place  three  pennies  in  a  row  on 
the  table,  and  ask  the  child  to  take  away 
the  coin  from  the  centre  without  touching  it. 
The  answer,  of  course,  is  to  remove  one  of 
the  end  coins,  and  the  one  indicated  will  no 
longer  be  in  the  centre.  Then  there  is  our 
ancient  friend  the  Horseshoe  (Fig.  6).  Cut 
the  shoe  out  of  paper, 
and  place  the  four- 
teen dots  to  represent 
nails,  as  in  the  illus- 
tration. The  puzzle 
is  to  cut  the  horse- 
shoe into  seven  parts, 
each  containing  two 
nails,  with  two  straight  cuts.  First  make  the 
lower  cut,  indicated  by  the  dotted  line  ;  then 
place  the  three  pieces  together,  as  shown, 
and  make  the  upper  cut. 

A  better  class  of  puzzle  is  the  well-known 
one  of  the  Railway.  If  New  York  and  San 
Francisco  are  just  seven  days'  journey  apart. 


FIG.   6.— HOW  TO  CUT  THK   HORSESHOE. 
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FIG.    7.— THIS   WILL   EXPLAIN   THE  RAILWAY   PUZZLE. 


and  if  trains  start  from  both  ends  every  day  at 
noon,  how  many  trains  coming  in  an  opposite 
direction  will  a  train  leaving  New  York  meet 
before  it  arrives  at  its  destination  at  San 
Francisco  ?  This  puzzle,  which  many  people 
find  so  perplexing,  is  quite  easy  if  you  refer  to 
the  diagram  I  have  given  (Fig.  7).  It  will  be 
seen  that  at  the  moment  the  train  starts  from 
New  York  there  are  six 
trains  already  on  the  \%-ay 
in  the  positions  indicated, 
since  it  is  a  seven  days' 
journey.  The  train  num- 
bered 7  also  starts  at  the 
same  time.  Therefore  the 
train  has  to  meet  all  these 
seven.  But  when  the  New 
York  train  is  at  point  i,  an 
eighth  train  will  be  leaving 
San  Francisco,  when  it  is 
at  point  2  a  ninth  train  will 
be  leaving,  at  point  3  a 
tenth,  at  point  4  an 
eleventh,  at  point  5  a  twelfth,  and  at  point  6 
a  thirteenth  train  will  be  leaving  San 
Franci.sco.  Therefore  the  train  will  meet 
thirteen  others  on  the  journey.  Of  course, 
at  the  moment  of  its  arrival  a  train  will  be 
just  starting,  but  it  cannot  be  said  to  "  meet " 
this  one  on  the  journey. 

There  is  another  question  that  has  been 
put  to  me  hundreds  of  times  during  the  last 
few  years — I  have  even  received  a  request  for 
the  answer  while  writing  this  article — and  it  is 
perpetually  appearing  in  the  newspapers  from 
innocent  correspondents  who  seek  the 
solution.  Here  it  is,  ar\^  I  have  no  doubt 
thousands  of  readers  will  recognise  it  as  a 
puzzle  that  has  floored  them.  A  man  had  in 
his  pocket  current  silver  coins  of  the  realm 
to  the  value  of  fourteen  shillings,  but  he  was 
unable  to  give  change  for  half  a  sovereign. 
What  coins  had  he?  Now  I  confess  to 
being  utterly  tired  of  saying,  in  print  and  out 
of  it,  that  there  is  no 
possible  solution. 
The  fact  is  that  the 
S.f'  question  must  origin- 
,  ally   have   been   pro- 

pounded by  some 
practical  joker  as  a 
hoax.  Many  of  us 
would  no  doubt  like  to  find  that  man.  I  am 
afraid  that  every  attempt  to  destroy  the  hoax 
only  gives  it  new  life,  and  it  is  quite  possible 
that  some  ill-disposed  readers,  who  read  of  it 
here  for  the  first  time,  will  set  the  thing  going 
again,  like  some  pernicious  daisy  chain.  Now 
a  vast  number  will  be  put  on  their  guard. 
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Who  has  not  heard 
the  ancient  puzzle  of 
the  Christians  and 
Turks  (Fig.  8),  first  pro- 
pounded by  "  Tartag- 
lia  "  (Nicola  Fontana)  in 
the  sixteenth  century? 
Fifteen  Christians  and 
fifteen  Turks  being  at 
sea  in  the  same  vessel, 
a  dreadful  storm  came 
on  which  obliged  them 
to  throw  all  their  mer- 
chandise overboard. 
This,  however,  not  being 
sufficient  to  lighten  the 
ship,  the  captain  in- 
formed them  that  there 
was  no  possibility  of  its 
being  saved  unless  half  the  passengers  were 
thrown  overboard  also.  Having,  therefore, 
caused  them  all  to  arrange  themselves  in  a 
circle,  by  counting  from  nine  to  nine,  and 
throwing  every  ninth  person  into  the  sea,  it  was 
found  thatafter  fifteen  persons  had  been  thrown 
overboard  the  fifteen  Christians  remained. 
How  did  the  captain  arrange  those  thirty 
persons  so  as  to  save  the  Christians?  A 
very  similar  story  is  told  by  Hegesippus,  the 
historian,  of  Josephus,  who  died  a.d.  93. 
There  is  no  easier  way  of  solving  the  puzzle 
than  by  arranging  thirty  dots  in  a  circle  and 
making  the  actual  count,  as  I  have  shown  in 
a  diagram.  The  numbers  indicate  the  order 
in  which  the  men  are  counted  out,  removed, 
and  thrown  over- 
board. I  begin  the 
count  at  the  bar  and 
always  go  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  arrow. 
We  at  once  see  where 
the  Turks  must  stand 
in  the  ring.  In  fact, 
starting  at  the  bar,  we 
get  the  men  in  this 
order  round  the  circle: 
4C,  5T,  2C,  iT,  3C, 
iT,  iC,  2T,  2C,  3T,  iC,  2T,  2C,  iT.  This 
means  four  Christians,  then  five  Turks,  then 
two  Christians,  and  so  on.  To  remember  the 
order  of  the  numbers,  all  you  have  to  do 
is  to  commit  to  memory  this  line,  "From 
number's  aid  and  art,  never  will  fame  depart." 
The  vowels  "  a,"  "  e,"  "  i,"  "  o,"  and  "  u  " 
represent  the  numbers  i,  2,  3,  4,  5  respec- 
tively. Therefore  the  vowels  in  the  sentence 
will  at  once  give  us  the  order  of  numbers, 
4>  5i  2,  I,  3,  etc.,  for  Christians  and  Turks 
alternately. 


PIG.  8.— HOW  TO  ARRANGE  THB  CHRISTIANS  AND  TURKS. 


FIG,   9.— LORD  CHELMSFORD  S  LITTLE  PUZZLB. 


Here  is  another  old 
familiar  friend  (Fig.  9), 
but  it  is  not  generally 
known  that  it  is  sup- 
posed to  have  been 
invented  by  Lord  Chan- 
cellor Chelmsford  (Sir 
F.  Thesiger),  who  died 
in  1878.  A  man  had 
a  square  piece  of  land. 
He  reserved  to  himself 
one-fourth  part  of  it,  as 
indicated  in  the  diagram 
by  the  smaller  shaded 
square.  The  remainder 
he  divided  among  his 
four  sons,  so  that  each 
received  a  piece  of  land 
of  equal  size  and  exactly 
similar  in  shape.  How  was  the  land  divided  ? 
The  geometrician  will  get  at  the  answer  in 
his  own  light  and  playful  manner  by  a 
consideration  of  right  angles  and  perimeters, 
but  the  infant  just  out  of  arms  will  simply 
divide  the  land  into  twelve  equal  squares  as 
shown  by  the  dotted  lines,  and,  remembering 
that  the  number  of  fours  in  twelve  are  three, 
will  without  any  difficulty  so  allot  three 
squares  to  each  son  that  they  form  in  every 
case  a  similar  shape,  as  indicated  by  the 
dark  lines. 

The   large    majority   of    my   readers   will 

doubtless    have   heard    of    Lewis    Carroll's 

"  Monkey  and  Weight  "  puzzle  (Fig.  10).     A 

rope  is  supposed  to  be  hung  over  a  wheel 

fixed  to  the  roof  of  a 

building.    At  one  end 

of  the  rope  a  weight 

is  fixed,  which  exactly 

counter  -  balances    a 

monkey   which    is 

hanging    on    to    the 

other  end.     Suppose 

that    the    monkey 

begins    to  climb  the 

rope,    what    will    be 

the  result?     Here  is 

author's   diary  ("Life 

318),     showing     the 

held    by   mathemati- 

"  Got    Professor 


i  1 



an  extract  from  the 
and  Letters,"  page 
very  divergent  views 
cians  on  the  question 
Clifton's  answer  to  the  *  Monkey  and  Weight 
Problem.'  It  is  very  curious  the  different 
views  taken  by  good  mathematicians.  Price 
says  the  weight  goes  up,  with  increasing 
velocity  ;  Clifton  (and  Harcourt)  that  it  goes 
up  at  the  same  rate  as  the  monkey ;  while 
Sampson  says  that  it  goes  down."  The 
opinion   hastily   arrived  at   by  most   people 
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(who  overlook  the  point  of  the 
centre  of  gravity)  is  that  givt^n 
by  a  correspondent  quoted  in 
"The  Lewis  Carroll  Picture 
Book,"  page  268,  that  "the 
weight  remains  stationar}^" 
Our  friend,  the  man  in  the 
street,  generally  settles  the 
matter  to  his  own  satisfaction 
in  a  very  few  minutes,  but  it  is 
really  much  more  complex  and 
difficult  than  he  supposes.  Il 
is  not  very  hard  to  arrive  at 
an  answer  theoretically  if  you 
eliminate  such  things  as  fric- 
tional  resistances,  inertia  of 
pulley,  weight  of  rope, 
initial  impulse,  air  resist- 
ances, and  so  on,  and  the 
solution  will  depend  on 
which  of  these  things  you 
ignore.  But  when  you 
have  to  deal  with  a  live 
monkey  and  a  rope  and 
pulley  of  which  you  know 
nothing,  the  conditions 
are  such  that  it  is  not 
possible  to  give  an  answer 
to  the  question.  Mechanical  contrivances 
have  been  devised  to  try  to  settle  the  question, 
but  the  results  are  not  satisfactory,  for,  to 
take  only  one  point,  a  clockwork  apparatus 
will  ascend  with  a  steady  motion  that  cannot 
be  expected  of  any  monkey. 

Here  is  a  little  tangle  that  is  perpetually 
cropping  up  in  various  guises.  A  cyclist 
bought  a  bicycle  for  fifteen  pounds  and 
gave  in  payment  a  cheque  for  twenty-five 
pounds.  The  seller  went  to  a  neighbouring 
shopkeeper  and  got  him  to  change  the  cheque 
for  him,  and  the  cyclist, 
having  received  his  ten 
pounds  change,  mounted 
the  machine  and  dis- 
ap[)eared.  The  cheque 
proved  to  be  valueless, 
and  the  salesman  was  re- 
quested by  his  neighbour 
to  refund  the  amount  he 
had  received.  To  do 
this,  he  was  compelled  to 
borrow  the  twenty- five 
pounds  from  a  friend, 
as  the  cyclist  forgot  to 
leave  his  address,  and 
could  not  be  found. 
Now,  as  the  bicycle 
cost  the  salesman  eleven 
pounds,     how    much 


pounds, 


FIG.    XO. — WHAT  WILL    HAPPEN    IF  THE   MONKEY 
CLIMBS  THE  ROPE? 


money  did  he  lose  altogether  ?  People 
give  all  sorts  of  absurd  answers  to 
this  question,  and  yet  it  is  perfectly 
simple  if  one  just  considers  that  the 
salesman  cannot  possibly  have   lost 
more  than  the  cyclist  actually  stole. 
The  latter  rode  away  with  a  bicycle 
which    cost     the    salesman    eleven 
pount  Isj  and  the  ten  pounds  "change  " ; 
ho  thvis  made  off  with  twenty -one 
in  exchange   for   a   worth- 
less bit  of  paper.     This  is 
the  exact  amount  of  the 
salesman's   loss,  and   the 
other  operations  of  chang- 
ing the  cheque  and  bor- 
rowing from  a  friend  do 
not  affect  the  question  in 
the  slightest.     The  loss  of 
prospective  profit  on  the 
sale  of  the  bicycle  is,  of 
course,  not  direct  loss  of 
money  out  of  pocket 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that 
the  answers  always  given  to 
some  of  the  best -known 
puzzles  that  appear  in 
every  little  book  of  fire- 
side recreations  that  has  been  published  for  the 
last  fifty  or  a  hundred  years  are  either  quite 
unsatisfactory  or  clearly  wrong.  Yet  nobody 
ever  seems  to  detect  their  faults.  Here  is  an 
example  :  "  The  Sheep  Fold."  A  farmer  had 
a  pen  made  of  fifty  hurdles,  capable  of  holding 
a  hundred  sheep  only.  Supposing  he  wanted 
to  make  it  sufficiently  large  to  hold  double  that 
number,  how  many  additional  hurdles  must  he 
have?  I  will  leave  the  reader  to  examine  this 
simple  question  for  himself.  Here  is  another 
old  friend:  "The  Puzzle  Wall"  (Fig.  11). 
There  was  a  small  lake, 
around  which  four  poor 
men  built  their  cottages. 
Four  rich  men  afterwards 
built  their  mansions,  as 
shown  in  the  illustration, 
and  they  wished  to  have 
the  lake  to  themselves,  so 
they  instructed  a  builder 
to  put  up  the  shortest  f>os- 
sible  wall  that  would  ex- 
clude the  cottagers,  but 
give  themselves  free 
access  to  the  lake.  How 
was  the  wall  to  be  built  ? 
(The  correct  answers 
to  the  last  two  little 
puzzles  will  appear  in 
our  next  number.) 


BUILD  A  WALL   TO  SHUT  OFF  THE  COTTAGF^ 
FROM   THE   LAKE. 
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A  STORY   FOR   CHILDREN. 
CHAPTER   V. 

THE    SECRET    PANEL. 

HERE  shall  we  hide  him?" 
Elfrida  asked,  impatiently. 

Cousin    Bet,    fired    by 
Elfrida's     enthusiasm, 
jumped   up    and    began    to 
finger     the     carved    flowers 
above  the  chimneypiece. 

"  The  secret  room,"  she  said  ;  "  but  slip 
the  bolt  to  and  turn  the  key  in  the  lock." 

Elfrida  locked  the  room  door,  and  turned 
to  see  the  carved  mantelpiece  open  like  a 
cupboard. 

Then  Elfrida  flew  to  the  window  and  set 
back  the  casement  quite  wide,  and  in  climbed 
the  beautiful  gentleman  and  stood  there,  very 
handsome  and  tall,  bowing  to  Miss  Betty, 
who  sank  on  her  knees  and  kissed  the  wliite, 
jewelled  hand  he  held  out. 

"Quick!"  said  Elfrida.  "Get  into  the 
hole." 

"  There  are  stairs,"  said  Betty,  snatching  a 
candle  in  its  silver  candlestick  and  holding  it 
high. 

The  Chevalier  St.  George  sprang  to  a 
chair,  got  his  knee  on  the  mantelpiece,  and 
went  into  the  hole,  just  as  Alice  goes  through 
the  looking-glass  in  Mr.  Tenniel's  picture. 
Betty  handed  him  the  candle,  which  his 
white  hand  reached  down  to  take.  Then 
Elfrida  jumped  on  the  chair  and  shut  the 
panel,  leaped  down,  and  opened  the  room 
door  just  as  the  maid  reached  its  other  side 
with  the  supper-tray. 

When  the  cousins  were  alone  Bet  threw 
her  arms  round  Elfrida. 

be     afraid,     little    cousin,"    she 


arms 

"  Don't 
whispered  ;    "  your  Cousin  Bet  will  see  that 
no  harm  comes  to  you  from  this  adventure." 

"  Well,  I  do  think ! "  said  Elfrida,  getting 
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out  of  the  embrace  most  promptly,  "  when  it 
was  me  let  him  in,  and  you'd  have  screamed 
the  house  down  if  I  hadn't  stopped  you " 

"Stop  chattering,  child,"  said  Bet,  draw- 
ing a  distracted  hand  over  her  pretty  fore- 
head, "and  let  me  set  my  wits  to  work,  how 
I  may  serve  my  King.'' 

"  /,"  said  Elfrida,  scornfully,  "  should  give 
him  something  to  eat  and  see  that  his  bed's 
aired  ;  but  I  suppose  that  would  be  too 
vulgar  and  common  for  you." 

by  E.  Ncsbit-Bland.  ^ 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


586 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


The  two  looked  at  each  other  across  the 
untasted  supper. 

"  Impertinent  chit,"  said  Bet 

"  Chit  yourself,"  retorted  Elfrida.. 

Then  she  laughed. 

"Come,  Cousin  Bet,"  she  .said;  "your 
uncle's  away  and  you're  grown  up.  I'll  tell 
you  what  to  do.  You  just  be  wise  and 
splendid,  so  that  your  portrait'll  be  in  the 
illustrated  Christmas  numbers  in  white  satin 
and  an  anxious  expression.  *  The  saviour  of 
her  King  '—that's  what  it'll  say." 

"  Don't  wander  in  your  speech,  child," 
said  Cousin  Bet,  pressing  her  hand  to  her 
brow ;  "I've  enough  to  distract  me  without 
that.  And  if  you  desire  to  ask  my  pardon, 
do  so." 

"  Oh,  well,  I  beg  your  pardon — there  !  " 
said  Elfrida,  with  extreme  irritation.  "  Now 
perhaps  you'll  give  your  King  something  to 
eat" 

"  Climb  into  that  hole— with  a  tray  ?  And 
the  servants,  perhaps,  coming  in  any  minute  ? 
What  would  you  say  to  them  if  they  did  ?  " 

"All  right,  then,  Fll  go,"  said  Elfrida, 
only  too  glad  of  the  chance. 

Bet  touched  the  secret  spring,  and  when 
Elfrida  had  climbed  into  the  dark  hole — 
which  she  did  quite  easily — handed  her  the 
supper-tray. 

"  Oh,  bother,"  said  Elfrida,  setting  it  down 
at  her  feet  with  great  promptness.  "  It's  too 
heavy.  He'll  have  to  come  down  and  fetch 
it  Give  me  a  candle  and  shut  the  panel, 
and  tell  me  which  way  to  go." 

"To  the  right  and  up  the  steps.  Be  sure  you 
kneel  and  kiss  his  hand  before  you  say  a  word." 

Elfrida  reached  down  for  the  candle  in  its 
silver  candlestick,  the  panel  clicked  into 
place,  and  she  stood  there  among  the  cob- 
webby shadows  of  the  secret  passage,  the 
light  in  her  hand  and  the  tray  at  her  feet 

"  It's  only  a  Mouldiwarp  magic  adventure," 
she  said,  to  hearten  herself,  turned  to  the 
right,  and  went  up  the  stairs.  They  were 
steep  and  narrow.  At  the  top  she  saw  the 
long,  light  line  of  a  slightly-opened  door. 
To  knock  seemed  unwise.  Instead,  she  spoke 
softly,  her  lips  against  the  line  of  light 

"  It's  me,"  she  said,  and  instantly  the  door 
opened  and  the  beautiful  gentleman  stood 
before  her. 

The  secret  room  had  a  little  furniture— a 
couch,  a  table,  chairs — all  old-fashioned,  and 
their  shapes  showed  beautiful,  even  in  the 
dim  light  of  the  two  candles. 

"  Your  supper,"  said  Elfrida,  "is  at  the 
bottom  of  the  stairs.  The  tray  was  too  heavy 
for  me.     Do  you  mind  fetching  it  up  ?  " 


"  If  you'll  show  me  a  light,"  he  said,  and 
went. 

"  You'll  stay  and  eat  with  me  ?  "  said  he, 
when  she  had  lighted  him  back  to  the  secret 
room  and  he  had  set  the  tray  on  the  table. 

"  I  mustn't,"  said  Elfrida.  "  Cousin  Bet's 
such  a  muff;  she  wouldn't  know  where  to 
say  I  was  if  the  servants  came  in.  Oh,  I 
say  !  I'm  so  sorry  I  forgot  She  told  me  to 
kneel  and  kiss  your  hand  before  I  said  any- 
thing about  supper.     I'll  do  it  now." 

"  Nay,"  said  he ;  "  I'll  kiss  thy  cheek,  little 
lady,  and  drink  a  health  to  him  who  shall 
kiss  thy  lips  when  thou'rt  seventeen  and  I 
am — what  was  it — five  hundred  ?  " 

"Two  hundred  and  thirty,"  said  Elfrida, 
returning  his  kiss  cordially. 

"The  absent  tray  will  betray  you,"  said 
he,  taking  food  and  wine  from  it  and  setting 
them  on  the  table.  "  Now  I  will  carry  this 
down  again.  You  have  all  the  courage,  but 
not  quite  the  cunning,  of  a  conspirator." 

"  How  long  are  you  going  to  stay  here  ?  " 
Elfrida  asked.  "  I  suppose  you're  escaping 
from  someone  or  something,  like  in 
history  ?  " 

"  I  shall  not  stay  long,"  he  said.  "If 
anyone  should  ask  you  if  you  have  seen  the 
King,  what  would  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  should  say  *  no,'  "  said  Elfrida,  boldly. 
"  You  see,  I  can't  possibly  know  that  you're 
the  King.  You  just  say  so,  that's  all. 
Perhaps  really  you  aren't" 

"  Exquisite  !  "  said  he.  "  So  you  don't 
believe  me  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do  ! "  said  Elfrida ;  "  but  I 
needn't,  you  know." 

"  S'life  !  "  he  said.  "  But  I  wish  I  were. 
There'd  be  a  coronet  for  somebody." 

"  You  wish  you  were " 

"  Safely  away,  my  little  lady.  And  as  for 
coronets,  the  jewels  are  safe.  See,  I  have 
set  them  in  the  cupboard  in  the  comer." 

Then  he  carried  down  the  tray,  and 
Elfrida,  who  was  very  hungry,  tried  to  per- 
suade Bet  that  she  must  eat,  if  only  to  keep 
up  her  strength  for  the  deeds  of  daring  that 
might  want  doing  at  any  moment 

But  Bet  declared  that  she  could  not  eat  ; 
the  least  morsel  would  choke  her.  And  as 
for  going  to  bed,  she  was  assuring  her  cousin 
that  she  knew  her  duty  to  her  King  better 
than  that,  and  that  she  would  defend  her 
Sovereign  with  her  life,  if  need  were,  when 
her  loyal  ecstasies  were  suddenly  interrupted. 

For  the  quiet  of  the  night  was  broken  by 
a  great  knocking  at  the  castle  door  and  the 
heavy  voice  of  a  man  crying : — 

"  Open,  in  the  Queen's  name  !  " 
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"They've  come  for 
him  !  All  is  lost !  We 
are  betrayed !  What 
shall  we  do  ?  " 

"i5:a/,"said  Elfrida; 
"eat  for  your  life." 

She  pushed  Bet  into 
a  chair  and  thrust  a 
plate  before  her,  put 
a  chunk  of  meat- pie 
on  her  plate  and  an- 
other on  her  own. 

"  Ciet  your  mouth 
full,"  she  whispered, 
filling  her  own  as  she 
spoke  —  "  so  full  you 
can't  speak — it'll  give 
you  time  to  think." 

And  then  the  door 
opened,  and  in  a 
moment  the  room  was 
full  of  gentlemen  in 
riding  dress,  with  very 
stern  faces.  And  they 
all  had  swords. 

Betty,  with  her 
mouth  quite  full,  was 
trying  not  to  look 
towards  the  panel. 

Elfrida,  whose  mouth 
was  equally  full, 
looked  at  the  gentle- 
man who  seemed  to 
be  leading  the  others, 
and  remarked : — 

"  This  is  a  nice 
time  of  night  to  come 
knocking  people 
up!" 

"  All  hours  are  alike 
to  a  loyal  subject," 
said  a  round,  fat,  blue- 
eyed  gentleman  in  a 
green  suit.  "  Have  you 
any  strangers  under 
your  roof  to-night  ? ' 

"Oh!"    cried.  Bet,   "all   is  lost!" 

The    gentlemen    exchanged   glances 
crowded  round  her. 

"  You  have  a  stranger  here  ?  "  they  asked  ; 
and  "  Where  is  he  ?"  and  "  You  cannot  refuse 
to  give  him  up." 

"  My  heart  told  me  so,"  cried  Bet.  "  I 
knew  it  was  he  you  were  seeking,"  and  with 
that  she  fainted  elegantly  into  the  arms  of 
the  nearest  gentleman. 

"  Ask  the  child — children  and  fools  speak 
the  truth,"  said  the  fat,  blue-eyed  gentleman. 

Elfrida  found  herself  suddenly  lifted  on  to 


NOW,"   SAID   A    DOZEN    VOICES,    *  THE  TRUTH,    LITTLE  MISS."' 


and 


the  table,  from  which  she  could  see  over  the 
heads  of  the  gentlemen  who  stood  all  round 
her.  She  could  see  Bet  reclining  on  the  sofa, 
and  the  open  door  with  servants  crowding  in 
it,  all  eyes  and  ears. 

"  Now,"  said  a  dozen  voices,  "  the  truth, 
little  miss." 

"  What  do  you  want  to  know  ?  "  she 
asked,  and,  in  a  much  lower  tone,  "  I  shan't 
tell  you  anything  unless  you  send  the  servants 
away." 

The  door  was  closed  and  the  truth  was 
asked  for  again. 
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"If  you'll  only  tell  me  what  you  want  to 
know,"  she  repeated. 

"  Does  any  stranger  lie  here  to-night." 

"  No,"  said  Elfrida.  She  knew  that  the 
beautiful  gentleman  in  the  secret  chamber 
was  not  lying  down,  but  sitting  to  his  supper. 

"  But  Miss  Arden  said  *  All  is  lost,'  and 
she  knew  'twas  he  whom  we  sought." 

''  Well,"  Elfrida  carefully  explained,  "  it's 
like  this.  You  see,  we  were  robbed  by  a 
highwayman  to-day,  and  I  think  that  upset 
my  cousin.  She's  rather  easily  upset,  I'm 
afraid." 

"  Very  easily,"  several  voices  agreed  ;  and 
someone  added  that  it  was  a  hare-brained 
business. 

"The  shortest  way's  the  best,"  said  the 
plum-coloured  gentleman.  "  Is  Sir  Edward 
Talbot  here?" 

"  No,  he  isn't,"  said  Elfrida,  downrightly  ; 
"  and  1  don't  believe  you've  got  any  business 
coming  into  people's  houses  and-  frightening 
other  people  into  fits,  and  I  shall  tell  Lord 
Arden  when  he  comes  home." 

"  Zooks  !  "  someone  cried,  "  the  child's 
got  a  spirit ;  and  she's  right,  too,  strike  me 
if  she  isn't." 

"  If,"  said  Elfrida,  "  you  think  your 
Talbot's  playing  hide-and-seek  here,,  and  if 
he's  done  anything  wrong,  you  can  look  for 
him  if  you  like.  But  I  don't  believe  .Lord 
Arden  will  like  it.  That's  all.  I  should 
like  to  get  down  on  to  the  floor,  if  you 
please ! " 

I  don't  know  whether  Elfrida  would  have 
had  the  courage  to  say  all  this  if  she  had  not 
remembered  that  this  was  history  times,  and 
not  now-times.  But  the  gentlemen  seemed 
delighted  with  her  bravery. 

They  lifted  her  gently  down,  and,  with 
many  apologies  for  having  discommoded  the 
ladies,  they  went  out  of  the  room  and  out  of 
the  castle.  Through  the  window  Elfrida 
heard  their  voices  and  the  clatter  and 
stamp  of  their  horses'  hoofs  as  they  mounted 
and  rode  off,  laughing  heartily. 

She  could  not  bear  to  go  back  into  her 
own  time  without  seeing  the  end  of  the 
adventure.  So  she  went  to  bed  in  a  large 
four-poster,  with  Cousin  Bet  for  company. 
The  fainting  fit  lasted  exactly  as  long  as  the 
strange  gentlemen  were  in  the  house,  which 
was  very  convenient. 

Elfrida  got  up  very  early  in  the  morning 
and  went  down  into  the  parlour.  She  had 
meant  to  go  and  see  how  the  King  was,  and 
whether  he  wanted  his  shaving-water  first 
thing,  as  her  daddy  used  to  do.  But  it  was 
so  very,  very  early  that  she  decided  that  it 


would  be  better  to  wait  a  little.  The  King 
might  be  sleepy,  and  sleepy  people  were  not 
always  grateful,  she  knew,  for  early  shaving- 
water. 

So  she  went  out  into  the  fields  where  the 
dew  was  grey  on  the  grass,  and  up  on  to 
Arden  Knoll.  And  she  stood  there  and 
heard  the  skylarks.  And  presently  she  saw 
two  figures  coming  across  the  fields  from 
where  the  spire  of  Arden  Church  rose  out  of 
the  tops  of  trees  as  round  and  green  as  the 
best  double-curled  parsley.  And  one  of  the 
gentlemen  wore  a  green  coat  and  the  other 
a  purple  coat,  and  she  thought  to  herself  how 
convenient  it  was  to  recognise  people  half  a 
mile  away  by  the  colour  of  their  clothes. 

Quite  plainly  they  were  going  to  the 
castle — so  she  went  down  too,  and  met  them 
at  the  ga'te  with  a  civil  "  Good  morning." 

"You  are  no  lie-abed,  at  least,"  said  the 
green  gentleman.  "  And  so  no  stranger  lay 
at  Arden  last  night,  eh  ?  " 

Elfrida  found  this  difficult  to  answer.  No 
doubt  the  King  had  lain — was  probably  still 
lying — in  the  secret  chamber.  But  was  he  a 
stranger  ?     No,  of  course  he  wasn't.     So— 

"  No,"  she  said. 

And  then  through  the  open  window  ol 
the  parlour  came,  very  unexpectedly  and 
suddenly,  a  leg  in  a  riding  boot,  then  another 
leg,  and  then  the  whole  of  the  beautiful 
gentleman  stood  in  front  of  them. 

"  So-ho  ! "  he  said.  "  Speak  softly,  for  the 
servants  are  not  yet  about." 

"They  are;'  said  Elfrida,  "only  they're  at 
the  back.  Creep  along  under  the  wall ;  you 
will  get  away  without  their  seeing  you  then." 

"Always  a  wonderful  counsellor,"  said 
the  beautiful  gentleman,  bowing  gracefully. 
"Come  with  us,  little  maid.  I  have  no 
secrets  from  thee." 

So  they  all  crept  along  close  to  the  castle 
wall  to  that  corner  from  which,  between  two 
shoulders  of  down,  you  can  see  the  sea. 
There  they  stopped. 

"  And  the  wager's  mine,"  said  the  beauti- 
ful gentleman,  "  for  all  you  tried  to  spoil  it. 
That  was  not  in  the  bond,  T^^itzgerald,  enter- 
ing Arden  at  night  at  nine  of  the  clock,  to 
ferret  me  out  like  a  pack  of  hounds  after 
Reynard." 

"There  was  nothing  barred,"  said  the 
green  gentleman.  "  We  tried  waylaying  you 
on  the  road,  but  you  were  an  hour  early." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  beautiful  gentleman,  "  put- 
ting back  clocks  is  easy  work.  And  the 
ostler  at  the  Bull  loves  a  handsome  wager 
nigh  as  well  as  he  loves  a  guinea." 

"  I   do  wish  you'd  explain,"  said  Elfrida, 
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almost  stamping  with  curiosity  and  im- 
patience. 

"And  so  I  will,  my  pretty,"  said  he, 
laughing. 

"Aren't  you  the  King?  You  said  you 
were." 

"Nay,  nay — not  so  fast.  I  asked  thee 
what  thou  wouldst  say  if  I  told  you  I  was 
King  James." 

"  Then  who  are  you  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Plain  Edward  Talbot,  Baronet,  at  your 
ladyship's  service,"  he  said,  with  another  of 
his  fine  bows. 

"But  I  don't  understand;'  she  said ;  ''do 
tell  me  all  about  it  from  the  beginning."  So 
he  told  her,  and  the  other  gentlemen  stood 
by,  laughing. 

"  The  other  night  I  was  dining  with  Mr. 
Fitzgerald  here,  and  the  talk  turned  on  high- 
way robbery,  and  on  Arden  Castle  here, 
with  other  matters.  And  these  gentlemen, 
with  others  of  the  party,  laid  me  a  wager — 
five  hundred  guineas  it  was — that  I  would 
not  rob  a  coach.  I  took  the  wager.  And  I 
wagered  beside  that  I  would  rob  a  coach  of 
the  Arden  jewels,  and  that  I  would  lie  a 
night  at  Arden  beside,  and  no  one  should 
know  my  name  there.  And  I  have  done 
both,  and  won  my  wager.  I  am  but  newly 
come  home  from  foreign  parts,  so  your 
cousin  could  not  know  my  face.  But, 
zounds,  child !  had  it  not  been  for  thee  I 
had  lost  my  wager.  I  counted  on  Miss 
Arden's  help  —  and  a  pale-faced,  fainting, 
useless  fine  lady  I  should  have  found  her. 
But  thou — thou'rt  a  girl  in  a  thousand.  And 
I'll  buy  thee  the  finest  fairing  I  can  find  next 
time  I  go  to  London.  We  are  all  friends. 
Tell  pretty  miss  to  hold  that  tongue  of  hers, 
and  none  shall  hear  the  tale  from  us." 

"But  all  these  gentlemen  coming  last 
night.     All  the  servants  know." 

"The  gentlemen  came,  no  doubt,  to 
protect  Miss  Arden,  in  case  the  villainous 
highwayman  should  have  hidden  behind  the 
window  curtain.  Oh,  but  the  wise  child  it 
is — has  a  care  for  every  weak  point  in  our 
armour ! " 

Then  he  told  his  friends  the  whole  of  the 
adventure,  and  they  laughed  very  merrily,  for 
all  they  had  lost  their  wager,  and  went 
home  to  breakfast  across  the  dewy  fields. 

"  It's  nice  of  him  to  think  me  brave  and  all 
that,"  Elfrida  told  herself ;  "  but  I  do  wish 
he'd  really  been  the  King." 

When  she  had  told  Betty  what  had  hap- 
pened everything  seemed  suddenly  to  be  not 
worth  while ;  she  did  not  feel  as  though  she 
cared  to  stay  any  longer  in  that  part  of  the 


past — so  she  ran  upstairs,  through  the  attic 
and  the  pigeon -noises,  back  into  her  own 
times,  and  went  down  and  found  Edred  sitting 
on  the  second-hand  of  the  daisy-clock;  and 
he  did  not  believe  she  had  been  away  at  all. 
For  all  the  time  she  had  been  away  seemed 
no  time  to  him,  because  he  had  been  sitting 
on  that  second-hand. 

So  when  the  Mouldiwarp  told  them  to  go 
along  in,  they  went ;  and  the  way  they  went 
was  not  in,  but  out,  and  round  under  the 
castle  wall  to  the  comer  from  which  you  could 
see  the  sea.  And  there  they  lay  on  the  warm 
grass,  and  Elfrida  told  Edred  the  whole  story, 
and  at  first  he  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it. 

"  But  it's  true,  I  tell  you,"  said  she.  "  You 
don't  suppose  I  should  make  up  a  whole  tale 
like  that,  do  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Edred.  "  Of  course,  you're 
not  clever  enough.  But  you  might  have  read 
it  in  a  book." 

"Well,  I  didn't,"  said  Elfrida,  "so  there  I  " 

"  If  it  was  really  true,  you  might  have  come 
back  for  me.  You  know  how  I've  always 
wanted  to  meet  a  highwayman — you  know 
you  do." 

"  How  could  I  come  back  ?  How  was  I 
to  get  off  the  horse  and  run  home  and  get  in 
among  the  chests  and  the  pigeon-noises  and 
come  out  here  and  take  you  back?  The 
highwayman — Talbot,  I  mean — would  have 
been  gone  long  before  we  got  back." 
•  "No,  he  wouldn't," said  Edred,  obstinately. 
"  You  forget  I  was  sitting  on  the  clock  and 
stopping  it.  There  wasn't  any  time  while 
you  were  gone — if  you  were  gone." 

"There  was  with  w<f,"  said  Elfrida.  "  Don't 
you  see " 

"  There  wouldn't  have  been  if  you'd  come 
back  where  I  was,"  Edred  interrupted. 

"  How  can  you  be  so  aggravating  ? " 
Elfrida  found  suddenly  that  she  was  losing 
her  temper.  "You  cafit  be  as  stupid  as 
that,  really." 

"  Oh,  can't  I  ?  "  said  Edred.  "  I  can, 
though,  if  I  like.  And  stupider — much 
stupider,"  he  added,  darkly.     "  You  wait." 

"  Edred,"  said  his  sister,  slowly  and  fer- 
vently, "  sometimes  I  feel  as  if  I  must  shake 
you." 

"  You  daren't !  "  said  Edred. 

"  Do  you  dare  me  to  ?  " 

"  Yes;'  said  Edred,  fiercely. 

Of  course,  you  are  aware  that  after  that,  by 
all  family  laws,  Elfrida  was  obliged  to  shake 
him.  She  did,  and  burst  into  tears.  He 
looked  at  her  for  a  moment  and — but  no — 
tears  are  unmanly.  I  would  not  betray  the 
weaknesses  of  my  hero.     Let  us  draw  a  veil, 
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"bi.frida  was  obucbd  to  shakb  him." 

or  take  a  turn  round  the  castle  and  come 
back  to  them  presently. 

It  is  just  as  well  that  we  went  away  when 
we  did,  for  we  really  turned  our  backs  on  a 
most  unpleasant  scene.  And  now  that  we 
come  back  to  them,  though  they  are  still  cry- 
ing, Elfrida  is  saying  that  she  is  very  sorry. 

"Oh,  all  right,"  he  says,  "Tm  sorry  too. 
There !  But  us  saying  weVe  sorry  won't 
make  us  unquarrel.  That's  the  worst  of  it. 
We  sha'n't  be  able  to  find  The  Door  for 
three  days  now.  1  do  wish  we  hadn't.  It  zs 
sickening." 

**  Never  mind,"  said  Elfrida ;  "  we  didn't 
have  a  real  I'll-never-speak-to-you-again-you- 
see-if-I-do  quarrel,  did  we  ?  " 

**  I  don't  suppose  it  matters  what  sort  of 
quarrel  you  have,"  said  the  boy,  in  gloom. 
*'  Look  here — I'll  tell  you  what — you  tell  me 
all  about  it  over  again  and  I'll  try  to  believe 
you.   I  really  will,  on  the  honour  of  an  Arden." 


So  she  told  him  all  over  again. 
"  And  where,"  said  Edred,  when  she  had 
quite    finished,    "  where    did    you   put    the 
jewels  ?  " 

"  I — they — he  put  them  in  the  comer  cup- 
board in  the  secret  room,"  said  Elfrida. 

*'  l(  you'd  taken  me  and  not  been  in  such 
a  hurry— no,  Tm  not  quarrelling,  I'm  only 
reasoning  with  you 
like  Aunt  Edith— if 
/*d  been  there  I 
should  have  buried 
those  jewels  some- 
where and  then  come 
back  for  me,  and 
we'd  have  dug  them 
r  up,    and    been    rich 

-   "      beyond  the  dreams  of 
— what  do  you  call  it" 
"  But  I  never  told 
Betty  where  they  were. 
Perhaps  they're  there 
now.      Let's  go  and 
look." 
"  If  they  are,"  said  he,  "  I'll 
believe     everything     you've 
been     telling     me     without 
trying  at  all." 

"You'll   have   to  do   that 
if  there's  a  secret  room,  won't  you  ?  " 

"TVaps/'said  Edred;  "let's  go  and  see. 
I  expect  1  sh:ill  have  got  a  headache  pre- 
sently. You  didn't  ought  to  have  shaken 
mc,  Mrs.  Htmeysett  says  it's  very  bad  for 
people  to  be  shaken — it  mixes  up  their  brains 
inside  their  heads  so  that  they  ache,  and 
you're  stupid.  I  expect  that's  what  made  you 
say  I  was  stupid." 

"Oh,  dear,"  said  Elfrida,  despairingly. 
"You  know  that  was  before  I  shook  you, 
and  I  did  say  I  was  sorry." 

"  I  know  it  was,  but  it  comes  to  the  same 
thing.  Come  on — let's  have  a  squint  at  your 
old  secret  room." 

But,  unfortunately,  it  was  now  dinner-time. 
If  you  do  happen  to  know  the  secret  of  a 
carved  panel  with  a  staircase  hidden  away 
behind  it,  you  don't  want  to  tell  that  secret 
lightly — as  though  it  were  the  day  of  the 
week,  or  the  date  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo, 
or  what  nine  times  seven  is — not  even 
to  a  grown-up  so  justly  liked  as  Mrs. 
Honeysett.  And,  besides,  a  hot  beef-steak 
pudding  and  greens  do  not  seem  to  go 
well  with  the  romances  of  old  days.  To 
have  looked  for  the  spring  of  that  panel 
while  that  dinner  smoked  on  the  board 
would  have  been  as  unseemly  as  to  try  on 
a  new  gold  crown  over  curl-papers.     Elfrida 
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felt  this.  And  Edred  did  not  more  than  half 
believe  in  the  secret,  anyway.  And,  besides, 
he  was  very  hungry. 

"  Wait  till  afterwards,"  was  what  they  said 
to  each  other  in  whispers,  while  Mrs.  Honey- 
sett  was  changing  the  plates. 

"You  do  do  beautiful  cooking,"  Edred 
remarked,  as  the  gooseberry  pie  was  cut 
open  and  revealed  its  chrysoprase- coloured 
contents. 

"  You  do  the  beautiful  eating  then,"  said 
Mrs.  Honeysett,  "  and  you  be  quick  about  it. 
You  ain't  got  into  no  mischief  this  morning, 
have  you?  You  look  as  though  butter 
wouldn't  melt  in  either  of  your  mouths,  and 
that's  always  a  sign  of  something  being  up 
with  most  children." 

"  No,  indeed  we  haven't,"  said  Elfrida, 
earnestly,  "and  we  don't  mean  to  either. 
And  our  looking  like  that's  only  because  we 
brushed  our  hairs  with  wet  brushes,  most 
likely.  It  does  make  you  look  good,  some- 
how ;  I've  often  noticed  it" 

"  I've  been  flying  round  this  morning," 
Mrs.  Honeysett  went  on,  "  so  as  to  get  down 
to  my  sister's  for  a  bit  this  afternoon.  She's 
not  so  well  again,  poor  old  dear,  and  I  might 
be  kept  late.  But  my  niece  Emily's  coming 
up  to  take  charge.  She's  a  nice  lively  young 
girl ;  she'll  get  you  your  teas,  and  look  after 
you  as  nice  as  nice.  Now  don't  you  go  doing 
anything  what  you  wouldn't  if  I  was  behind 
of  you,  will  you  ?     That's  dears." 

Nothing  could  have  happened  better. 
Both  children  felt  that  Emily,  being  a  young 
girl,  would  be  more  easy  to  manage  than 
Mrs.  Honeysett.  As  soon  as  they  were 
alone  they  talked  it  over  comfortably,  and 
decided  that  the  best  thing  to  do  would  be 
to  ask  Emily  if  she  would  go  down  to  the 
station  and  see  if  there  was  a  parcel  there  for 
Master  Arden  or  Miss  Arden. 

"And  if  there  isn't,"  Elfrida  giggled, 
"we'll  say  she'd  better  wait  till  it  comes. 
We'll  run  down  and  fetch  her  as  soon  as 
we've  explored  the  secret  chamber." 

"  I  say,"  Edred  remarked,  thoughtfully, 
"we  haven't  bothered  much  about  finding 
the  treasure,  have  we?  I  thought  that  was 
what  we  were  ^ovag  into  history  for." 

"  Now,  Edred,"  said  his  sister,  "  you  know 
very  well  we  didn't  go  into  history  on  purpose." 

"No— but,"  said  Edred,  "we  ought  to 
have.  Suppose  the  treasure  is  really  these 
jewels.  We'd  sell  them  and  rebuild  Arden 
Castle  like  it  used  to  be,  wouldn't  we  ?  " 

"  We'd  give  Auntie  Edith  a  few  jewels,  I 
think,  wouldn't  we  ?  She  is  such  a  dear,  you 
know." 


"  Yes  ;  she  should  have  first  choice.  I  do 
believe  we're  on  the  brink,  and  I  feel  just 
exactly  like  as  if  something  real  was  going  to 
happen — not  in  history,  but  here  at  Arden — 
Now- Arden." 

"  I  do  hope  we  find  the  jewels,"  said 
Elfrida.  "  Oh,  I  do !  And  I  do  hope  we 
manage  the  lively  young  girl  all  right." 

Mrs.  Honeysett's  best  dress  was  a  nice 
bright  red — the  kind  of  colour  you  can  see  a 
long  way  off.  They  watched  it  till  it  dis- 
appeared round  a  shoulder  of  the  downs,  and 
then  set  about  the  task  of  managing  Emily. 

The  lively  young  girl  proved  quite  easy  to 
manage.  The  idea  of  "  popping  on  her  hat " 
and  running  down  to  the  station  was  naturally 
much  pleasanter  to  her  than  the  idea  of  wash- 
ing the  plates  that  had  been  used  for  beef- 
steak pudding  and  gooseberry  pie,  and  then 
giving  the  kitchen  a  thorough  scrub  out — 
which  was  the  way  Mrs.  Honeysett  had  meant 
her  to  spend  the  afternoon. 

Her  best  dress — she  had  slipped  the  skirt 
over  her  print  gown  so  as  to  look  smart  as 
she  came  up  through  the  village — was  a 
vivid  violet,  another  good  distance  colour. 
It  also  was  watched  till  it  dipped  into  the 
lane. 

"And  now,"  cried  Elfirida,  "we're  all 
alone,  aixd  we  can  explore  the  great  secret !  " 

"But  suppose  somebody  comes,"  said 
Edred,  "and  interrupts,  and  finds  it  out, 
and  grabs  the  jewels,  and  all  is  lost.  There's 
tramps,  you  know,  and  gipsy-women  with 
baskets." 

"  Yes — or  a  drink  of  water,  or  to  ask  the 
time.  I'll  tell  you  what— we'll  lock  up  the 
doors,  back  and  front." 

They  did.  But  even  this  did  not  satisfy 
the  suddenly  cautious  Edred. 

"  The  parlour  door,  too,"  he  said. 

So  they  locked  the  parlour  door,  and 
Elfrida  put  the  key  in  a  safe  place,  "  for  fear 
of  accidents,"  she  said.  I  do  not  at  all  know 
what  she  meant,  and  when  she  came  to  think 
it  over 'later  she  did  not  know  either.  But 
it  seemed  all  right  at  the  time. 

They  had  provided  themselves  with  a  box 
of  matches*  and  a  candle — and  now  the 
decisive  moment  had  come,  as  they  say  about 
battles. 

Elfrida  fumbled  for  the  secret  spring. 

"  How  does  it  open  ?  "  asked  the  boy. 

"  I'll  show  you  presently,"  said  the  girl. 
She  could  not  show  him  then,  because,  in 
point  of  fact,  she  did  not  know.  She  only 
knew  there  was  a  secret  spring,  and  she  was 
feeling  for  it  with  both  hands  among  the 
carved  wreaths  of  the  panels,  as  she  stood 
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with  one  foot  on  each  of  the  arms  of  a  very 
high  chair — the  only  chair  in  the  room  high 
enough  for  her  to  be  able  to  reach  all  round 
the  panel.  Suddenly  something  clicked  and 
the  secret  door  flew  open — she  just  had  time 
to  jump  to  the  floor,  or  it  would  have  knocked 
her  down. 

Then  she  climbed  up  again  and  got  into 
the  hole,  and  Edred  handed  her  the 
candle. 

"  Where's  the  matches  ?  "  she  asked. 

"In  my  pocket,"  said  he,  firmly.  "  Pm 
not  going  to  have  you  starting  off  without 
me — again^ 


"  EDRED  AND  THE  BIG  CHAIR  PELL  TO  THE   FLOOR." 


"  Well,  come  on,  then,"  said  Elfrida, 
ignoring  the  injustice  of  this  speech. 

"All  right,"  said  Edred,  climbing  on  the 
chair.     "  How  .does  it  open  ?  " 

He  had  half  closed  the  door,  and  was 
feeling  among  the  carved  leaves,  as  he  had 
seen  her  do. 

"  Oh,  come  on,"  said  Elfrida ;  "  oh — look 
out ! " 

Well  might  she  request  her  careless  brother 
to  look  out.  As  he  reached  up  to  touch 
the  carving  the  chair  tilted,  he  was  jerked 
forward,  caught  at  the  carving  to  save  him- 
self, missed  it,  and  fell  forward  with  all  his 
^  weight  against  the  half-open 
door.  It  shut  with  a  loud 
bang.  Then  a  resounding 
crash  echoed  through  the 
quiet  house  as  Edred  and 
the  big  chair  fell  to  the  floor 
in,  so  to  speak,  each  other's 
arms. 

There  was  a  stricken  pwiuse. 
Then  Elfrida  from  the  other 
side  of  the  panel  beat  upon  it 
with  her  fists  and  shouted  : — 
"  Open  the  door  !  You 
aren't  hurt,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am — very  much," 
said  Edred,  frotn  the  out- 
side of  the  secret  door,  and 
also  from  the  hearthrug. 
"I've  twisted  my  leg  in  the 
knickerbocker  part,  and  I've 
got  a  great  bump  on  my 
head,  and  I  think  I'm  going 
to  be  very  poorly." 

"Well,  open  the  panel 
first,"  said  Elfrida,  rather  un- 
feelingly. But  then  she  was 
alone  in  the  dark  on  the 
other  side  of  the  panel. 

"  I  don't  know  how  to," 
said  Edred,  and  Elfrida 
heard  the  sound  of  someone 
picking  himself  up  from 
among  disordered  furniture. 

"  Feel  among  the  leaves, 
like  I  did,"  she  said;  "it's 
quite  easy.  You'll  soon  find 
it." 

There  was  no  answer  from 
Edred,  only  silence. 


(To  be  continued,) 
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SPvTT^T    may    easily     be 

^  "       '^  imagined    that    the 

profu^sion  (jf  n  con- 

\S^4  ^'  'iJ  tortionist     re^juires 

an  early  start 
a  ]i) ti g  a p [>r(j n t i cc s hip. 
there  arc  certain  contortionists 
in  whom  the  gift  has  suddenly 
revealed  it  self  in  later  lifj. 
Boyston,  of  wliose  extraordi- 
nary exploits  tlic  pictures  ac- 
companying this  article  give 
such  a  striking  and  startling 
idea,  started  life  as  a  tailor. 

These  pictures  give  such  a 
vivid  impression  of  Boyston's  feats  that  further 
description  of  them  is  unnecessary.  He  may 
be  called  one  of  the  kings  of  his  profession. 
But  without  attaining  quite  such  marvellous 
results,  there  are  many  methods  by  whicli  a 
contortionist  can  produce  a  sensation.  One 
startling  exploit  which  sent  a  thrill  through 
the  whole  audience  happened  a  few  weeks 
ago  at  a  theatre  in  Berlin.     A  gentleman  in  a 
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n 


BOYSTON,  "  THK  INPIA  -  KUBBEK 
MKPHISTO,"  ANI>  HIS  WIFE  IN  ONE  OK 
THEIR  MOST  EXTRAOKDINAKY  FEATS. 


dinner  jacket  and  a  tall  hat  ap- 
peared upon  the  stage.  He  was 
walking  backwardfi,  but  never- 
theless h\i>  head  was  facing  the 
audience  and  looking  at  them. 
When  he  had  almost  reached 
the  footlights  the  gentleman, 
without  moving  his  hea.d,  slowly 
turned  hislxick  into  itJi  natural 
(x>sition.  Then  he  saluted  the 
spectators  and  retired.  It  is 
impossible  to  imagine  what  a 
strange  impression  this  phe- 
nomenon produced. 

The  acrobats  of  the  music- 
halls  have  no  end  in  view  except  to  cause 
amusement.  But  supj)ose  one  should  meet 
them  in  ordinary  life  !  Mr.  Berkeley,  the  pro- 
prietor of  a  London  hotel,  was  in  his  office 
about  six  o'clock  one  evening  when  he  heard 
a  knock  at  his  door,  while  a  voice,  which 
seemed  to  express  pain,  cried  "  Open  !  "  Mr. 
Berkeley  obeyed,  but  a  cry  of  horror  escaped 
him,  and  he  almost  fell  backwards.  He  saw 
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before  him,  rolling  on  the  ground, 
topsy-turvy,  a  kind  of  human  ball, 
which  vva^  walkiaig  upon  its  hands, 
with  the  head  twi;>ted  round,  eyes 
protruding,  and  neck  contorted. 

"I  did  not  wish  to  alarm  my 
neighbours/'  gasped  this  extra- 
ordinary l>ei ng— it  was  a  con- 
tortionist from  a  circus,  who 
had  been  practicing  in  his  runni 
—  "but  I  cannot  unhook  my 
leg  from  behind  my  neck,  and 
unless  you  can  help  me  I  am 
afraid  it  is  all  up  with  me." 

Mr.  Berkeley  disentangled  the  acrobat,  who 
fell,  exhausted  on  a  chair.  He  had  descended 
twenty  stairs  upon  his  hands  in  this  position  ! 

Among  many  Oriental  nations  contor- 
tionism  forms  a  part  of  their  religious 
professions,  especially  among  the  Indian 
yogas  and  fakirs.  Bava  Luchman  Dass  is  a 
Brahmin  of  the  first  class,  as  is  attested  by 
the  red  patch  which  marks  his  forehead. 
For  fourteen  years  he  received  from  the 
priests  of  the  Black  Caves  of  Central  India  the 


ANOTHER      REMARKARIE      POSI- 
TION   OF     "thk     INIHA-RUBUER 
MF.PH1STO." 


necessary  education  in  order  to 
become  a  yoga,  as  a  yoga  must  be 
capable  of  taking  the  forty-eight 
p^ »stu res  of  t h e  il i n d u  i dols,  Ra va 
was  soon  the  most  extraordinary 
and  the  most  skilful  of  contor- 
lionists.  At  Benares  he  was  seen 
by  a  rich  English  merchant  of, 
Bombay,  who  advised  him  to 
exhibit  himself  in  FAirope.  It  is 
impossible,  for  want  of  space, 
to  describe  Bava's  extraordinary 
performances,  but  perhaps  his 
greatest  trick  consists  in  balancing 
himself  on  the  ends  of  his  fingers  while  the 
whole  of  his  body  is  in  the  air.  Bava  seemed 
very  surprised  at  the  startling  success  of  this 
exhibition,  as,  he  states,  in  order  to  obtain 
the  rank  of  yoga  in  the  Black  Caves  of  India 
he  had  to  continue  in  this  position  on  the 
ends  of  his  fingers,  under  the  eyes  of  the 
judges,  without  a  second's  interval, /<f?r  je^f^// 
days  and  nights  I 

Just  as  tight-rope  walkers  acknowledge  as 
their  chief  the  famous   Blondin,  so  contor 
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tionists  take  as 
their  model  the 
celebrated  man- 
se rpf-tUj  Marinellu 
Besides  his  ap- 
pearances  in 
public,  he  has 
given  a  perform- 
ance for  scientific 
purposes  before 
the  l*aris  Faculty 
of  Medicine.  One 
of  his  extraordi- 
nar}^  poses  on  that 
occasion  is  shown 
in  the  picture  re- 
produced below. 
Four  hundred 
doctors  were  pre- 
sent^ who  declared 
that  the  elemen- 
tary   laws     of 


sprang  on  to  the  stage,  lifted 
the  young  girl  in  his  arms,  and 
carried  her  into  the  wingii,  where 
he  remained  until 
the  doctor  assured 
him  she  was  ou[  of 
danger.  For  a  fort- 
night he  reappeared 
no  more,  but  every 
morning  a  messenger 
left  an  enormous 
bunch  of  roses  at 
the  lady's  house. 
Finally  the  handbills 
announced  thu  re- 
turn of  Kate  Weber, 
and  that  %Try  night 
the  stranger  was  in 
the  theatre  again, 
sealed  in  the  same 
stall  as  before.  On 
recognising  him, 
Kate  was  so  agitated 


AN  UNRIVALLED  DOUBLE  FKAT  OF  CONTORTION  ISM. 


physiology  and  anatomy  did  not  exist  in  the 
case  of  Marinelli. 


It  is  a  surprising 
ticularly  difficult 
branch  of  the 
acrobatic  art  are 
numbered  many 
women.  As  may 
be  seen  by  our 
pictures,  the  wife 
of  Mr.  Boyston  is 
hardly  a  less 
successful  contor- 
tionist than  him- 
self. Another 
famous  lady  acrobat 
was  Kate  W^eber, 
a  German  girl,  with 
whom  is  connected 
a  romantic  story. 
One  evening  at  the 
circus  she  had  the 
misfortune  to  fall 
from  her  trapeze. 
At  the  same 
moment  a  spectator 


fact   that  in  this 


par- 


MARINRLLI     IN     ONE    OF     THE    EXTRAORDINARY     FOSES     WHICH 
KXHIHITFP    HEFORE   THE    PARIS    FACULTY    OF    MEDICINE, 


that  she  broke  down  in  her  performance 
and  retired  in  great  distress.  But  in  the 
wings  the  stranger  rejoined  her. 

"Excuse  me," 
he  said,  "  I  am 
so  faint-hearted 
that  but  for  the  * 
accident  of  the 
other  day  I  should 
never  have  de- 
clared my  feelings. 
I  love  you,  arid  I 
ask  you  to  be  my 
wife.  Will  you  take 
me?" 

Kate  Weber 
accepted  him. 
This  timid  stranger 
proved  to  be  a 
very  wealthy  man, 
and  the  lady 
acrobat,  at  the 
cost  of  a  bad 
shaking,  thus  won 
the  happiness  of 
her  life. 
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tin,  with  the  top  of  a  spade  fixed  in  as  a  handle,  while 
for  a  bow  he  has  tied  some  hair  out  of  a  horse's  tail 
on.  to  a  stick.  Needless  to  add,  this  strange-looking 
instrument  attracts  no  little  attention,  and  probably 
serves  its  owner's  purpose  far  better  than  a  Stradivarius 
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ARE  HER  EYES  OPEN  OR  CLOSED? 

THE  peculiarity  about  this  photograph  is  that  on 
close  examination  the  eyes  appear  open,  while 
on  holding  it  at  a  distance  they  look  to  l>e  closed. 
This  effect  was  caused  by  the  lady  moving  her  eyes 
while  I  was  taking  the  portrait. — ^Ir.  Y.  Obemdorfer, 
58,  Alexandra  Road,  I^lampstead,  N.W. 

A  MUSICAL  TRAMP. 

THIS   curiously-made   violin    is   the  work  of  an 
ingenious  tramp  who  earns  his  living  by  playing 
in  the  streets.     The  body  of  it  is  made  out  of  an  old 
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would  ever  do.— Mr.   Walter   White,  2,  Providence 
Place,  River  Street,  Windsor,  Berks. 

CAN  YOU  READ  THIS  ADDRESS  ? 

THIS  post-card  was  sent  through  the  post  in  the 
ordinary  course  and  delivered  without  delay, 
though  it  proved 
something  of  a  puzzle 
to  the  Post  Office 
officials  at  one  end 
of  the  journey,  as 
they  admitted  it  took 
them  twenty  minutes 
to  decipher  the  ad- 
dress. How  long  it 
took  them  to  make 
it  out  at  the  other 
end  I  do  not  know, 
but  it  is  only  another 
instance  of  what  the 
poor  Post  Office 
clerks  have  to  con- 
tend with  I  I  leave 
it  to  readers  of  The 
Strand  to  solve  the 
puzzle,  which  is  quite 
an  easy  matter  once 
the  clue  is  obtained. 
From  a  photo,  hy 
W.  A.  Bullock,  Lich- 
field.—J.  W.  W. 
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ANOTHER  EXPERI- 
MENT IN  DYNAMICS. 
AMONG  the  Curi- 
osities in  the 
February  Strani>  was 
a  description  of  an 
interesting  experiment 
with  a  bicycle.  A 
somewhat  similar  ex- 
periment can  l)e  made 
with  a  half- emptied 
reel  of  cotton.  If  such 
a  reel  be  placed  on  a 
table  with  a  length  of 
cotton  coming  from  the  ■ 
under  side,  and  if  the 
cotton  be  pulled  gently, 
as  shown  m  the  accom- 
panying drawing,  it.  - 
might  l)e  supposed  that 

the  thread  would  unwind  from  the  reel,  causing  the 
latter  to  roll  away  from  the  hand.  The  opposite 
effect,  however,  is  produced— the  reel  rolls  towards 
the  hand  that  pulls  the  thread,  winding  up  the  latter 
as  it  comes,  the  reel  travelling  at  a  greater  rate  than 
the  pulling  hand.— Mr.  U.  T.  Flather,  48,  Hill  Street, 
St.  Albans,  Herts.  

AN    INANIMATE    THIEF. 
SEND  you  a  photograph  of  a  watch  found  in  a 
most  peculiar  position— viz. ,  on  the  girth-band  of 


I 


a  cart-horse,  hanging 
on  a  little  piece  of 
leather  chipped  out  of 
the  band.  It  is  re- 
markable that  it  should 
have  kept  its  position 
on  such  an  insecure 
fastening,  despite  the 
wind  blowing  it  back- 
wards and  forwards, 
and  the  shaking  it 
would  receive  when 
the  cart  was  tipped  up. 
More  extraordinary 
still,  perhaps,  is  the 
&ct  that  It  escaped 
observ'ation,  though 
only  a  yard  away  from 
the  high  road.  The 
most  probable  explana- 
tion is  that  the  watch  caught  in  the  band  when 
the  cart  was  being  tipped  up,  for  the  owner  of  the 
watch,  our  carter,  always  kept  it  in  the  top  pocket 
of  his  waistcoat,  with  the  chain  in  the  pocket  I)elow. 
—Mr.  R.  H.  Fisher,  43,  Crystal  Road,  South  Shore, 
Black  p>ool. 

SOMETHING   NEW  IN  DOOR-STOPS 
ELOW   is  a   photograph   of  a  novel   door-stop 
which  some  of  your  readers  may  like  to  copy. 
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It  was  made  of  an  old  wine-bottle 
filled  with  sand,  to  which  a  dolPs  head 
was  fastened,  the  whole  then  being 
dressed  as  a  little  **  slavey,"  who, 
though  so  small,  when  placed  in  posi- 
tion only  seemed  to  be  doing  her  duty 
in  holding  open  the  door.  The  variety 
of  figures  that  can  be  made  in  this 
way  is  practically  unlimited,  and  to 
those  of  an  inventive  turn  of  mind  the 
work  makes  a  special  appeal.  Of 
course  nimble  fingers  are  needed, 
combined  with  a  certain  amount  of 
patience,  but  the  results  will  be  found 
so  pleasing  as  fully  to  repay  the 
expenditure  of  a  little  time  and 
trouble. — Mrs.  L.  Savory,  51,  Hors- 
ford  Road,  Brixton,  S.W, 
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unusual  one  thai  I  ihv>ujjhi  \ou  wouM  ct'^nsidcr  the 
phoiiyraj^  woriiiv  of  a  place  anions^  your  Curiv>sinrs. 
—  Mr.'  J.  H.  Cariwiigln,  Fem  Bank,  McHm\  near 
Wamnglon. 


AN  UNUSUAL  CATCH. 

MR.  GEORGE  HOLMAN,  an  Exmouth  fisher- 
man, while  fishing  for  ftat  fish,  had  his  bail 
taken  by  the  crab  shown  in  the  accompanying  photo- 
graph. It  is  surmised  that  the  crab,  while  shedding 
its  shell,  must  have  got  into  the  bottle,  and,  the  new 
shell  forming  and  expanding,  prevented  its  getting 
out  again.  It  is  extraordinar>'  that  the  crab  continued 
to  exist,  for  it  would  be  quite  unable  to  drag  the 
bottle  aboLt,  and  the  barnacles  on  it  prove  that  it 
must  have  been  stationary  for  some  considerable  time. 
—Mr.  H.  S.  Coles,  Queen's  Hotel,  Exmouth. 
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CHESS  PROBLEMS 
E  give  herewith  the  solution  to  the  **  Queen's 
'^       "  Problem,  in  which  the  puzzle  was  to 


Tour' 


w - 

cover  ever>'  square  on  the  board  in  fourteen  moves. 

Our  readers  will  remember  the  chess  problem  in 
the  February  number,  in  which  four  queens  and  a 
castle  had  to  be  so  placed  that  l hey  commanded  every 
square  on  the  board.  Mr.  E.  K.  Gilbert,  6o,  Gillell'c 
Street,  Hartford,  Conn.,  has  discovered  that  the 
problem  can  be  solved  by  using  three  queens  and  two 
castles,  instead  of  four  queens  and  one  castle,  and 
thinks  this  may  be  an  improvement  on  Mr.  Black- 
burne's  improvement  on  the  problem  by  Mr.  Sam 
Loyd,  who  used  five  queens  for  the  same  purpose. 
We  will  give  Mr.  Gilbert's  solution  next  month. 


A  PECULIAR  MOUSE-TRAP. 

HERE  is  a  photograph,  which  I  took  myself, 
showing  the  very  strange  manner  in  which  a 
mouse  met  its  fate.  The 
duster  which  served  as 
mouse-trap  was  one  of  i-  - 
the  open  network  type, 
and  was  found  rolled  up 
in  the  drawer  where  it 
is  usually  kept,  with  the 
mouse  entangled  fast  in 
the  meshes.  The  hind 
legs  of  the  little  animal 
were  lightly  secured,  and 
its  body  partly,  through 
a  hole  which  it  had 
apparently  gnawed  and 
tried  in  vain  to  force  its 
way  through.  But  the 
poor  little  mouse  had 
only  succeeded  in  twist- 
ing the  net  even  more 
tightly  round  its  l)ody, 
thus  causing  its  own 
death.  The  occurrence 
seemed  to  me  such  an 
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"OVER  THE  GARDEN   WALL." 

OUR  neighbours  never  borrow — quite  the  reverse. 
The  other  day  I  collected  a  few  gifts  received, 
anonymously,  over   the   wall    that    protects   us   from 

the  street.  The  group 
^  includes  a  doormat, 
bro<jm,  hair  -  brush 
and  comb  (slightly 
damaged),  a  rather 
pa.sse  pipe,  mouth- 
organ,  lamp  -  oiler, 
rubber  bag,  scrub 
bing  -  board,  sofa- 
castor,  and  sundry 
empty  boxes  and  tins. 
They  do  not  make  a 
very  iuiposing  show, 
it     is    true,     but    the 

f)li<)topra|)li  may  not 
)e  wili)out  interest  to 
some  in  our  ntigh- 
l)ourhood.  Might  I 
take  this  opf?<irtunity 
of  thanking  the 
clonorn,  as  it  has  been 
imp«»sHil>le  to  rej)ly  to 
them  indiviflually  f 
Digitized  by  VjOOVIV:: 


6oo 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


t^QCi^f 


RINGS  CARVED  FROM  OLD  BONES. 

THE  four  rings  here  shown  appear  at  first  sight 
to  have  been  carved  from  real  ivory,  yet  such  is 
not  the  case.  They  were  made  by  an  old  man, 
eighty  -  threj  years  of  age,  from  a  mutton  -  lK)ne,  his 
only  tools  being  a  knife  with  a  saw  blade  and  a  piece 
of  a  small  file.  By  means  of  his  saw  he  cut  the  bone 
into  sections,  and  then  with  the  aid  of  his  knife  and  file 
fashioned  the  pieces  into  rings,  which  he  afterwards 
disposed  of  for  a  few  coppers. — Mr.  F.  H.  Cornell, 
39,  St.  George's  Avenue,  Tufnell  Park,  N. 


coins,  of  which  there  are  ninety- 
six,  all  bearing  the  dale  1797,  were 
beaten  out  to  almost  double  their 
original  size  and  then  riveted 
together,  while  the  figures  were 
made  of  small  strips  of  copper, 
cemented  on  to  the  face.  The 
clock  stands  fourteen  inches  high 
and  is  eight  inches  broad  at  the 
base.  That  "  time  is  money  "  is 
an  adage  with  which  we  all  more 
or  less  agree,  but   this  is  a  case   in 
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A  TIP  FOR  PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
Y   this   combination    of   melodeon    and    camera    I 
have    succeeded    in    making    a    very    serviceable 


instrument  for  copying  photo- 
graphs. The  musical  parts 
of  the  melodeon  being  broken, 
I  took  them  out  and,  fixing 
the  camera  in  front  and  the 
dark  slide  at  the  back,  thus 
made  a  camera  with  the 
necessary  long  extension. — 
Mr.  H.  Freeman,  18,  Clif- 
ford Street,  Bond  Street,  \V. 

A    CLOCK    MADE    OF 
PENNIES. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph 
of    a    clock     I     made 
out    o!    old    pennies.       The 
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which  the  saying  might  be  reversed  and  still 
remain  true.  —  Mr.  J.  Norman  Longfield, 
Laurel    Bank,    Ilkley,    Yorkshire. 


ANOTHER  CURIOUS 

OPTICAL  ILLUSION. 

AT  first  sight  it  appears 
that  the  lines  A  and 
B  would  not  join  correctly 
to  C  and  D  without  deviat- 
ing from  their  proper  course, 
and  so  not  form  a  perfect 
arch.  This  is  not  so,  how- 
ever, for  if  the  lines  arc 
continued  they  will  meet  at 
the  points  for  which  they 
were  intended.— Mr.  R.  G. 
Parkinson,  41,  Royal  Park 
Terrace,  Hyde  Park  Road, 
Leeds. 
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"HE   FELT  THE  TOTTERING   PLANKS   SWING   UNDER   HIM." 
{Su  page  6ii.) 
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LAWLESS   OF   PMESHDHOc 

By  C.  C.  ANDREWS, 

Author  of  ''In  the  Days  of  the  Old  Regime"  etc. 


HE  rains,  for  the  season  of 
the  year,  had  been  extra- 
ordinarily many  and  heaVy, 
and  White  River  was  very 
high.  So  high  that  the  swollen 
current,  sucking  hungrily  at 
its  banks,  had  here  and  there  overlapped 
them,  flooding  the  broad  road  that,  winding 
round  the  foot  of  the  mountain  and  bisecting 
the  little  township,  descended  into  the  valley 
beyond,  and,  climbing  the  hill  to  Leadville, 
ran  downwards  past  Cross  Corners  and  on  to 
Basset  So  high  that  old  Squire  Lamotte, 
standing  in  his  office  doorway  watching  the 
revolutions  of  the  great  sawmills  which  had 
"  made  "  both  the  locality  and  himself,  shook 
his  head  ominously,  as  doubting  whether 
they  would  stand  the  strain,  and  to  his 
nephew  and  partner,  busy  at  his  desk  within, 
had  declared  his  opinion  that  the  bridge 
below  the  bend  would  be  likely  to  go  before 
night.  So  high,  finally,  that  Lawless,  as  he 
rode,  had  more  than  once  found  himself  in 
water  so  far  above  his  horse's  fetlocks  that 
his  buckskin  l^gings  were  splashed  to  the 
knee. 

More  than  one  head  turned  to  watch  his 
stately,  slouch -hatted  figure,  erect  in  the 
saddle  as  an  Indian's,  probably  noting  un- 
usual traits  in  it  beside  the  fact  that  it  was 
strange.  Some  Spanish  blood  had  gone  to  his 
making — his  sallow,  lean,  clear-cut  face,  with 
its  expression  of  melancholy  gravity,  its  dense 
blackness  of  eyes  and  brows,  hair  and  long 
curved  moustaches,  might  have  belonged  to  a 
Don  of  Old  Castile.  Two  pretty  girls,  laugh- 
ing and  chattering  in  a  doorway,  flung  him 
sidelong  glances  as  he  passed  and  nudged 
each  other.     One  burst  into  fresh  giggles. 

"  Guess  he's  a  regular  cowboy,  Mamie ! 
But  he's  real  handsome,"  she  whispered. 
"  Handsome ! "  The  other  tossed  her  curly 
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head.  "  You'd  better  say  he's  real  old — guess 
he's  fifty  !  "  she  said,  with  disdain. 

Lawless  saw  neither ;  his  eyes  were  quietly 
alert  for  the  sight  of  a  certain  name.  Seeing 
it  he  dismounted  and  went  striding  in. 
Young  Lamotte  turned  in  surprise  as  the 
light  was  blocked  by  the  towering,  square- 
shouldered  figure. 

"  You'll  be  Squire  Lamotte,  I  reckon  ? " 
said  Lawless,  quietly. 

"No;  that  is  my  uncle.  He  has  just 
stepped  out,  I  believe.  But  I  am  his  partner. 
If  I  can  do  anything "  lamotte  began. 

"  Reckon  you  can,"  said  lawless,  as  before. 
"  Thank  'ee,  Mr.  Lamotte,  and  I  ask  pardon 
for  troubling  you."  He  shook  hands  gravely. 
"  My  name's  Lawless — Lawless  of  Presidio, 
Texas.     You'll  have  heard  of  me,  likely." 

"  I'm  afraid  not,  Mr.  Lawless." 

"  Is  that  so  ?  Well,  I  allow  it  is  consider- 
able of  a  call  from  Vermont  to  the  Rio 
Grande.  I've  got  a  ranch  there — a  tolerable 
big  one,  but  maybe  it  isn't  as  big  as  I 
calculate.  What  I've  come  to  ask  is  this,  to 
put  it  short :  whether  you  or  your  uncle — it's 
all  the  same,  I  reckon — have  got  working  for 
you  a  man  by  the  name  of  Swayne  ?  " 

"  Swayne  ?  "  Lamotte  smiled.  "  You  won't 
have  come  all  the  way  from  the  Rio  Grande 
to  White.  River  to  ask  that  question,  Mr. 
Lawless  ?  " 

"  Maybe  you  think  not — I  reckon  I  have," 
said  Lawless,  calmly.  "  I  heard  he  was  likely 
here,  and  I  headed  out.  If  Td  heard 
he  was  on  Staten  Island,  I'd  have  headed 
that  way.  It  isn't  for  the  first  time,  and  it 
won't  be  the  last — till  I  find  him.  The  name 
of  Swayne." 

He  stood  with  great  shoulders  squared, 
waiting.  A  subtle  air  in  the  attitude  of  his 
massive  figure,  in  the  set  gravity  of  his  face, 
seemed  to  suggest  a  power  to  wait  indefi- 
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nitely,  indomitably.  Lamotte  was  kindly,  his 
sympathies  were  quick ;  behind  this  front  of 
stolid  patience  he  divined  something  of  the 
fire  that  fed  it.  He  rose,  interested  and 
curious. 

"  Swayne  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  Yes,  we  have 
a  man  of  that  name,  sure  enough.  Getting 
a  little  too  old  for  his  work  now,  but " 

"  Old  ?  "  Lawless  interrupted  quickly. 

"  Yes.     He  must  be  all  of  sixty,  and- 


"  I  allow  the  man  I  want  won't  be  more 
than  thirty-five." 

"  Then  this  won't  be  the  one.  He  is  much 
older." 

Lawless  half  swung  round  to  the  door, 
hesitated,  and  swung  back  again.  He  put 
his  hand  into  an  inner  pocket  and  drew  out 
something  attached  to  a  long  loop  of  black 
cord — a  woman's  gold  watch,  hardly  bigger 
than  a  locket.  It  flew  open  to  his  touch 
upon  the  spring,  showing  that  it  was  a  mere 
shell — the  works  were  gone.  He  held  it  out, 
lying  on  his  palm. 

"  Maybe,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  you're  thinking 
he's  older  than  he  is — maybe  he's  younger 
than  he  looks.  Here's  the  picture  of  the  man 
I've  been  looking  for  now  for  close  on  four 
years,  though  not  all  the  time,  you  under- 
stand. I'll  be  obliged,  Mr.  Lamotte,  if  you'll 
say  if  he  looks  anything  like  the  man  that's 
working  for  you." 

Lamotte  took  the  watch,  turning  it  to  the 
light.  Within  was  a  roughly-shaped  disc  of 
cardboard,  and  pasted  upon  it  the  portrait  of 
a  man  which  had  evidently  been  cut  from  a 
newspaper — a  young,  pleasantly  good-looking 
man  with  a  moustache  and  short,  pointed 
beard.     He  shook  his  head. 

"  Not  at  all,"  he  said,  decisively. 

"It  don't  look  like  him?" 

"  Not  in  the  least.  Swayne  must  be  full 
five-and-twenty  years  older,  and  when  he  was 
young  can't  have  looked  at  all  like  this."  He 
examined  the  picture  again.  "And  yet — I 
don't  know — I  seem  to  know  someone  this  is 
like." 

"  Ye  do  ?  "  cried  Lawless,  eagerly. 

"I  believe  so."  He  turned  towards  an 
inner  door,  called,  and  a  young  man  appeared. 

"Take  a  look  at  that,  Bridgeman,  will 
you  ?     Know  anyone  it  looks  like  ?  " 

"Guess  I  do.  He's  station-boss  over  at 
Addison/'  said  the  man,  tersely,  at  once. 

"  You're  sure  ?  " 

"  Guess  I'm  sure  enough  to  bet  on  it  unless 
he's  got  a  twin  brother  his  mother  never  heard 
of.  It's  him,  Mr.  Lamotte.  Why,  you'll  have 
seen  him  yourself,  likely  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  have.     What  is  his  name  ?  " 


"  Well,  I  dunno,  though  I  guess  I've  heard 
it  It's  a  short  one.  Something  like  Lang 
or  Lane,  I  reckon." 

"  Or  Swayne  ?  " 

"  Well,  it  might  be  that,"  agreed  the  man. 

He  handed  back  the  watch,  withdrawing 
in  obedience  to  his  employer's  nod.  Lawless 
closed  and  replaced  it  in  the  inner  pocket 
from  which  he  had  taken  it.  His  absolute 
stolid  composure  had  seemed  to  deepen.  But 
his  eyes  were  brighter, 

"  I  guess  this  is  my  man,"  he  said,  quietly. 
"  Thank  'ee,  Mr.  Lamotte.  If  ever  you're 
down  my  way  in  Texas  I'll  be  proud  to  give 
you  the  best  sort  of  a  time.  And  now  I'll 
be  obliged  if  you'll  tell  roe  what  may  be  the 
nearest  road  to  Addison." 

He  went  out  Lamotte,  following,  pointed 
out  the  way  to  the  track  which  led  over 
the  shoulder  of  the  mountain,  and  added 
directions  as  to  the  road  across  the  plain 
beyond.  Lawless  listened  with  the  same 
gravely-fixed,  attentive  face,  and  with  an 
expression  of  intensity  and  concentration 
curious  to  see.  It  impressed  Lamotte,  and 
brought  out  a  question  before  he  was  aware. 

"This  Swayne  a  friend  of  yours?"  he 
asked. 

"No,"  said  Lawless,  simply.  He  swung 
himself  into  the  saddle  and  gathered  up 
the  reins.  "I've  never  seen  him.  I  don't 
look  to  see  him — more  than  once." 

"  No  ?  Is  that  so  ?  Four  years  is  sort  of 
long  to  be  looking  for  a  man  you  don't  know." 

"  I  reckon  you  won't  ever  know  how  long, 
Mr.  Lamotte.  Thank  'ee  again,  and  good 
day,"  said  Lawless,  quietly,  and  so  rode 
away. 

The  ascent  of  the  winding  mountain  road 
was  here  and  there  fairly  difficult,  but  he 
took  it  easily,  letting  his  horse  choose  its  own 
pace.  In  all  the  journeys  of  the  past  four 
years  which  the  pursuit  of  his  relentless 
search  had  entailed  he  had  never  been  in  a 
hurry,  perhaps  because  he  had  never  wavered 
in  his  belief  that  he  must  run  his  quarry 
to  earth  at  last — had  doubted  it  no  more 
than  what,  when  he  did  so,  his  course  of 
action  would  be.  When  he  came  face  to 
face  with  Swayne  there  would  be  but  one 
thing  to  do,  as  there  would  be  but  one 
sentence  to  speak — "  I'm  Lawless  of  Presidio, 
Steve  Lawless's  brother,"  and  so  shoot  the 
man  down.  An  eye  for  an  eye  I  Of  a  nature 
utterly  uncomplex,  to  him  the  simple,  stern 
old  law  was  one  of  indefeasible  justice  and 
right,  and  as  he  designed  to  mete  it  out,  so 
he  would  have  asked  nothing  better  than 
that  it  should  be  measured  to  him  again, 
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He  rounded  the  shoulder  of  the  mountain 
and  struck  into  the  downward  track  to  the 
right,  winding  in  among  the  trees  that  here 
grew  thickly — so  thickly  that  he  presently 
rode  in  a  deep  green  arch  of  shadow.  Pass- 
ing the  belt  of  forest  he  emerged  upon  a  wide, 
sloping  glade  dotted  with  clumps  of  bushes 
and  rank  undergrowth,  and  so  came  within 
sight  of  the  plain — a  waste  of  sunburnt 
tussocky  grass  and  coarse  scrub.  The  after- 
noon was  growing  late  ;  it  would  probably  be 
dark  when  he  reached  Addison,  in  which 
case  it  would  be  as  well  to  wait  until  morning 
before 

He  reined  up  with  a  jerk.  There  couW  be 
no  doubt  about  the  sound  that  had  startled 
him;— it  was  the  cry  of  a  child.  Not  a 
piteous,  weak  wail,  but  a  vigorous,  roaring 
howl,  the  expression  of  anger  or  fright,  or 
both.  It  came  again  with  increased  volume, 
and  now  there  \^as  no  doubt  about  its  direc- 
tion. In  a  moment  Lawless  was  oflf  his  horse 
and,  pushing  his  way  through  a  tangle  of 
brushwood,  looked  down  at  the  grubby,  tear- 
stained  face  of  a  small  girl  in  a  blue  gingham 
frock  and  sun-bonnet,  who  stopped  with 
another  howl  suspended  to  stare  at  him. 

"  Hul-lo !  '*  ejaculated  Lawless,  amazed. 

The  child  said  nothing ;  her  pink  mouth 
and  her  blue  eyes  remained  wide  open 
together.  Lawless  stooped  and  lifted  her  out 
of  her  nest  of  flattened  ferns,  revealing  a  pair 
of  plump,  scratched,  mottled  legs,  shoes  much 
the  worse  for  wear,  and  both  socks  down. 

"  Where's  your  mammy,  little  'un  ?  " 

"  Dunno."  The  mouth  rounded  for  another 
roar,  which  again  stopped  suspended. 

"  How's  you  get  here,  sissy  ?  " 

"  Yun  away." 

"  Run  away  ?  "  translated  Lawless,  doubt- 
fully. 

"  'Ess — yun  away."  Still  wavering  on  the 
brink  of  a  howl,  she  suddenly  changed  it  to 
a  smile  of  the  widest  amiability.  "  Me  an' 
Toby,'*  she  finished,  with  what,  on  the  whole, 
was  a  complacent  air. 

"  Toby  ?  "  Lawless  echoed. 

"  'Ess."  She  made  a  dive  that  nearly  sent 
her  sprawling  at  something  that  frisked  in 
the  bracken,  and  clutched  it  —  a  fat  white 
terrier  puppy  ;  a  squirming,  wriggling,  canine 
infant  of  some  three  months  or  so.  "  Bofe 
yun  away  —  me  an'  Toby,"  she  explained 
cheerfully,  with  the  kicking  puppy  upside 
down. 

"Little  girls  shouldn't  run  away.  Guess 
you're  a  naughty  girl  —  real  naughty,"  said 
Lawless,  severely. 

"'Ess."     The    blue    bonnet    wagged    in 


solemn  self-admonishment.  "  Naughty  girl — 
weal  naughty  girl !  "  she  agreed,  comfortably. 

"  Where  d'you  live,  little  'un  ?  " 

"  Dunno."  She  chuckled.  "  Toby  yunned 
an'  I  yunned,  an' " 

"  What's  your  name,  sissy?" 

"  Huh  ! " 

"  What's  your  name  ?  " 

The  resultant  mouthful  was  a  long  one. 
It  sounded  like  "  'Ic'oria." 

"  Eh  ?  "  asked  Lawless. 

"  'Ic'oria,"  she  repeated. 

"  Oh  !  You  don't  say  ?  "  Lawless  pulled 
his  long  moustache  perplexedly.  "Lefs 
have  it  again,  sissy,"  he  said,  coaxingly.  "All 
of  it,  dear." 

The  mouthful  promptly  swelled  longer 
than  ever.  "  'Ic'oriahallett,"  she  said,  with  a 
terrific  effort  and  elaborate  articulation. 
"  'Ic'oriahallett." 

"Ohl  Is  that  so?"  Then  he  had  a  sudden 
inspiration.  "  Victoria  ?  "  he  hazarded,  hope- 
fully.   "  Victoria  Hallett  ?    Is  that  it,  sissy  ?  " 

"  Zat's  it— 'course  it  is ! "  The  blue  bonnet 
confirmed  the  discovery  with  a  nod  distinctly 
contemptuo'  j.  "An'  I  yun  away,  an'  Toby 
yun  away,  an' " 

"  Guess  you  did — ^all  right,"  He  surveyed 
the  tiny  figure,  gravely  helpless.  "You'd 
best  come  along  with  me  and  find  your 
mammy,  eh  ?  " 

Miss  Hallett  expressed  her  acquiescence 
in  the  suggestion  by  holding  out  her  arms  to 
be  lifted  with  the  utmost  confidence,  seem- 
ing to  consider  it  unexpectedly  sensible  in 
the  circumstances.  Lawless  mounted,  hold- 
ing her  carefully  bunched  before  him,  and 
disposed  of  Toby  by  stuffing  him  into  a 
pocket.  So  young  a  child — she  could  hardly 
be  three  years  old — could  not  have  wandered 
far,  he  thought.  If  the  first  house  he  came 
to  did  not  prove  to  be  her  home,  it  would 
surely  be  one  where  she  was  known  and 
where  he  could  leave  her.  On  the  other 
side  of  the  glade  a  cart-track  to  the  left 
presently  became  visible,  and  he  turned 
into  it,  coming  into  sight  of  some  out* 
buildings  and  a  small  shingled  house,  from 
the  front  of  which  a  wide  space  opened  and 
the  road  wound  downwards  to  the  level  of 
the  plain.  As  he  rode  through  the  yard- 
gate  a  woman  appeared  in  the  doorway — a 
mere  girl,  slim  and  fair,  with  a  baby  in  her 
arms,  and  Victoria,  from  her  perch,  gave  a 
scream  of  delight. 

"  I  yun  away,  mammy  1 "  she  piped,  shrilly, 
with  a  triumphant  tattoo  of  her  heels  against 
the  horse's  shoulder.  "  I  yun  away  an'  Toby 
yun  away,  an'  I  yided  all  ze  way  home ! " 
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"Oh,  Victoria,  you  bad  child — you  real 
bad  child  !  "  cried  the  girl,  running  down  the 
porch  steps.  Her  pretty  face  was  pale  and 
frightened,  her  blue  eyes  quite  wild.  "  I  had 
ought  to  whip  you,  that  I  ought — Fve  been 
'most  scared  to  death  ! 
Naughty,  naughtygirl!'^ 

*^  'Ess — naughty  girl 
An'  I  yided  all  ze  way 
home!"     crowed     ihe 
culpritj  joyously. 


charming  with  rosy,  blond  tints  and  rounded 
curves — plunged  into  eager  thanks.  She  had 
missed  Victoria  "  as  much  as  two  hours  ago, 
and  had  been  just  about  crazy."  But  she 
had  not  dared  to  leave  the  house  because 


"  AS    HE    KOOB   THKOUGH    THE   YARU-GATK   A    WOMAN    APi'EAKKD    IN    THE    DOORWAV." 


Lawless  was  dismounting — he  set  the  child 
on  her  feet,  lifting  his  hat  with  a  bow.  He 
had  found  her  a  mile  away  up  the  track,  he 
explained,  gravely,  and  would  have  passed 
but  for  hearing  her  cry.  She  was  none  the 
worse,  except  maybe  for  a  scratch  or  two. 
Little  Mrs.  Hallett,  pink  with  mingled  shyness 
and  reHef—  mother  and  children  were  alike 


baby  had  been  "  sort  of  feverish  and  fractious 
since  morning  ;  she  guessed  it  was  his  teeth," 
and  Sandy  (her  husband)  was  away  over  in 
White  River.  He  had  come  home  only  a  few 
minutes  ago,  and  was  looking  around  the  out- 
buildings before  starting  to  search  upand  down 
the  track.  It  was  "  real  lucky  "  that  he  would 
not   have  to  go,  for  he  was  "all   used  up 
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already  "  ;  he  had  been  "  pretty  weak  "  since 
Here  he  was  ! 

She  broke  off,  breathless.  A  man  had 
appeared  round  the  corner  of  the  house, 
Victoria  had  plunged  at  him  with  a  squeal  of 
delight,  and  he  had  caught  her  up,  hugging 
her.  Lawless  found  his  hand  wrung  and 
more  thanks  poured  out ;  Hallett  was  even 
more  eager  and  voluble  than  his  wife  had 
been.  He — Lawless— was  riding  to  Addison? 
It  would  be  real  dark  before  he  got  there ;  he 
must  stop  supper— Almira  would  have  it 
ready  right  away— and  the  night  over,  if  he 
would,  but  supper,  anyhow.  Lawless,  hardly 
knowing  whether  he  had  assented  or  not, 
found  himself  following  to  a  stable,  and 
standing  by  while  the  other  started  to  feed 
and  water  his  horse.  In  a  moment  he  took 
the  pail  away. 

"  Reckon  you're  pretty  weak,  ain*t  you  ?  " 
he  asked,  quietly. 

"  Sort  of,  I  suppose,"  confessed  Hallett. 
He  had  swayed  under  the  weight  of  the  heavy 
vessel  as  he  filled  it,  and  almost  stumbled. 
**  Tm  feeling  considerable  used  up  to-night 
It's  'most  the  first  time  I've  been  out  since  I 
was  sick." 

"  Fever  ?  "  asked  Lawless.  His  eyes  were 
gravely  compassionate  as  they  surveyed  the 
other's  slight  Bgure  and  feeble  movements. 

"  Yes,  but  I  had  an  accident  first — got 
pitched  out  of  the  wagon  one  night  and 
broke  some  ribs  and  put  my  shoulder  out. 
My  head  was  hurt  some,  too.  Guess  I  was 
pretty  well  smashed  up  altogether.  I'm 
pulling  along  smart  enough  now,  though." 
He  laughed.  "  Guess  a  man's  got  to  when 
he's  got  a  wife,  not  to  count  young  ones." 

"  That's  so,"  Lawless  assented.  "  Reckon 
you  want  to  take  your  time,  though,  and  walk 
before  you  can  run." 

**Oh,  I'm  fit  enough,  thank  'ee,"  said 
Hallett,  briskly.  "  I  allow  I'm  glad  I  don't 
have  to  go  hunting  for  the  little  'un,  though." 

The  baby  had  been  laid  down  to  sleep  in 
an  inner  room  when  they  entered  the  house, 
and  the  pretty  Almira  was  bustling  briskly 
about  the  big  kitchen,  from  stove  to  pantry 
and  back  again,  in  her  preparations  for  supper. 
Victoria,  her  little  flaxen  head  a  tangle  of 
curls  as  the  removed  blue  bonnet  had  rumpled 
it,  came  sidling  up  to  stand  at  Lawless's  knee, 
to  which  she  presently  hauled  herself  by 
gripping  his  coat  with  two  small  grubby 
hands,  proceeding  to  an  examination  of  his 
buttons  and  so  forth  with  much  composure. 
Mrs.  Hallett,  .turning  from  the  fire,  whose 
heat  had  flushed  her  pink  cheeks  red,  glanced 
at  her  husband  and  back  again. 


"Guess  she's  taken  to  you,"  she  said. 
"She's  real  shy  with  men  mostly,  though 
she's  wonderful  fond  of  her  father,  isn't  she, 
Sandy  ?  But  children  generally  know  those 
that's  fond  of  and  used  to  them.  Though 
I  allow  you'll  hardly  have  any  as  litde  as 
she  is  ?  " 

"  Nor  bigger,  neither,  ma'am,  seeing  that 
I  never  had  a  wife,"  said  Lawless,  simply. 
He  stroked  Victoria's  head  as  she  burrowed 
it  into  his  waistcoat.  "  But  maybe  in  a  way 
I'm  as  used  to  them  as  many  that  have.  I 
raised  one  once  from  the  time  when  he  was 
considerable  smaller  than  this,  and  'most 
single-handed,  too.  He  could  only  just 
about  make  out  to  stand  when  his  mother — 
that  wasn't  mine,  you'll  understand — died 
and  left  him,  my  half-brother,  to  me." 

"Say,  is  that  so?"  cried  Almira.  She 
looked  with  increased  favour  and  kindness  at 
the  face  whose  grave,  black-browed,  Spanish 
handsomeness  had  impressed  her  simple 
fancy  at  once.  "  Guess  you  must  have  got 
to  feel  'most  as  if  he  was  your  own  instead  of 
your  brother,"  she  said,  with  sympathy. 

"  That's  so,  ma'am.  I  don't  reckon  there's 
many  fathers  that  get  to  think  more  of  their 
sons  than  I  did  of  Steve." 

"  He  ought  to  think  as  much  of  you  as 
you  do  of  him.  Guess  he's  real  fond  of  you, 
isn't  he?" 

"  He  was,  ma'am.  Next  month  it  will  be 
four  years  since  he  was  killed,"  said  Lawless, 
quietly. 

"  Oh  !  "  exclaimed  the  girl,  blankly.  Her 
pretty  face  turned  pale  with  consternatioa 
"  Oh,  I'm  real  sorry  ! "  she  said,  distressed. 
"  I  wouldn't  have  said — I  wouldn't  have 
asked  if  I'd  have  known.     But  I  didn't  have 

a  notion,  or Killed  ?    I  reckon  that's  a 

sight  worse  than  just  dying.  I  had  an  aunt 
killed  in  an  accident  on  the  cars  once,  and 
I  used  to  think  I'd  never  be  over  dreaming 
about  it.  Oh,  Victoria,  you  naughty  girl ! 
Put  it  down  this  minute  ! " 

She  looked,  and  was  relieved  to  make  the 
diversion.  Victoria,  tugging  at  a  loop  of 
cord,  for  which  she  knew  no  precedent  and 
could  see  no  reason,  had  pulled  out  the  little 
gold  watch-case  attached  to  its  end.  She 
clutched  it,  holding  back. 

"  Want  it ! "  she  said,  resolutely.  "  Pitty 
tick-tick  !  'Ic'oria  wants  it.  Pitty  tick-tick  1 " 
She  wriggled  to  hold  the  case  to  her  ear,  listen- 
ing eagerly.     Lawless  looked  at  her  mother. 

"  I  guess  she  can't  hurt  it  any,  ma'am — 
it's  not  a  watch.  And  it  wasn't  an  accident 
that  killed  my  brother  Steve.  He  was 
murdered." 
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"  Murdered ! " 

Hallett  echoed  the  word  as  well  as  his 
wife,  his  hollow  face  and  bright  eyes  thrust 
into  the  firelight  as  he  started  forward  in  his 
chair.     Lawless  looked  only  at  her. 

"That*s  so,  ma'am,"  he  said,  quietly— 
"murdered.  Shot  down  without  warning, 
and  before  he'd  time  to  pull  his  own  gun. 
It's  what  I  call  murder,  I  reckon,  and  maybe 
you  do  too.  He  wasn't  twenty  when  it 
happened." 

"  Of  course  I  do  !  How  dreadful !  "  cried 
Almira.  "It's  real  aj^ful,  Sandy,  istt't  it? 
I  hope  you  didn't  see,  did  you?" 

"See?"  Lawless  laughed  grimly.  "If 
I'd  been  there  instead  of  near  fifty  miles 
away  I  wouldn't  be  here  now,  ma'am,  and 
the  grave  of  one  skunk  and  coward  wouldn't 
have  waited  four  years  for  him." 

"  He  got  off,  then,  the  man  that  did  the 
shooting  ?  How  did  it  happen  ?  "  she  asked, 
eagerly. 

The  pretty  flushed  face  with  its  interest 
and  sympathy  was  an  incentive  to  speech. 
Lawless,  responding  to  it,  perhaps  entered 
more  fully  than  he  had  ever  done  yet  into 
the  circumstances  of  his  young  brother's 
death.  It  was  a  bald  and  cruel  little  story 
enough.  Steve  Lawless  had  fallen  in  with 
Swayne,  a  stranger,  at  a  roadside  drinking 
saloon  not  far  from  the  little  township  to 
which  some  business  of  the  ranch  had  taken 
him.  The  two  had  played  at  cards,  had 
quarrelled,  there  had  been  accusations  of 
cheating,  fiercely  bandied,  furious  denial,  and 
the  man,  drawing  upon  the  boy,  had  shot  him 
down  and  escaped.  A  pursuit  had  been 
organized,  but  he  had  eluded  it,  and  by  the 
time  he.  Lawless,  heard  of  the  tragedy  all 
trace  of  him  had  been  lost,  a  thing  likely 
enough  to  happen  in  a  district  so  wild  and 
thinly  populated  as  that  part  of  Texas  chanced 
to  be.  All  his  own  efforts  to  trace  the  man 
had  failed,  and  the  reward  offered  for  his 
capture  had  been  fruitless.  Then  there  had 
followed,  at  intervals  now  long,  now  short, 
his  patient,  unrelenting  pursuit  of  clues  that 
in  the  end  had  always  failed  and  broken  in 
his  hand.  Little  Mrs.  Hallett,  listening, 
intent  upon  the  face  set  in  its  concentrated 
expression  of  fixed,  waiting  gravity,  flushed 
redder. 

"I'd  feel  just  like  you  if  it  was  my 
brother !  "  she  cried,  warmly.  "  I'd  never 
give  over  looking  for  him  either — no,  that  I 
wouldn't !  A  cruel,  mean  skunk — guess  he 
deserves  all  he'll  get  when  you  catch  him. 
I'd  give  him  up  myself  if  I  could ;  he  ought 
to  pay  for  what  he  did.     Don't  you  say  so. 


Sandy  ?  But  I  don't  see  how  you'll  ever  find 
him  when  you  only  just  know  his  name,  and 
not  what  he  looks  like." 

"  He  shall  pay,  ma'am,"  said  Lawless, 
quietly.  "  Sure  as  he  killed  Steve,  and  I'm 
Lawless  of  Presidio,  he  shall  pay  for  what  he 
did.  And  I  reckon  I  do  know  what  he  looks 
like — when  I  see  him." 

"  You  do  ?  "  she  cried. 

"  Near  enough.  There  was  his  picture  in 
the  paper.  A  man  who'd  watched  him  play- 
ing with  Steve  drew  it — it  was  his  trade. 
They  said  it  looked  just  like  he  did.  I  don't 
calculate  he'll  have  changed  enough  in  four 
years  for  me  not  to  know  him  I "  He  rose, 
letting  the  child  slip  to  the  floor,  and  drew 
the  watch-case  away  from  her.  "This  was 
Steve's  mother's — he  always  carried  it ;  the 
bullet  he  was  killed  with  struck  it — there's 
the  mark.  I  took  the  works  out  and  cut  the 
picture  ouf  n  the  paper  and  put  it  there 
instead.  Since,  I've  always  carried  it,  same 
as  he  did.  I've  got  Swayne's  picture — here ! " 

He  struck  a  finger  on  the  case  as  it  lay  on 
his  palm.     Almira  started  forward  eagerly. 

"Guess  you'd  better  let  me  see  it,  Mr. 
Lawless.  Maybe  he  don't  call  himself 
Swayne  now — likely  he  wouldn't ;  but  I've 
got  a  real  good  memory  for  faces,  haven't  I, 
Sandy  ?  I  don't  ever  seem  to  forget  one. 
He  might  happen  along  here  one  day,  and 
I'd  know  him,  sure,  if  I'd  seen  his  picture, 
I'd  be  real  glad  to  help  you  to  put  your 
hands  on  him  if  I  could,  and  I  sort  of  owe 
you  something  for  finding  Victoria." 

"  I  reckon  I  know,  at  last,  where  to  put 
my  hands  on  him,  ma'am.  But  if  you  feel 
like  seeing  it "  Lawless  began. 

He  had  not  glanced  round.  Almira  stood 
with  her  back  that  way ;  neither  had  seen 
her  husband's  face,  ghastly  and  grey,  peering 
from  the  shadow,  or  marked  his  movement 
as  he  rose  up  behind  her.  Now  he  made  a 
stumbling  stride  forward  and  caught  her  out- 
stretched hand  by  the  wrist 

"  There's — the  baby  ! "  he  said,  hoarsely. 
"He's — crying,  Almira.  Guess  he'U  be — 
sick  agaia     You'd  best  go." 

The  words  came  in  gasps,  thickly.  He 
pointed  to  the  inner  room.  With  a  little 
scared  mother-cry  of  alarm  and  distress  the 
girl  ran  to  llie  door,  disappearing  beyond,  and 
it  fell  to  behind  her.  Hallett  swung  round 
upon  Lawless. 

"  Ye  skunk  ! "  he  said,  fiercely.  "  Ye  would 
have  showed  it  to  her,  curse  ye !  She'd  have 
known  it,  sure  enough.  I  looked  like  that 
when  she  knew  me  first.  It  was  only  when 
we  were  going  to  get  married  that  I  shaved. 
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HE   MADE   A   STUMBLING  STRIDE  FORWARD   AND  CAUGHT  HER  OUTSTRETCHED   HAND   BY  THE  WRIST. 


Go  out — there's  the  child  listening,  and  she'll 
come  back." 

Lawless,  with  a  great  wordless  gasp,  had 
fallen  back  towards  the  door.  He  passed  out 
of  it,  and  the  other  followed.  In  the 
moment's  dead  silence,  as  they  faced  in  the 
open,  the  child  thumped  at  the  shut  door, 
crying  to  follow  them.  Lawless's  fingers 
closed  mechanically  upon  the  dangling  watch- 
case.     He  slipped  it  into  his  breast. 

"You're  Swayne?  Ye  mean  it?  You're 
Swayne  ?  " 

"  Ye  didn't  know  it  ?  "  Hallett  panted. 

"  Know  it  ? "  Lawless  struck  his  hand 
down  upon  the  stone  gate-post  beside  him, 
holding  it  out,  clenched  and  bleeding.  It 
was  his  one  violence  of  action ;  he  was 
suddenly,  terribly  calm.  "  I  reckon,"  he  said, 
slowly,  "  that  Td  have  burnt  this  hand  off  at 
the  wrist  before  I'd  have  touched  yours — if 
I'd  have  known  it.  I  reckon  I'd  have  cut 
my  tongue  out  before  it  spoke  friendly  to  you 
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— if  I'd  have  known  it.  Know  it?  I  was 
going  to  Addison  to  find  a  man  there  that 
I'd  heard  looked  like  your  picture,  and  that 
I  allowed  might  be  you.  Know  it?  By  the 
Lord,  I'd  have  shot  ye  down  on  sight,  as  I 
swore  to  do  four  years  ago — if  I'd  have 
kiipwn  it !  " 

"  Ye'd  best  do  it  now,  an'  quick  ! "  said 
Hallett,  doggedly. 

He  stood  with  clenched  hands  ;  the  breath 
whistled  through  his  shut  teeth.  Lawless 
slowly  drew  a  pace  away. 

"  I  figured  it  out,"  he  said,  with  the  same 
deliberation,  "  that  I'd  shoot  down,  on  sight, 
soon  as  I  found  him,  the  man  that  killed 
Steve  Lawless.  But  I  hadn't  reckoned  on 
his  having  folks  belonging  to  him— folks  that 
maybe  think  as  much  of  him  as  I  did  of 
Steve.  You've  got  them — wife  and  children. 
Maybe  I'm  wrong — maybe  I  hadn't  ought  to 
do  it — but  I'll  give  ye  a  chance  of  your  life." 

"  What  ?"  cried  Hallett,  incredulously. 
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"I  say  ril  give  ye  a  chance,"  lawless 
repeated.  "There's  light  enough  yet,  and 
there's  a  level  place  a  little  piece  to  the  right 
outside  there.  Here's  two  shooters — I  mostly 
carry  two— and  they're  loaded  both  alike. 
We'll  stand  back  to  back,  take  ten  paces, 
turn,  and  shoot.     D'ye  understand  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Hallett,  hoarsely. 

He  took  one  of  the  revolvers  and  led  the 
way  out  of  the  gate.  The  spot  of  which 
Lawless  had  spoken  was  but  a  few  yards 
away — a  smooth  little  stretch  of  grass  beside 
the  track.  In  silence,  with  weapons  cocked 
and  ready,  the  two  placed  themselves  back  to 
back.  Lawless's  ears  w^ere  the  exquisitely 
sensitive  and  acute  ears  of  the  plainsman — 
at  the  seventh  pace  some  subtle  change  in 
the  step  behind  him  made  him  swerve  round 


and  downwards  with  the  swiftness  of  light- 
ning, and  Hallett's  bullet  sang  over  his 
lowered  head.  The  next  instant  the  dis- 
charge of  his  own  revolver  struck  the  weapon 
from  the  other's  hand,  and  with  a  spring 
Lawless  had  him  by  the  throat 

"  Ye  hound  ! "  he  said,  fiercely.  "  Ye  meant 
murder,  did  ye  ?     Ye  treacherous  dog  !  " 

He  flung  him  away.  Hallett,  weakly 
staggering,  almost  falling,  recovered  his 
balance  and  stood  still.  He  was  chalk- 
white.  Lawless  stooped,  picked  up  the 
fallen  pistol,  and  slipped  it  into  his  hip- 
pocket     Then  he  faced  round. 

"  Ye  meant  murder,  did  ye  ?  "  he  repeated. 

"  Yes,  I  did  ! "  said  Hallett,  desperately. 
He  laughed.  "  You'd  have  shot  me  for  one 
reason — your  brother.     Fd  have  shot  you  for 
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three — those  in  the  house  there.  Guess 
that's  all  there's  any  need  to  say.  YouVe 
got  your  shooter.     Now  finish  it ! " 

He  straightened  himself,  standing  rigid. 
As  he  did  so  a  sudden  cry  came  from  the 
house.     Almira's  voice  shrieked  wildly. 

"  Sandy,  Sandy — quick  !  Where  are  you  ? 
Oh,  baby,  baby  !  "  she  screamed. 

A  flutter  of  her  dress  and  the  yellow  of 
her  blond  head  showed  in  the  yard  as 
though  she  had  opened  the  door  and  run 
out ;  she  called  her  husband's  name  piteously 
again  and  vanished.     Hallett  swung  about. 

"  You've  got  to  wait ! "  he  said,  •  fiercely, 
and  started  running.  In  the  gateway  he 
stumbled,  staggering,  and  Lawless,  involun- 
tarily running  too,  caught  hold  of  and 
steadied  him.  They  came  almost  together 
into  the  inner  room,  where  the  child  lay  upon 
the  bed  with  discoloured  face  and  turned- up 
eyes,  struggling  convulsively;  from  the  little 
gasping  mouth  came  the  horrible  resonant 
barking  cough  of  cjroup. 

"  He's  dying,  Sandy  !  "  Almira  cried,  dis- 
tractedly. "VVhat  is  it?  Victoria  wasn't 
ever  like  this.  You'll  have  to  go  and  fetch 
the  doctor.  He'll  die,  sure,  if  we  don't  get 
him  here  quick.     Look  at  him  !  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Hallett,  hurriedly.  He 
freed  the  arm  she  had  clutched.  "  You  keep 
quiet,  Almira.  I'm  going — I'll  have  him 
here  in  an  hour ! " 

He  ran  out.  Lawless  gave  one  look  at  the 
tiny  writhing  body,  followed  in  a  stride,  and 
got  before  him. 

"  Ye  can't  go ! "  he  said,  bluntly.  "  Reckon 
you'll  be  out'n  the  saddle  in  a  mile  the  way 
you  are  now,  and  she'll  go  near  crazy  if  she's 
left  alone.  Where's  the  doctor?  The 
nearest  ?  " 

"White  River,"  said  Hallett. 

"  I  came  from  there — guess  I'll  find  the 
track  again  well  enough — the  moon'll  be  up 
in  a  little.  I'll  have  him  here  soon  as  you 
would,  even  if  you  could  ride.  My  horse  is 
fagged — you  got  one  fresh  that'll  carry  me  ?  " 

"  Yes — the  mare.  She's  blood— she'll  go 
till  she  drops,"  Hallett  panted. 

The  words  were  exchanged  as  they  ran  to 
the  stable ;  Hallett  was  almost  tottering  again  ; 
he  could  barely  lead  out  the  mare.  In 
little  more  than  a  minute  Lawless,  dexterous 
and  swift,  had  the  saddle  upon  her  and 
vaulted  into  it.  "That's  convulsions  and 
croup— tell  her  to  try  a  hot  bath  and  keep 
him  warm,"  he  shouted,  and  galloped  out  of 
the  yard. 

Down  by  the  Rio  Grande  there  were  many 
tales  told  of  the  horsemanship  of  Lawless  of 


Presidio,  but  perhaps  he  had  never  ridden 
quite  as  he  rode  to-night,  and  certainly  the 
mare,  in  the  course  of  her  mettlesome  life, 
had  never,  at  every  available  point,  had  her 
last  ounce  of  pace  so  perfectly  got  out  of 
her.  In  the  open  the  rising  moon  showed 
the  track  well  and  the  going  was  almost  easy, 
but  in  the  wide  belt  of  forest  the  shadows 
were  black,  and  twice  at  least  only  her 
rider's  lightning  quickness  and  consummate 
skill  of  foot  and  hand  saved  her  from  broken 
knees  and  himself  from  a  fall.  White  River 
came  hurrying  to  its  windows  as  the  pair, 
with  a  furious  clatter  of  flying  hoofs,  swept 
by,  and  young  Lamotte,  in  the  act  of  closing 
his  office  door,  stared  amazed  at  the  figure 
that  sprang  down  beside  him. 

"  The  doctor  ?  "  lawless  demanded.  "  I've 
got  to  fetch  him.  It's  a  child.  Where's  his 
house  ?  " 

Lamotte  answered — it  was  but  a  stone's 
throw — and  the  two  hurried  there  together. 
The  doctor  was  away,  and  would  not  return 
before  morning.  There  was  no  other  in  the 
place.  Lawless  spoke  a  few  rapid  sentences 
of  explanation  and  sprang  into  the  saddle 
again. 

"  Where  will  be  the  nearest  ? "  he 
demanded,  as  before. 

The  nearest  would  be  at  Emerson,  on  the 
opposite  bank,  but  news  had  come  that 
the  bridge,  three  miles  away,  beyond  the 
bend,  was  unsafe,  and,  if  the  water  continued 
to  rise,  would  not  stand  till  morning.  There 
was  a  ford  at  the  fork,  a  mile  lower,  but  in 
the  present  state  of  the  river  it  would  be 
almost,  if  not  quite,  impassable — certainly  no 
stranger  could  hope  to  make  it  in  safety. 
Lawless  hardly  waited  to  hear  the  words  out 
— he  "  reckoned  he  would  risk  the  bridge," 
he  said,  briefly,  and  so  in  a  moment  was 
away  again  at  top  speed,  flying  along  the 
flooded  road.  So  much  had  the  river  risen 
within  the  last  three  hours  that  it  was  all 
awash.  He  slackened  as  he  came  within 
sight  of  the  bridge — it  seemed  to  span  but  the 
centre  of  a  vast  lake,  straining  and  trembling 
as  the  furious,  hungry  water  dashed  over  it  in 
showers  of  spray.  Part  of  its  central  sup- 
ports were  already  gone  —  a  great  mass 
of  beams  and  timber  was  torn  away  as  he 
looked,  and  went  whirling  by,  a  heap  ot 
wreckage — the  whole  structure  groaned  and 
quivered  and  swayed.  Plainly  it  would  stand 
but  little  more — a  rush  might  carry  him  safely 
across — it  was  the  one  chance.  He  lashed 
the  mare  and  dashed  upon  it,  felt  the  totter- 
ing planks  swing  under  him,  heard  a  frightful, 
iarring,  rending  crash,  saw  them  bend,  dir 
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vanish,  and  in  an  instant  was  struggling  in 
the  water,  that  closed  over  and  sucked  hihi 
greedily  down. 

He  had  instinctively  jumped  free  of  the 
snorting  and  terrified  mare,  but  his  head 
had  struck  in  falling,  and  as  he  came  to  the 
surface,  striking  out  mechanically,  was  for 
the  moment  really  conscious  of  nothing.  But 
the  force  of  the  current  had  done  him  good 
service,  and  carried  him  beyond  the  jagged 
piles  of  the  wrecked  bridge  and  the  debris,  of 
broken  timber  that  might  have  dashed  his 
life  out.  His  eyes  cleared,  his  reeling  senses 
steadied,  and  the  moonlight  showed  him  the 
mare  swimming  strongly  some  twenty  yards 
away.  A  few  powerful  strokes  and  he  caught 
her  bridle,  turning  her  head  towards  the 
shore.  Some  minutes  of  desperate  effort  and 
he  was  out  of  the  full  force  of  the  current, 
and  so  presently  found  solid  ground  under 
his  feet,  and,  giddy  and  gasping,  struggled  up 
the  flooded  bank. 

It  was  a  dishevelled,  dripping  figure  that 
burst  in  upon  the  Emerson  doctor,  and, 
blurting  out  its  errand,  dropped  breathless 
into  a  chair.  The  doctor,  grasping  its 
import,  began  to  demur  dubiously.  Had  the 
bridge  stood  he  would  have  hesitated  to  cross 
it,  and  the  ford  at  the  fork,  if  not  absolutely 
impassable,   would   at  best   be  dangerous — 

perhaps,  by  morning,  the  river Lawless 

rose  up,  towering  over  the  little  plump  man, 
huge  and  resolute. 

"  I  guess  you're  coming,  doctor,"  he  said, 
quietly.  "  Tm  peaceable  and  pleasant — 1 
don't  calculate  to  say  anything  that  isn't  so, 

but Well,  you'll  come  considerable  more 

comfortable  if  I  don't  have  to  carry  you. 
There  isn't  any  time  to  waste.  I've  seen  that 
kind  of  croup  before — once.  Guess  you'll 
come  right  along  now,  and  smart  as  you 
know  how." 

Ever  afterwards  the  Emerson  doctor  vowed 
that  he  had  been  a  fool  to  go,  and  asseverated 
that  only  by  something  akin  to  a  miracle  was 
the  flooded  ford  crossed  in  safety,  declaring, 
moreover,  that  nothing  but  the  skill  and 
giant  strength  of  his  companion  had  saved 
himself,  his  horse,  and  buggy  from  being 
swept  bodily  away.  He  wiped  his  forehead 
presently  as  they  splashed  along  the  swamped 
road. 

"  I  wouldn't  risk  that  again,"  he  said,  with 
emphasis,  "  for  a  fee  of  a  hundred  dollars  !  " 

"  I'll  send  ye  bills  for  a  hundred,  doctor," 
Lawless  answered,  quietly,  "  if  we're  in  time." 

They  were  in  time.  Hallett  appeared  as 
they  drove  into  the  yard  and  hurried  the 
doctor  in.     Lawless,  following,    had,  before 


the  door  of  the  inner  room  was  shut,  a  sight 
of  Mrs.  Hallett,  with  hair  disordered  and 
face  stained  and  swollen  with  tears,  hold- 
ing the  child  in  her  lap,  and  heard  the 
hoarse,  harsh,  choking  struggle  with  which 
each  feeble  breath  was  drawn.  He  dropped 
into  a  chair  and  sat  listening  to  the  whispers 
and  sounds  within.  Almira  presently  gave 
something  like  a  laugh— a  little  cooing- 
mother  sound  of  relief  and  joy— and  his 
tense  attitude  and  muscles  relaxed  as  he 
heard  it.  A  long  interval  went  by  before 
the  doctor's  voice  was  audible  in  the  yard, 
followed  by  the  rattle  of  wheels  and  hoofs  as 
he  drove  away — he  was  going  back  to  White 
River  for  the  night.  Then  the  door  opened 
and  Hallett  came  out ;  a  musical  murmur  of 
singing  followed  him — his  wife  was  fondly 
crooning  to  the  child.  He  stood  for  a 
moment  looking  at  the  other  before  he 
spoke.  His  face  was  the  face  of  an  old 
man. 

"Thank  'ee,"  he  said,  hoarsely. 

Lawless  nodded. 

"Doctor  says  the  croup's  what  they  call 
membraneous.  If  he  hadn't  come  he'd  have 
choked  in  a  little,  sure,"  went  on  Hallett, 
with  difficulty. 

"  Reckon  so,"  agreed  Lawless,  briefly. 

"That  means  you've  saved  his  life,  for  I 
couldn't  have  made  out  to  sit  in  the  saddle 
long  enough  to  get  to  White  River  the  way 
I  am  now.  .  .  .  If  it  was  any  other  man  had 
done  it.  .  .  .  But  it's  you.  ...  I  want  to 
say — you  don't  need  to  trouble.  I'll  do  it 
myself." 

Lawless  looked  at  him. 

"I'll  do  it  myself,"  Hallett  repeated. 
"  Reckon  it  don't  much  matter  to  you  'long 
as  it's  done.  It's  enough  sight  better  than 
hanging  or  the  States  Prison,  anyway,  and 
good  as  I  deserve,  I  suppose."  He  swayed  a 
little,  recovered,  and  made  a  gesture  towards 
the  inner  room.  "When  it's  done— after- 
wards— ye  won't  need  to  tell — her  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Lawless. 

"She'll  likely  think  I  was  sort  of  out  of 
plumb  in  my  head.  I  did  talk  considerable 
foolish  when  I  was  sick — she  said  so.  She's 
got  the  children,  and  she'll  have  enough  to 
get  along.  Maybe,  if  she  don't  know,  she'll 
get  over  it  pretty  sopji." 

"  Hope  so,"  said  Lawless,  curtly. 

Hallett  nodded  and  moved  to  the  outer 
door.  He  fumbled  at  the  latch  before  it 
swung  open.  VVhen  he  turned  about  his 
right  hand  was  thrust  into  his  breast. 

*•  I  don't  say,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  that  this 
isn't  a  straight  deal.     I  did  pull  my  gun  on 
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the  boy  before  he*d  a  chance,  though  I  swear 
I  didn't  mean  killing.  But  he'd  called  me  a 
cheat  when  I  was  playing  square  enough,  and 
maybe  I  wasn't  just  sober.  To-day  it  was — 
different.  I'd  have  plugged  you,  sure,  if  you 
hadn't  been  so  spry—  I  meant  it !  I'd  have 
taken  the  risk  of  the  sheriif  afterwards,  same 

as  you  would "     He  swayed  again  and 

caught  at  the  door-post.  "  I'll—go  a  little 
ways  off.  She — don't  need  to  hear — or 
know  before  morning,  anyhow.  But— you — 
you — listen — and — and " 

Lawless  sprang  and  caught  the  reeling 
figure ;  it  dropped  in  his  arms  inert,  uncon- 
scious. He  lifted  and  carried  it  through  the 
half-open  door,  laying  it  down  upon  the' bed, 
thrusting  back  into  the  breast  as  he  did  so 
what  the  hand  had  gripped.  Mrs.  Hallett 
started  up,  the  child  held,  a  sleeping  bundle, 
in  the  hollow  of  her  arm. 

"  Sandy  ! "  she  gasped.   "  Why— why- " 

"  He's  sort  of  fainted,  I  guess,  ma'am," 
said  Lawless,  quietly. 

He  stood  back  and  watched  her  as  she 
laid  the  baby  down  and  bent  over  her  husband 
— with  her  loosened  fair  hair  falling  round 
the  pretty  young  face,  which  still  bore  traces 
of  her  fright  and  tears,  she  seemed  scarcely 
more  than  a  child.  She  ^vas  very  deft  and 
tender  in  loosening  his  collar  and  adjusting 
his  head  to  lie  more  easily  upon  the  pillow. 
She  kissed  him  softly  before  she  moved 
away. 

"I'm  not  a  mite  surprised,"  she  said, 
whispering.  "He's  been  weak  as  a  baby 
since  he  hurt  himself,  and  he  is  all  worn  out 
— the  doctor  said  to  me  before  he  went  not 
to  be  surprised  if  he  had  a  bad  spell  after 
to-night.  He's  awful  fond  of  the  children — 
seems  to  me  sometimes  he  thinks  more  of 
them  than  I  do.  I'm  real  glad  you  were  here 
—  I  wouldn't  have  been  able  to  lift  him  by 
myself."  She  paused ;  her  blue  eyes  filled. 
"  I  ought  to  thank  you,  Mr.  Lawless,  but  I 
guess  he's  done  it  better  than  I  could  We 
won't  either  of  us  ever  forget  what  you  did, 
anyway.  .  .  .  Seems  to  me  it's  rest  he  wants. 
I've  got  some  sleeping  stuff  here.  Maybe  if 
I  gave  him  a  dose  he  would  sleep  till 
morning." 

"  Maybe  he  would,"  said  Lawless,  stolidly. 

His  eyes  followed  her  again  as  she  crossed 
to  a  cupboard  ;  a  tug  made  him  look  down. 
The  sounds  and  talking  had  roused  Victoria 
— she  had  slipp)ed  from  her  crib  and  pattered 
to  the  hearth — a  tiny,  plump  pierrot  in  a  pink 
flannel  sleeping  suit,  with  hair  in  a  fluffy 
flaxen  halo  round  her  little,  sleej>fiushed 
face. 


The  tug  had  been  at  the  watch-case ;  in 
his  stooping  it  had  slipped  from  his  pocket, 
and  so  hung  dangling  by  its  length  of  cord, 
shining  in  the  firelight. 

She  tugged  again. 

"  Pitty  !  "  she  said,  insinuatingly.  "  Pitty 
tick-tick  !  "  She  held  it  to  her  ear  with  as 
rapt  an  expression  of  delight  as  though  the 
ticking  had  been  there  to  hear.  Lawless 
looked  from  her  to  the  unconscious  figure  on 
the  bed.     He  drew  a  long  breath. 

"  Want  it,  sissy  ?  "  he  asked,  slowly. 

"  'Ess.  Pitty  tick-tick  !  'Ic'oria  want  it ! " 
she  answered,  eagerly. 

lawless  detached  the  loop  of  cord,  drawing 
the  case  away.  His  eyes  were  on  Hallett  again 
as  he  pressed  the  spring.  Almira  turned 
from  the  cupboard,  a  bottle  in  her  hand. 

"  La,"  she  exclaimed,  "  you  don't  want  to 
give  it  to  her,  Mr.  Lawless — she's  a  real 
naughty  girl  to  ask  ! "  .  She  saw  the  piece  of 
cardboard  in  his  fingers.  "  I  guess  you'd 
better  let  me  see  that  picture  before  you 
forget  it,  hadn't  you  ?  If  I  was  to  see  the 
man  I'd  sure  enough  know  him  again,  if  it 
really  looks  like  him.  I  hope  you'll  find 
him — he  ought  to  pay." 

lawless  let  the  disc  of  cardboard  fall  into 
the  fire— it  caught  and  flamed  as  he  dropped 
the  cord  round  the  child's  neck.  He  stooped 
and  kissed  the  little*  head. 

"  I  reckon  I  won't  trouble  you,  ma'am. 
Maybe  he  has  paid.  And  perhaps  it  wasn't 
what  you  could  call  a  good  likeness,"  he  said, 
quietly. 

The  light  of  the  rising  sun  was  bright  upon 
his  eyes  when  Hallett  opened  them.  He 
remained  for  a  moment  looking  at  what  \dcf 
on  the  pillow  beside  him  before  he  saw 
that  it  was  Victoria,  sound  asleep.  Some- 
thing, clasped  in  her  chubby  fist,  glittered  in 
the  rays  —  the  watch-case.  As  he  gasped 
and  struggled  up  on  his  elbow  his  wife  bent 
over  him,  the  baby  in  her  arms.  She  saw 
nothing  strange  in  the  look  with  which  he 
pointed  to  it — she  was  rubbing  her  cheek 
upon  the  downy,  golden  head  as  the  pink 
hand  clawed  at  her  neck. 

"  He  gave  it  to  her,"  she  said.  "  She  asked 
him  for  it,  naughty  girl.  I  guess  he's  real 
fond  of  children,  Sandy.  And  he  can't  be 
so  dreadful  set  upon  getting  that  man  that 
shot  his  brother  because  he  burnt  the  picture 
— it's  likely  he  won't  find  him  at  all  now. 
But  he  said  he  reckoned  the  likeness  wasn't 
a  good  one,  anyway."  She  nodded  towards 
the  door.  "  He's  out  there.  He  said  he'd 
try  to  get  some  sleep  in  the  big  chair — he 
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was  feeling  pretty  well  used  up.  Guess  he's 
awake  now,  though.  I  heard  him  moving  a 
while  ago." 

Hallett  got  upon  his  feet  and  staggered  into 
the  outer  room.  It  was  empty,  but  the  door 
stood  open — chill  and  sweet  the  radiance  of 
the  morning  poured  in.     Reeling  almost  as 


weakly  as  he  had  done  last  night  he  stumbled 
out  upon  the  porch,  shading  his  dazzled  eyes. 
The  trail  lay  across  the  plain  like  a  curving 
white  ribbon,  and  far  upon  it,  a  mere 
dwindling  speck  in  the  sunny  haze  of  the 
shining  distance,  with  face  set  towards  the 
south,  rode  Lawless  of  Presidio. 
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HE  next  production  at  the 
Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre  was 
not  a  success.  It  was  a  play 
written  by  Dion  Boucicault 
and  entitled  "  How  She  Loves 
Him."  Brilliantly  written,  it 
might  have  been  a  great  success  had 
not  Boucicault  wilfully  shunted  his  train  of 
thought  from  high  comedy  on  to  roaring  farce. 
Bancroft  made  a  great  personal  success  as 
a  new  type  of  "  swell,"  and  my  part  gave  me 
an  opportunity  of  displaying  perhaps  some 
signs  of  a  dawning  versatility,  the  character 
being  that  of  a  young  man  with  a  stammer — 
incidentally  the  hero  of  the  play.  To  anyone 
interested  in  dramatic  literature  I  should 
strongly  recommend  the  reading  of  this  play, 
as  it  was  very  well  and  wittily  written. 

I  then  appeared  in  "  Box  and  Cox  "  with 
George  Honey,  but  cannot  say  that  I  satisfied 
the  public  or  myself  in  my  performance  of 
*'the  mad  hatter." 

In  1868  came  "Play,"  a  slight  but 
charming  comedy  by  Robertson,  chiefly 
remarkable  for  a  delightful  love  -  scene 
admirably  acted  by  Marie  Wilton  and  H.  J. 
Montague.  I  achieved  some  measure  of 
success  in  the  part  of  the  Hon.  Bruce 
Fanquehere,  an  aristocratic  old  sportsman 
and  gambler.  In  connection  with  this  play, 
I  recall  the  roar  of  laughter  with  which  a  line 
spoken  by  Bancroft  was  greeted  by  the 
audience.  The  scene  was  in  the  Kursaal 
at  Horn  burg,  and  he  was  supposed  to  be 
soliloquizing  on  the  cant  of  the  English 
people,  who  at  home  were  governed  by  the 
most  Puritanical  prejudices,  but  came  in  their 
thousands  to  gamble  at  the  Continental 
"hells."  "Ah,"  he  said,  "there  they  go. 
Pater  and  materfamilias  from  virtuous 
Clapham  Rise,  prim  Peckham,  and  stuck-up 
Bayswater.  Folks  who  in  England  pay  pew- 
rents  and  go  in  for  goodness  !  Angelic  house- 
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holders  who,  when  they  leave  their  native 
west  and  south-west  postal  districts,  spend 
the  Sunday  morning  at  the  racecourse,  the 
evening  at  the  theatre,  and  finish  up  by  a 
pious  stroll  round  the  gambling-tables.  Ah, 
well !  different  loftgitude,  different  latitude  I  " 
How  the  audience  laughed  and  applauded 
this  Robertsonian  cynicism  so  admirably 
delivered  by  Bancroft  ! 

Sandwiched  between  this  and  the  next  of 
Robertson's  plays  came  another  failure  — 
"Tame  Cats,"  by  Edmund  Yates,  the  run  of 
which  was  brief  and  ignominious,  and  chiefly 
memorable  perhaps  for  the  debut  of  Charles 
Collette.  In  fact,  a  sub  title  was  suggested 
for  "Tame  Cats,"  viz.,  "The  Triumph  of 
Collette,"  for  his  every  word,  however  un- 
important, was  received  with  enthusiasm  by 
his  erstwhile  comrades  in  the  Dragoon 
Guards,  who  rallied  to  give  him  a  good  send- 
off  on  his  theatrical  career,  as  friends  are  wont 
to  do.  My  part  was  that  of  Ezra  Stead,  and 
my  principal  recollection  is  of  an  elaborate 
make-up  of  a  disreputable  character,  whose 
facial  adornment  mainly  consisted  of  a  wart 
with  two  hairs,  which  I  heard  was  invisible  to 
the  naked  eye  of  the  unappreciative  audience. 
This  was  a  great  blow  to  me. 

It  was  in  this  character  that  Bancroft,  in  his 
and  his  wife's  very  interesting  autobiography, 
commented  upon  my  misplaced  enthusiasm. 
I  was,  he  says — and  he  ought  to  know — as 
usual,  immensely  excited  about  my  get-up, 
which  was  mutually  discussed  over  one  of 
the  many  delightful  dinners  of  those  early 
days  ;  he  recalls  an  amusing  incident  of  my 
hunting  in  all  sorts  of  back  streets  for  some 
characteristic  clothes,  and  after  walking  round 
and  round  a  strange  man,  who  wore  a  very 
odd-looking  hat,  which  I  thought  priceless,  at 
last  striking  a  bargain  for  its  purchase  with  the 
bewildered  owner  and  carrying  the  hat  off  in 
triumph  with  some  horrible  rags  of  garments, 

by  John  Hnr".  i 
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which  had  to  be  well  baked  in  an  oven  before 
they  could  be  worn. 

In  1869  was  produced  another  of  Robert- 
son's greatest  successes,  "  School,"  which  ran 
for  over  four  hundred  nights,  at  that  time  a 
record  run  for  any 
play.  This  piece 
is  still  no  doubt 
so  fresh  in  the 
memories  of  play- 
goers from  re- 
vivals that  it  is 
unnecessary  for 
me  to  make 
further  comment 
beyond  recording 
the  extraordi- 
narily fine  acting 
of  Lady  Bancroft, 
and,  indeed,  the 
general  excel- 
lence of  the  per- 
formance. My 
own  part  of  Beau 
Farintosh  particu- 
larly appealed  to 
me,  as  it  gave  me 
my  first  opportu- 
nity of  depicting 
pathos.  An 
unfortunate 
contretemps  oc- 
curred on  the 
first  night.  In  the 
last  act,  when  my 
moment     of 


"striking  a  bargain. 


pathos     came, 

and  the  development  of  a  serious  situation 
rested  entirely  on  my  shoulders,  I,  owing  to 
intense  nervousness,  forgot  the  words  of  my 
part.  None  of  the  actors  being  able  to 
supply  me  with  the  cue,  I  had  deliberately  to 
rise  from  my  seat  in  the  centre  of  the  stage, 
go  to  the  prompter,  get  my  words,  and 
resume  the  scene.  This,  it  is  hardly  neces- 
sary to  say,  marred  my  performance  on 
the  first  night,  but  the  public  and  Press 
were  kind  enough  to  overlook  my  short- 
coming, and  in  subsequent  performances  I 
was  able  to  get  into  my  stride.  It  was  stated, 
in  reference  to  this  part,  that  I  took  the  idea 
of  my  make-up  from  the  late  Lord  Beacons- 
field.  This  was  not  so.  I  have  never  in  the 
whole  course  of  my  career  wilfully  copied  the 
personality  or  characteristics  of  anybody. 
Ideas,  no  doubt,  have  evolved  in  my  imagina- 
tion, and  I  have  followed  the  author's  inten- 
tions in  creating  types  suggested  by  the 
memory  of  characters  unconsciously  impressed 


upon  my  mind,  but  I  do  not  believe  m 
character  -  studies  emanating  from  absolute 
imitation  of  any  individual. 

It  was  on  the  last  night  of  the  season  aiKl 
the  one  hundred  and  ninety-second  perform- 
ance of  "School' 
that  Charles 
Dickens  paid  his 
first  visit  to  tht 
theatre,  on  a  night 
I  was  again  loo 
ill  to  appear,  to 
my  intense  disap- 
pointment. 

The  next  and 
final  play  which 
Robertson  wrote 
was  entitled 
"M.P.,"  and  it 
was  produced  in 
1870.  Clever  as 
it  was,  it  showed 
unmistakable 
signs  of  the 
diminishing 
power  of  a  man 
in  whom  the 
seeds  of  death 
were  planted, 
although  his 
intell  ec  t  ual 
gifts  were  unim- 
paired and  at 
their  maturity. 

It  will  be  seen 
that,  from  1865 
to  1870  inclusive, 
Tom  Robertson  supplied  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  Theatre  with  a  new  play  every  year, 
even  in  his  failing  health,  laying  the  foun- 
dation of  the  reputation  and  making  the 
fortune  of  the  occupants  of  that  old  home 
of  comedy. 

Apropos  of  the  run  of  "  M.P.,"  a  letter 
from  Millais  may  be  of  interest  to  my 
readers : — 

7,  Cromwell  Place,  South  Kensington, 

May  19th,  187a 
Dear  Hare, — We  had  to  leave  immediately  afte 
"  M.P."  to  go  to  a  drum,  so  I  had  not  time  to  shake 
your  hand  behind  the  scenes  for  the  pleasure  yov' 
gave  us.  I  thought  the  piece  good  and  the  perform- 
ance throughout  admirable.  I  am  not  a  little  proud 
to  notice  that  the  situations  and  posing  in  your 
company  have  been  partly  suggested  by  illustrations 
and  pictures.  I  don't  dislike  a  little  honest  appre- 
ciation myself,  so  I  wU  tell  you  that  I  thought  your 
delineation  of  the  old  Squire  as  good  as  it  could 
well  be. 

I  know  how  difficult  it  is  in  any  profession  to 
follow  up  a  great  success  like  **  School,"  but  **  M.P." 
will  never  be  **  ^/  7'  "  as  long  as  you  choose  to  play 
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it,  and  is  in  many  respects  a  better  play.  For  myself, 
I  shall  certainly  come  and  see  it  again.— Very  truly 
yours, 

(Signed)  John  Everett  Millais. 

In  1870  I  was  allowed  by  my  management 
to  indulge  in  a  luxury  that  obtained  in  those 
days — namely,  a  "benefit."  The  piece  chosen 
was  "London  Assurance,"  and  my  matinke 
took  place  at  the  Princess's  Theatre.  Nearly 
all  the  leading  actors  and  actresses  of  that 
time  gave  me  their  most  kind  and  hearty  co- 
operation, with  the  result  that  we  had  a 
remarkable  cast.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alfred 
VVigan  appeared  in  the  farce  of  "  The  Bengal 
Tiger,"  Arthur  Sullivan  and  Frederic  Clay 
played  the  piano  between  the  acts,  while  the 
cast  of "  London  Assurance"  was  as  follows: — 

Sir  Marcourt  Courtly Mr.  Hare. 

Charles  Courtly  Mr.  H.  J.  MONTAGUE. 

Max  liarkaway Mr.  Addison. 

Dazzle Mr.  Banckoft. 

Dolly  Spanker    Mr.  Buckstone. 

Mark  Meddle Mr.  J.  L.  TooLE. 

Cool Mr.  John  Clayton. 

Solomon  Isaacs  Mr.  C  CoLLKTTE. 

Lady  Gay  Spanker    Mrs.  Bancroft. 

Grace  Harkaway    MissCARLOTi  A  Addison. 

Pert Miss  E.  Fakrkn. 
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I  asked  that  great  actress,  Mrs. 
Keeley,  to  play  the  part  of  Pert, 
but  she  declined  in  the  following 
letter  :— 

10,  Pelham  Crescent, 

May  14th. 
Dear  Mr.  Hare,— Nothing  would  give 
me  greater  pleasure  than  to  make  one  01 
the  company  on  the  occasion  of  your 
benefit,  but  not  in  Pert,  I  never  played 
the  part  but  once,  and  I  then  said  I  would 
not  play  it  again.  **  I  have  an  oath  in 
heaven.  Shall  I  lay  perjury  on  my  soul  ? 
No  !  Not  for"— even  Mr.  Hare,  the  far- 
famed  Zulu  chief  and  rat-eat^r. 

Trusting  yourself  and  madame  are  well, 
believe  me 

Yours  sincerely, 
(Signed)  M.  A.  Keelby. 

The  reference  to  my  achievements 
as  the  "Zulu  chief  and  rat-eater" 
alluded  to  an  imitation  I  used  to 
give  —  much  to  the  amusement  of 
Mrs.  Keeley  and  others — of  a  dis- 
gusting exhibition  I  had  once  wit- 
nessed when  a  boy  at  a  country  fair. 
The  "  attraction  "  consisted  of  a  real 
Zulu  eating  an  equally  real  live  rat ! 

It  was  in  the  year  1870,  just  before 
the  war  between  France  and  Ger- 
many broke  out,  that,  accompanied 
by  my  friend,  the  late  Sir  Campbell 
Clarke,  I  made  my  first  visit  to  the 
Continent,  and  then  witnessed,  to 
my  delight,  the  finesse  of  French 
acting.  It  was  in  the  pretty  little  theatre  of 
Baden-Baden  that  I  first  saw  Regnier— to 
my  mind,  one  of  the  most  subtle  and  artistic 
actors  I  have  ever  seen.  He  appeared 
then,  amongst  other  parts,  in  the  role  of 
"  La  Joie  fait  Peur,"  and  the  impression 
made  upon  my  mind  by  his  performance  was 
most  vivid. 

It  was  my  delight  to  avail  myself  of  every 
opportunity  of  witnessing  his  superb  per- 
formances, and  my  ambition  was  to  perfect 
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myself  in  his  methods.  Later  in  life  when 
inclined  to  exaggerate  a  part  or  step  out 
of  the  picture  I  have  often  pulled  myself 
up  and  said,  "  Regnier  would  not  have 
done  that."  And  he  has  assuredly  had  a 
great  and  refining  influence  on  my  career. 
The  accompanying  portrait  of  Regnier 
depicts  that  great  actor  at  an  earlier  age  than 
when  I  saw  him,  but  is  an  excellent  likeness. 

Shortly  after  my 
return  to  England  ' 

the  company  of 
the  Com^die  Fran- 
^aise,  driven  out 
of  Paris  by  the 
war,  took  refuge  in 
London,  where 
they  gave  magni- 
ficent perform- 
ances of  many 
plays  in  their  reper- 
toire, which  will 
still  be  remem- 
bered by  old  play- 
goers. 

It  might  be  in- 
teresting here  to 
note  the  stringent 
rules  which 
governed  the 
Com^die  Fran- 
^aise.  No  actor 
was  permitted  to 
live  more  than  a 
mile  away  from  his 
work,  or  allowed, 
even  if  not  playing 
in  the  piece  of  the 
evening,  to  leave 
his  house  until  the 
performance  had  commenced.  The  result  of 
this  admirable  system  we  saw  exemplified  on 
one  occasion,  when,  owing  to  the  sudden 
illness  of  a  leading  actress — Sarah  Bernhardt, 
I  believe — shortly  before  the  curtain  was 
raised,  not  only  was  a  substitute  found  for 
the  actress,  but  the  play  itself  was  changed 
in  the  course  of  a  few  moments. 

It  was  during  this  artistic  invasion  of 
England  that  a  committee  was  formed,  of 
which  I  was  a  member,  to  entertain  our  dis- 
tinguished guests  at  a  luncheon  at  the  Crystal 
Palace.  Lord  Dufferin  presided,  and  he  and 
Lord  Granville  excelled  themselves  by  their 
brilliant  oratory,  whilst  Alfred  VVigan  also 
distinguished  himself  in  welcoming  his 
confreres  in  their  native  tongue. 

It  was  indeed  a  memorable  event,  worthily 
anticipating  the  entente  cordif^k,     A  singular 


elFect  was  produced  by  the  Frenchmen 
wearing  evening  dress  in  the  day  -  time, 
two  of  whom — Got  and  Bressant — having 
the  seats  of  honour  at  the  table  raised 
on  a  dais  in  the  centre  of  the  large  halL 
There  sat  Bressant,  with  his  lofty  brow  and 
fine  head  protected  from  the  sun — which 
streamed  down  on  us  from  the  dome — 
by  a  serviette  thrown  lightly  over  his  head. 
After     lunch     we 


M.    RKONIF.R. 
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adjourned  to  the 
terrace  for  coffee 
and  liqueurs,  and 
Delaunay  (greatest 
of  all  jeunes 
premiers)^  in  the 
wildest  and 
merriest  of  spirits, 
imbibed  freely  of 
the  cognac  in 
toasting  his  many 
English  admirers 
and  friends,  until  I 
began  to  fear  that 
hi.5  good-fellowship 
might  interfere 
with  the  delicacy 
of  his  famous  per- 
formance that  night 
in  "  On  ne  badine 
pas  avec  Tamour." 
But  no,  it  seemed 
to  have  only  a 
stimulating  effect, 
and  his  perform- 
ance that  evening 
was  so  magnificent 
that  the  audience 
paid  him  the 
greatest  tribute  an 
actor  can  know,  and  he  alone  can  appreciate 
— that  breathless  silence  for  a  minute  or 
more  after  the  curtain  has  fallen,  before  the 
audience  has  recovered  itself  and  burst  into 
a  tornado  of  applause. 

It  may  be  gathered  from  the  preceding, 
and  perhaps  confirmed  by  subsequent  appre- 
ciation of  other  artistes,  that  I  have  a  very 
great  admiration  of  French  acting  and  actors 
in  the  execution  of  their  art,  but  I  have  a 
bone  to  pick  with  them  as  to  their  attitude  to 
their  confreres  on  the  English  stage.  England 
has  always  shown  a  warm  and  generous 
desire  to  welcome  French  artistes.  France 
has  rarely,  if  ever  (save  in  the  f)erson  of 
Charles  Mathews,  who  had  the  signal  triumph 
of  appearing  in  Paris,  playing  in  their  own 
pieces  and  language),  returned  the  compli- 
ments Nor  have  French  managers  and 
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actors,  with  but  few  exceptions,  shown  that 
courtesy  and  hospitality  to  their  English 
brethren  which  are  expected  as  a  return  for 
the  kindness  extended  to  our  neighbours 
when  on  this  side  of  the  Channel. 

When  theCom^die  Fran^aise  company  were 

drivdifi  from  their  home  during  the  war  of  '70 

to  '71  they  were  received  with  open  arms  in 

England,  made  honorary  members  of  clubs, 

all     theatres    were    thrown    open    to   them, 

and  everybody  was  only  too  anxious  to  do 

honour  to  the  distinguished  guests.     Yet  I 

remember,  from  my  own  personal  experience, 

that  shortly  after  the  war,  on  visiting  Paris,  I 

applied  to  a  certain  soci^taire  to  whom  special 

hospitality   and   courtesy   had   been   shown. 

He  had  begged  that  an  opportunity  might 

be  afforded  him  of  returning  the  compliment, 

and  did  so  by  taking  no  notice  whatever  of 

my  request  that  I  might  have  the  pleasure  of 

witnessing  one  of   his  performances  at   the 

Frangais.      He    never    even    answered   my 

letter,   which   I   have   reason   to  know  was 

received.      Until    very   recently,    when    the 

entente  seems    to    have    established    better 

relations,  no  English  actor  would   think   of 

asking  for  a    free   admission   to  a   French 

theatre,  and  I  have  had  to  pay  for  a  box  to 

witness  a  play  which  I  had  previously  bought 

for  a  very  large  sum.     I  am  bound  in  justice, 


however,  to  exclude  from  these  strictures 
such  exceptions  as  that  ever-courteous  and 
accomplished  gentleman,  M.  Jules  Clar^tie, 
director  of  the  Com^die  Fran^aise,  our  old 
friend  Coquelin,  and  Mme.  Bernhardt. 

To  return  to  the  Prince  of  Wales's 
Theatre.  Through  the  death  of  poor  Tom 
Robertson  (to  whom  I  remember  reading 
reports  of  the  Franco-German  War  during 
his  last  sojourn  at  Ramsgate),  the  manage- 
ment had  to  initiate  a  new  policy  on  being 
deprived  of  the  support  of  their  old  friend. 
They  decided  on  reviving  "  Money,"  by  Lord 
Lytton.  In  this  I  played  Sir  John  Vesey, 
and  had  the  gratification  of  receiving  a  charm- 
ing message  sent  me  by  the  eminent  author 
through  my  wife,  who  was  introduced  to  him 
on  the  evening  of  our  first  performance.  He 
delighted  my  youthful  mind  by  saying  that 
he  preferred  my  performance  to  that  of  Strick- 
land, the  original  impersonator  of  the  part 
and  one  of  the  most  famous  "old  men" 
actors  of  the  Macready  rkgime. 

At  that  time  I  made  the  acquaintance  of 
that  distinguished  novelist  Wilkie  Collins, 
and  the  acquaintanceship  soon  ripened  into  a 
friendship  only  terminated  by  his  death.  Soon 
after  we  had  met,  during  one  of  the  long  and 
intimate  chats  I  frequently  had  with  him, 
he  read   me   his    play    entitled    "  Man  and 
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Wife."  Reversing  the  usual  order  of  authors, 
he  had  written  the  play  prior  to  his  novel 
of  that  name,  which  subsequently  caused 
such  a  sensation.  I  asked  his  permission 
to  submit  the  play  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bancroft, 
and  he  willingly  consented,  with  the  result 
that  it  was  ultimately  produced  with  great 
success  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre  on 
February  22nd,  1873.  Here  is  a  letter  I 
received  from  him  in  connection  with  it : — 

90,  Gloucester  Place,  Portman  Square,  W., 

July  30th,  1871. 

My  Dbar  Hare, — (Let  us,  in  celebration  of  your 
good  news,  drop  **  Mistering"  each  other  !) 

I  am  delighted  to  hear  that  my  dramatic  '*  Man 
and  Wife"  is  accepted  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre. 
The  play  will  now  have  every  advantage  in  the  bringing- 
out  that  I  could  possibly  desire.  It  will  be  per^ctly 
produced,  before  the  most  intelligent  audience  in 
England.  Once  more,  I  am  heartily  glad  and  sincerely 
obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  which  you  have  taken 
in  bringing  our  negotiations  to  the  best  of  all  ends. 

If  you  can  manage  to  look  in  here  on  Wednesday 
next  (August  2nd),  at  three  in  the  afternoon,  I  shall 
be  delighted  to  see  you.  Don't  trouble  to  write  again 
if  you  can  come.  If  you  cannot  come,  name  your  own 
day  later  in  the  week,  at  three.— Very  truly  yours, 
(Signed)    Wilkie  Collins. 

J.  Hare,  Esq. 

"The  Woman  in  While"  drama 
safely  received  back.  Very  glad  to 
hear  you  think  it  a  good  piece  of 
work. 

Wilkie  Collins,  to  those 
who  knew  him  intimately,  was 
a  most  interesting  and  delight- 
ful companion,  and  many 
happy  evenings  have  I  spent 
in  his  society,  sometimes  meet- 
ing Charles  Reade,  Fechter, 
Berton,  the  distinguished 
French  actor,  and  other  emi- 
nent men  of  the  time. 

It  may  be  interesting  to 
publish  in  extenso  the  follow- 
ing letter  written  by  Wilkie 
Collins  when  in  America, 
giving  his  experiences  and  im- 
pressions of  the  theatres,  etc., 
in  that  country  at  the 
time : — 

Buffalo,  New  York  State, 
January  6lh,  1874. 
My  Dear  IIarr, — I 
was  thinking  of  you  and 
talking  of  you  to  an 
American  gentleman  here 
who  is  a  faithful  lover  of 
the  Drama,  when  your 
friendly  letter  came  in 
along  with  others  which 
were  brought  to  me  by 
the  English  mail.  The 
sight  of  your  handwriting 
was  the  next   best   sight 


WILKIE  COLLINS. 
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to  the  sight  of  yourself.  It  took  me  back  to  oar 
pleasant  gossipings  and  smokings  in  Gloucester  Place. 
I  saw  you  again  in  my  old  red  chair  discossing  **  Mao 
and  Wife  "  ;  and  for  a  little  while  I  lived  over  again 
in  one  of  the  passages  of  my  post  life  which  I  like 
best  to  look  back  on. 

I  have  had  to  choose  here  between  losing  money 
and  losing  health — and  have  decided  without  hesits- 
tion  on  losing  money.     If  I  could  bear  the   doaUe 
stress  of  travelling  and  reading  for,  say,  five   days  in 
the  week  I   should  be  making,  at  my  present  rates, 
about  four  hundred  pounds  a  week.     As  it  is,  I  read 
at  intervals,  and  get  a  fee  ranging  from  seventy  pouncis 
to  eighty  pounds  a  night.     'Die  curiosity  to  see  rae  is 
so  univeruil  that  I  might  have  made  doable  this  sam 
(I    am    told)    if  I   had   only    got    here    before    the 
commercial  panic.     In  certain  towns  there  are  people 
who  have  literally  no  ready  money.     In  other  places 
**  things    are     looking     better."       A    little     while 
since   I   read   at  a  town  called  New  Bedford.      The 
artisans  and   needlewomen   paid    their   dollar     each 
(four  shillings)  for  places,  and  some  of  the  audience 
travelled  eighteen  miles  to  hear  the  story.     As  to  my 
social   reception — the  cordipiity  and  the  enthusiasm 
are   beyona   all   description.      Houses,   horses,    and 
carriages  are  all  placed  at  m^  disposal  in  every  town 
that  I  visit  by  "eminent  citizens     of  all  conditions. 
Clubs  open  their  doors,  and  theatres  catch  me  sneak- 
ing in  and  trying  to  pay,  and  carry  me  off  into  private 
boxes  with  state  chairs  and  gorgeous  hangings,  amid 
which  I  appear  (in  a  frowsy  old  pilot  jacket)  as  the 
only  shabby   object   in   the    scene. 
The  theatres  here  are  decidedly  in 
advance,   both  as    to    beauty   and 
convenience,  of  the  English  theatres. 
But   the  comparison  of  the   acting 
is  all  the  other  way.     There   is   a 
sad    want    of    spirit  —  a     terrible 
tendency  to  .speak   their  words   as 
if    they    were    saying    a    lesson — 
among     the     average     actors      of 
America.    As  to  the  audiences,  they 
never  hiss  or  show  any  signs  of  dis- 
content    under    any     provocation. 
They    are    not    quick  —  they    are 
courteous    and    good  -  natured.       I 
doubt  very  much  whether  they  are 
as  yet  capable  of  appreciating  the 
fine  art   of  the   Prince   of  Wales's 
Theatre. 

We    had   a   great    success   with 
"  The    New    Magdalen  "   at  New 
York   (Carlotta   Leclercq).     I   was 
present  and    was    "  called "   three 
The  third  time  they  would 
me   go  until  I  had   made 
them   a  speech.      "The 
Woman   in   White"  has 
been  tried   since  (in  my 
absence  from  New  York) 
by  Wybert  Reeve.     Loss 
on   two  weeks'  perform- 
ances,      four       nundred 
pounds.      I   need  hardly 
say  that  I  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  speculation. 
Reeve     is    consoled    by 
favourable    Press  notices 
of  his  acting,  and  is  going 
to  try  some  other  town 
as  S(X)n  as  he  can.    I  am 
afraid   his  prospect  is  1^ 
bad  one. 


times, 
not   let 
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As  to  my  plans,  I  go  West  from  this  place  —perhaps 
as  far  as  the  Mormon  city.  It  all  depends  on  time 
(and  liealth).  I  liave  decided — if  all  goes  well — to 
sail  for  England  during  the  last  fortnight  in  March. 

And  now,  my  dear  friend,  I  must  say  good-bye  for 
the  present.  Give  my  best  love  to  the  Bancrofts,  and 
read  them  some  of  my  letter — or  all  of  it,  if  their 
patience  holds  out.  I  have  forgotten  to  add  (for  you 
and  for  them)  that 
I  am  in  wonderful 
health.  The  climate 
agrees  with  me,  and 
so  do  the  "  cock- 
tails "  (a  heavenly 
drink). 

Your  affectionate 
friend, 
WiLKiE  Collins. 

Shall  I  be  back 
in  time  to  see 
"School"?  If  you 
have  time  to  write 
again,  my  address 
is,  "Care  of  Naylor 
and  Co.,  Boston, 
Mass.,  U.S. 
America. " 

I  now  arrive 
at  the  last  pro- 
duction in  which 
I  appeared  at 
the  Prince  of 
Wales's  Theatre 
— namely,  "The 
School  for  Scan- 
dal." I  was  de- 
lighted at  being 
cast  for  Sir  Peter 
Teazle,  a  part 
which  I  had  been 
al ways  most 
anxious  to  play, 
and*  seemed  to 
be  suited  to  my 
methods.  A  very 
beautiful  setting 
was  given  to  this 
piece  by  the 
management,  and  the  revival  itself  proved  a 
brilliant  success.  I  did  not,  however,  either 
satisfy  myself  or  the  critics  by  my  performance 
of  this  character,  which  was  a  great  disap- 
pointment to  me.  I  attribute  my  comparative 
failure  to  the  fact,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  of 
my  having  gone,  during  the  early  part  of  the 
rehearsals,  to  a  matinee  at  which  Samuel 
Phelps  played  the  part  of  Sir  Peter. 
It  was  a  splendid  performance,  but 
charged  fully  with  the  mannerisms  of  that 
famous  tragedian.  I  had  always  Phelps 
before  me  and  couldn't  get  him  out  of  my 
mind.  My  own  original  conception  of  the 
character  was   paralyzed   by  this  obsession, 


and  when  I  came  to  act  the  part  it  was 
neither  imitative  nor  original.  Coghlan, 
who  slage-managed  the  production,  said  to 
me  at  rehearsal,  "We  don't  want  to  see 
Mr.  Phelps  play  the  part ;  we  want  to  see 
Mr.  Hare  !  " 

I  have  often  thought  that  this  character 
has  been  mis- 
understood by  its 
representatives. 
Sir  Peter  is  gene- 
rally portrayed  as 
a  senile,  uxorious, 
and  farcical  old 
gentleman, 
whereas,  accord- 
ing to  the  text  of 
Sheridan,  he  is  a 
high-bred  gentle- 
man of  fifty,  who 
conducts  himself 
always  in  the 
most  dignified 
and  often  in  a 
pathetic  manner. 
He  frequently 
shows  himself  to 
be  a  philosopher 
and  a  man  of  the 
world,  which  is 
how  I  tried  to 
represent  him, 
though,  generally 
speaking,  through 
tradition,  farce 
has  grafted  itself 
upon  the  charac- 
ter and  destroyed 
the  spirit  of  high 
comedy  obvi- 
ously intended 
by  Sheridan. 

At  that  time  a 
momentous  crisis 
arrived  in  my  career.  After  ten  years'  happy 
association  with  this  most  successful  manage- 
ment, which  had  established  a  unique  position 
for  itself  among  London  theatres,  I  was  advised 
that  the  time  had  arrived  for  me  to  embark 
upon  an  undertaking  of  my  own.  Before 
proceeding  to  this,  however,  I  should  like  to 
reflect  briefly  on  the  admirable  system  which 
prevailed  at  the  old  Prince  of  Wales's 
Theatre.  It  was  a  system  and  organization 
which  had  brought  it  to  the  front,  and  was 
instrumental  in  leading  it  to  be  considered 
the  best  -  managed  of  Lx)ndon  theatres. 
The  management  believed  that  if  an  actor 
was  an  actor  in  the  real  and  best  meaning  of 
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the  word  he  could  be  trusted  to  show  his 
versatility,  instead  of  being  condemned,  as  at 
the  present  day,  to  portray  for  the  rest  of  his 
artistic  life  a  line  of  parts  with  which  he  had 
once  identified  himself  by  an  initial  success. 
Had  that  modem  absurdity  existed  then  I 
should  have  probably  never  been  heard  of, 
so  that  I  owe  more  than  I  can  say  to  the 
scope  and  variety  afforded  me  by  the  policy 
pursued  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre. 

It  was  on  March  13th,  1875,  that  I  opened 
the  old  Court  Theatre  in  Sloane  Square,  of 
which  I  had  obtained  a  lease.  It  is  hardly 
necessary  to  point  out  that  the  salaries  paid 
in  those  days  were  not  sufficient  for  me  to 
have  saved  enough  for  so  serious  an  under- 
taking, but  I  had  some  private  means  to 
assist  me  in  that  venture.  I  was  also  fortu- 
nate in  the  friend  who  urged  me  to  take 
this  step  guaranteeing  me  a  certain  sum  of 
money,  to  be  repaid  in  the  event  of  my 
being  successful.  The  few  thousand  pounds 
he  placed  at  my  disposal  were  not,  however, 
called  upon,  and  1  never  needed  to  trespass 
on  his  generosity,  as  the  theatre  paid  from 
the  start. 

My  first  production  was  "  I^dy  Flora,"  by 
Charles  Coghlan,  a  moderate  success  which 
paid  its  way.  The  company  which  I  had 
the  good  fortune  to  enlist  under  my  banner 
would  be  difficult  to  rival  at  the  present  day. 
It  included  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kendal,  John 
Clayton,  Charles  Kelly,  H.  Kemble,  Miss 
Mary  Rorke,  Miss  Amy  Fawsitt,  and  Mrs. 
Gaston  Murray. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  making  the  acquaintance  of  Ix)rd  Lytton, 
afterwards  Viceroy  of  India,  and  famous  in 
the  world  of  letters  as  "  Owen  Meredith."  He 
wrote  that  he  was  desirous  of  consulting  me  as 
to  the  possibility  of  finishing  and  producing  a 
posthumous  play  of  his  father's,  four  acts  out 
of  the  five  only  having  been  written.  This 
was  called  "The  House  of  Damley."  My 
recollections  of  him  must  be  ranked  among 
the  most  delightful  memories  of  my  life. 
My  first  impressions  were  somewhat 
singular,  as,  when  I  called  on  him  by 
appointment  at  his  house  in  Brook  Street,  on 
receiving  me  in  his  study,  to  my  astonish- 
ment he  was  fantastically  dressed  in  an 
Elizabethan  costume,  irresistibly  reminiscent 
of  the  pictures  of  Lord  Leicester.  Time  and 
space  forbid  my  dwelling  on  the  delightful 
evenings  passed  at  his  house,  where  I  fre- 
quently supped  with  him,  and  still  recall  his 
brilliant  conversation  and  keen  interest  in  art 
of  all  kinds.  He  bad  a  most  generous  and 
affectionate,  if  excitable,  disposition.     Some- 


times about  three  or  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  after  supper,  he  would  accompany 
me  the  greater  part  of  my  way  home  to 
Hampstead,  while  he  conversed  in  a  most 
fascinating  manner  the  whole  time. 

After  Lord  Lytton's  appointment  as  Vice- 
roy of  India,  we  kept  up  a  correspondence  of 
a  very  interesting  character,  and  I  have 
several  of  his  long  and  eloquent  letters  by  me 
still,  more  or  less  in  connection  with  the  pro- 
duction of  his  father's  play.  The  following 
is  the  extract  of  a  letter  I  received  from  him 
then,  passages  of  which  feelings  of  modesty 
make  me  extremely  loath  to  publish,  but  the 
distinction  of  the  writer  and  my  own  desire  to 
do  justice  to  the  art  of  a  celebrated  actress, 
who  was  not  then  so  generally  admired  and 
esteemed  as  she  has  subsequently  become  (I 
refer  to  Mrs.  Kendal),  must  be  my  excuse  for 
reproducing  it.  Lord  Lytton  says  in  the  course 
of  his  letter  to  me :  "I  have  greatly  at  heart 
the  desire  to  record  my  unqualified  admira- 
tion of,  my  hearty,  intense  delight  in,  your 
acting  last  night.  It  was  (forgive  me  the 
word)  a  surprise  to  me,  but  a  surprise  that 
was  also  a  revelation.  Out  and  out,  and 
facile  princeps  the  finest,  most  refined,  most 
finished  and  high-bred  piece  of  dry  comedy 
that  /,  at  least,  have  ever  seen  on  the  English 
stage.  My  friend  and  I,  who  had  hitherto 
been  sorry  sceptics  about  English  acting, 
agreed  last  night  that  your  French  duke  was 
fully  equal  to  the  best,  and  far  superior  to 
the  average,  acting  of  similar  parts  at  the 
Fran^ais  and  Palais  Royal,  which  I  take  to 
be  at  the  present  moment  the  two  best 
schools  of  French  acting. 

"A  more  intellectual  and  artistic  imperson- 
ation of  character  I  have  never  seen  on  any 
stage.  From  first  to  last,  by-play  and  play 
of  physiognomy — every  movement,  gesture, 
look  were  perfectly  what  they  should  be — 
and  in  each  smallest  particular  a  masterpiece 
of  art.  And  all  in  such  excellent  good  taste. 
Indeed,  I  owe  you  two  very  uncommon 
pleasures — the  pleasure  of  heartily  admiring 
and  the  pleasure  of  sincerely  praising. 

"  You  have  also  succeeded  in  getting 
together  a  very  good  cast  for  dry  comedy. 
It  is  probably  in  passion  and  sentiment  that 
it  will  prove  weakest.  But  I  wonder  that  no 
one  has  been  yet  tempted  to  write  a  strong, 
passionate  part  for  your  Lady  Flora.  She 
has  it  in  her,  and  is  an  actress  with  talent 
which,  were  I  a  dramatist,  I  should  be  glad 
to  engage  in  the  creation  of  some  dramatic 
type  of  a  higher  order."  Mrs.  Kendal  has 
since  played — how  successfully  the  public 
well  know — many  "  a  strong,  passionate  part," 
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and  the  foresight  of  the  writer  is  clearly 
shown  by  his  discernment  of  the  latent 
powers  of  one  who  was  destined  to  take  rank 
as  our  greatest  leading  actress. 

"  The  House  of  Darnley  "  was  subsequently 
produced  by  me  in  1877,  but  succeeded  in 
achieving  only  a  succh  (Testinie^  though  dis- 
tinguished   by 
some      excellent 
acting  on  the  part 
of     Miss     Ellen 
Terry  aad   Miss 
Amy    Roselle, 
Charles  Kelly  and 
Alfred  Bishop. 

1  did  not  ap- 
pear in  every 
play  I  produced, 
holding  even  then 
a  theory  which 
experience  has 
only  tended  to 
confirm  —  viz., 
that  the  ideal 
theatrica  1 
manager  (though 
I  have  no  pre- 
tensions to  the 
title)  should 
possess  the  finest 
artistic  judgment 
without  exercis- 
ing his  preroga- 
tive of  appearing 
at  the  head  of 
his  company  on 
the  stage. 

However,  to- 
wards the  end  of 
1875,  I  became 
possessed  of  a 
little  adaptation 
from  the  French 
by  Coghlan,  en- 
titled "A  Quiet 
Rubber,"  and 
produced  it  on  January  8th,  1876.  It 
has  remained  a  very  good  friend  to  me  ever 
since,  owing  to  the  kind  appreciation  of 
the  public,  though  1  consider  it  to  be  one 
of  the  most  difficult  and  trying  parts  in  my 
repertoire.  On  the  first  night  I  was  not  at 
all  satisfied  with  my  own  performance,  and, 
in  fact,  have  an  idea  that  I  was  completely 
outplayed  by  Charles  Kelly  as  Mr.  Sullivan. 
His  was  a  superb  performance,  in  which  he 
brought  out  the  latent  tenderness  and  warm- 
heartedness of  the  irascible  Irishman  to  an 
amazing  extent 


SIR  JOHN   HARE  AS   LORD   KII.CI.ARK   IN   "  A   QUIKT  RUBBER. 

From  a  Photo,  bif  Window  tt  Oram. 


"  A  Quiet  Rubber "  was  a  great  favourite 
of  the  late  Duchess  of  Mecklenburg-Strelitz, 
who  invariably  came  to  see  it  whenever  an 
opportunity  occurred.  On  one  occasion, 
when  she  received  me  after  the  performance, 
she  said :  "  Are  you  aware,  Mr.  Hare,  of 
rather  a  curious  circumstance  ?  The  character 

you  have  been 
playing  is  the 
favourite  part  of 
one  of  our  most 
famous  German 
actors,  whose 
name  by  a  curious 
coincidence  is  the 
same  as  your  own 
— Hase  (Hare)." 
It  was  during 
the  run  and  per- 
formance of  "A 
Quiet  Rubber," 
too,  that  a  rather 
unhappy  incident 
occurred.  I  had 
been  much  dis- 
turbed by  the 
incessant  chatter 
of  an  old  gentle- 
man in  a  private 
box.  We  were 
approaching  the 
chloroform  epi- 
sode, when  abso- 
lute  quiet  is 
essential,  and  the 
talking  in  the  box 
continued  and 
increased  to  such 
an  extent  that 
nervous  irrita- 
bility overcame 
me  and  prevented 
my  proceeding. 
This  and  an 
impetuosity,  to 
which  I  must 
plead  sometimes  guilty,  made  me  feel  com- 
pelled to  rise  from  my  seat  and  inform  the 
audience  that  it  was  impossible  to  go  on  with 
the  scene  if  these  interruptions  from  the 
private  box  continued.  Loud  cries  of  "  Turn 
him  out ! "  "  Turn  him  out  ! "  greeted 
my  appeal ;  at  last  quietness  was  restored, 
and  the  play  proceeded  without  further 
interruption.  While  changing  my  clothes 
after  the  performance  my  dresser  told  me 
that  a  visitor  wished  to  see  me,  and  i  ac  once 
recognised  the  occupant  of  the  box,  accom- 
panied by   a   younger   man — evidently   his 
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"  second,"  I  thought  to  myself.  An  apology 
was  to  be  insisted  upon  or  an  "  appointment  " 
fixed  for  the  next  morning.  Visions  of  a  duel 
flashed  across  my  mind,  and  the  advantage 
of  pistols  to  swords  appealed  to  me  instan- 
taneously. But  I  soon  found  that  the  apparent 
"  second  "  was  in  reality  the  old  gentleman's 
son,  who  had  come  to  apologize  for  his 
father's  regrettable  disturbance.  The  genial 
old  gentleman  was  one  of  my  greatest 
admirers,  but  unfortunately  stone-deaf,  and, 
like  many  suffering  from  that  ailment,  seemed 
to  think  that  others  were  equally  hard  of 
hearing.  His  irritating  outbreaks  had  been 
extremely  complimentary  references  to  my 
performance. 

I  felt  nearly  as  confused  as  Charles 
Mathews  in  somewhat  similar  circumstances 
after  addressing  a  member  of  the  audience 
in  a  private  box.  The  latter  had  been  paying 
apparently  little  attention  to  the  piece,  and 
was  making  audible  remarks  throughout.  At 
last,  towards  the  end  of  the  third  act,  he  rose 
to  go.  He  closed  the  case  of  his  opera- 
glasses  with  a  click,  opened  his  hat  with  a 
bang,  cleared  his  throat  with  a  loud,  grating 
coti/h,  and  looked  contemptuously  at  the 
stage.     Poor  Mathews  could  stand  this  no 


longer.  "Excuse  me,  sir,"  he  said,  in  his 
most  charming  manner,  "there  is  another 
act  yet ! "  "  Yes,"  replied  the  disturber, 
tersely,  "  that's  why  I  am  going  I "  And  he 
went ! 

One  more  reminiscence  of  "A  Quiet 
Rubber,"  and  I  have  finished.  It  is  of  com- 
paratively recent  date,  and  happened  during 
my  Royal  command  to  Sandringham  on  the 
evening  of  the  King's  last  birthday,  when  I 
had  the  honour  of  appearing  before  him  in 
this  little  play. 

A  lady  in  the  audience  was  talking  some- 
what loudly  to  her  neighbour  during  the 
performance.  This  happened  at  a  point  in 
the  play  when  I,  as  Lord  Kilclare,  had  just 
"revoked"  at  whist.  On  being  reproached 
by  my  partner,  Mr.  Sullivan,  for  my  careless- 
ness, 1  had  to  reply,  according  to  the  text  of 
the  play  :  "  I  am  extremely  sorry,  Mr.  Sullivan, 
extremely  sorry ;  but  really,  with  this  con- 
tinuous buzz  of  conversation  going  on,  it  is 
perfectly  impossible  to  play."  This  apparently 
pointed  remark  was  received  with  a  roar  of 
laughter,  in  which 

I  was  afterwards      y      ^     .Ay ^ 
told     the     King    Z'^-^&t^'^iF^^'^ 
joined  heartily.  ^^^^ 


{To  be  continued.) 
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Tke  Teripoir  or  the  Sea  Cs^veSc 

By  CHARLES   G.   D.   ROBERTS. 


I. 

T  was  in  a  Singapore  drinking- 
den  that  big  Jan  Laurvijc,  the 
diver,  heard  about  the  lost 
pearls. 

There  had  been  a  fight, 
evidently,  but  the  silence  was 
now  startling.  As  he  entered,  there  was  no 
sound  but  the  painful  breathing  of  a  Lascar, 
whom  he  found  sitting  with  his  back  against 
the  wall,  close  beside  the  dead  body  of  an 
Englishman.  He  was  desperately  slashed. 
His  eyes  were  half  closed ;  and  Jan  saw  that 
there  was  little  chance  of  his  recovery.  The 
proprietor  of  the  den,  a  brutal-looking  China- 
man, lay  dead  beside  his  jugs  and  bottles. 
Jan  reached  for  a  jug  of  familiar  appearance, 
poured  out  a  cup  of  arrack,  and  held  it  to  the 
lips  of  the  dying  Lascar.  At  the  first  gulp  of 
the  potent  spirit  his  eyes  opened  again.  He 
swallowed  it  all,  eagerly,  then  straightened 
himself  up,  held  out  his  hand  in  European 
fashion  to  Jan,  and  thanked  him  in  Malayan. 
"  Who's  that  ?  "  inquired  Jan  in  the  same 
tongue,  pointing  to  the  dead  white  man. 

Grief  and  rage  convulsed  the  fierce  face  of 
the  wounded  l^scar. 

"  He  was  my  friend,"  he  answered.     "  The 
sons  of  filthy  mothers,  they  killed  him  ! " 
"  Too    bad  ! "   said   Jan,    sympathetically. 

Vol.  jycxv.— 81. 


"  But  you  gave  a  pretty  good  account  of 
yourselves,  you  two.  What  can  I  do  for 
you  ?  " 

"  I'm  dead,  pretty  soon  now  !  "  said  the 
fellow,  indifferently.  And  from  the  blood 
that  was  soaking  down  his  shirt  and  spread- 
ing on  the  floor  about  him,  Jan  saw  that  the 
words  were  true.  Anxious,  however,  to  do 
something  to  show  his  good-will,  he  pulled 
out  his  big  red  handkerchief,  and  knelt  to 
bandage  a  gaping  slash  straight  across  the 
man's  left  forearm,  from  which  the  bright 
arterial  blood  was  jumping  hotly. 

"  You  look  a  good  fighting  man.  You're 
— like  him,"  muttered  the  Lascar,  feebly, 
nodding  toward  the  dead  Englishman. 
"  Oive  me  more  arrack.  I  will  tell  you 
something.     Hurry,  for  I  go  soon." 

Jan  brought  him  the  liquor,  and  he  gulped 
it.  Then  from  a  pouch  within  his  knotted 
silk  waistband  he  hurriedly  produced  a  bit 
of  paper,  which  he  unfolded  with  trembling 
fingers.  Jan  saw  that  it  was  a  rough  map, 
sketched  with  India  ink  and  marked  with 
Malayan  characters.  The  Lascar  peered 
about  him  with  fierce  eyes  already  growing 
dim. 

"  Are  yuu  sure  they  are  all  gone  ?  "  he  de- 
manded, looking  anxiously  towards  the  dr 

"Certain !  "  answered  Jan,  highly  inter   j 
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"  They'll  try  their  best  to  kill  you,"  went 
on  the  dying  man.  "  Don't  let  them.  If 
you  let  them  get  the  pearls,  I'll  come  back 
and  haunt  you." 

"  I  won't  let  them  kill  me,  and  I  won't  let 
them  get  the  pearls,  if  that's  what  it  is  that's 
made  all  the  trouble.  Don't  worry  about 
that,"  responded  Jan  confidently,  reaching 
out  his  great  hand  for  the  paper. 

The  man  handed  it  over  with  a  groping 
gesture,  though  his  savage  black  eyes  were 
wide  open. 

"  That'll  show  you  where  the  wreck  of  the 
junk  lies,  in  seven  or  eight  fathom  of  water, 
close  inshore.  The  pearls  are  in  the  deck- 
house. He  kept  them.  The  steamer  was 
on  a  reef,  going  to  pieces,  and  we  came  up 
just  as  the  boats  were  putting  off.  We  sunk 
them  all  and  got  the  pearls.  And  next  night, 
in  a  storm,  the  junk  was  carried  on  to  the 
rocks  by  a  current  we  didn't  know  about. 
Only  five  of  us  got  ashore — for  the  sharks 
were  around,  and  the  *  killers,'  that  night. 
Him  and  me,  we  were  the  only  ones  knew 
enough  to  make  that  map." 

Here  the  dying  pirate  sank  forward  with 
his  face  upon  his  knees.  But  with  a  mighty 
effort  he  sat  up  again  and  fixed  Jan  Laurvik 
with  terrible  eyes. 

"  Don't  let  the  sons  of  a  dog — get  them,  or 
I  will — come  back — and  choke  you — in  your 
— sleep,"  he  gasped,  suddenly  pointing  a  lean 
finger  straight  at  the  Norseman's  face.  Then 
his  black  eyes  opened  wide ;  a  strange  red 
light  blazed  up  in  them  for  an  dnstant  and 
faded.  With  a  sigh  he  toppled  over,  dead, 
his  head  resting  on  the  dead  Englishman's 
feet.  jj 

Jan  now  examined  the  map,  which  proved 
to  be  rough  but  very  intelligible.  It  indicated 
a  stretch  of  the  eastern  coast  of  Java,  which 
he  recognised ;  but  the  spot  where  the  junk 
had  gone  down  was  one  to  which  passing 
ships  always  gave  a  wide  berth.  It  was  a 
place  of  treacherous  anchorage^  of  abrupt, 
forbidding,  uninhabited  shore,  and  of  violent 
currents  that  shifted  erratically.  So  much 
the  better,  thought  Jan,  for  his  investigations, 
if  only  the  pirate  junk  should  prove  to  have 
sunk  in  water  not  too  deep  for  a  diver  to  work 
in.  There  would  be  so  much  the  less  danger 
of  interruption. 

Jan  was  on  the  point  of  hurrying  away 
from  the  gruesome  scene,  which  might  at  any 
moment  become  a  scene  of  excitement  and 
annoying  investigation,  when  a  new  idea 
flashed  into  his  mind.  It  was  over  this  pre- 
cious paper  that  all  the  trouble  had  been.  The 


scoundrels  who  had  fled  would  undoubtedly 
return  as  soon  as  they  dared,  and  would 
search  for  it.  Finding  it  gone,  they  would 
conclude  that  he  had  it ;  and  they  would  be 
hot  on  his  trail.  He  saw  that  all  he  was 
likely  to  get  was  a  slit  throat. 

As  he  glanced  about  him  for  a  way  out  of 
his  dilemma  his  eyes  fell  on  a  bottle  of  India 
ink  containing  the  fine-tipped  brush  with 
which  these  Orientals  did  their  writing.  His 
resourcefulness  awoke  to  this  chance.  The 
moments  were  becoming  very  pearls  them- 
selves for  preciousness,  but  seizing  the  brush 
he  made  a  workable  copy  of  the  map  on  the 
back  of  a  letter  that  he  had  in  his  pocket. 
Next  he  made  a  minute  and  very  careful  cor- 
rection in  the  original,  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
indicate  that  the  position  of  the  wreck  was  in 
a  deep  fiord  some  fifty  miles  east  of  where  it 
actually  was.  Then  he  returned  the  map  to 
its  hiding-place  in  the  dead  pirate's  belt  and 
made  all  haste  away.  Not  till  he  was  back 
in  the  European  quarter  did  he  feel  secure. 

Jan  Laurvik  had  a  little  capital.  But  he 
needed  a  trusty  partner  with  more.  To  his 
experienced  wits  his  other  needs  were  clear. 
There  would  have  to  be  a  very  seaworthy 
little  steamer,  powerfully  engined  for  service 
on  that  stormy  coast,  and  armed  to  defend 
herself  against  prowling  pirate  junks.  This 
small  and  fit  craft  would  have  to  be  manned 
by  a  crew  equally  fit,  and  at  the  same  time  as 
small*  as  possible. 

Up  to  a  certain  point  he  had  no  difficulty 
in  verifying  the  dead  pirate's  story.  He  had 
heard  of  the  wreck  of  the  Dutch  steamer 
Viecht  on  a  reef  off  the  Celebes,  and  of  the 
massacre  of  all  the  crew  and  pascengers, 
except  one  small  boatload,  by  pirates.  This 
had  happened  about  eight  months  before. 
Discreet  inquiry  developed  the  fact  that  the 
Viecht  had  carried  about  sixty  thousand 
pounds'  worth  of  pearls.  The  evidence  was 
sufficiently  convincing  and  the  prize  was 
sufficiently  alluring  to  make  it  worth  his 
while  to  risk  the  adventure. 

It  was  with  a  certain  amount  of  Northern 
deliberation  that  Jan  laurvik  thought  these 
points  all  out,  and  made  up  his  mind  what 
to  do.  Then  he  acted  promptly.  First  he 
cabled  to  Calcutta,  to  one  Captain  Jerry 
Parsons,  to  join  him  in  Singapore  without  fail 
by  the  next  steamer.  Next  he  set  himself 
unobtrusively  to  the  task  of  finding  the  craft 
he  wanted  and  looking  up  equipment  for  her. 

Captain  Jerry  Parsons  was  a  New  Eng- 
lander,  from  Portland,  Maine.  He  had  been 
whaler,  gold-hunter,  filibuster,  copra-trader, 
General-in-Chief  to  a  small  Central  American 
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republic,  and  sheep-farmer  in  the  Australian 
bush.  At  present  he  was  conducting  a  more 
or  less  regular  trade  in  precious  stones  among 
the  lesser  Indian  potentates.  He  loved  gain 
much,  but  he  loved  adventure  more. 

When  he  received  the  cable  from  his  good 
friend  Jan  Laurvik,  he  knew  that  both  were 
beckoning  to  him.  With  light-hearted  zest 
he  betook  himself  to  the  steamship  offices, 
found  a  P.  and  O.  boat  sailing  on  the 
morrow,  and  booked  his  passage. 

When  he  reached  Singapore  Jan  I^urvik 
told  him  the  story  of  the  dead  pirate's  map. 

"  Let's  see  the  map,"  said  he,  chewing  hard 
on  the  butt  of  his  unlighted  Manila. 

Jan  passed  his  copy  over.  The  New 
Englander  inspected  it  carefully,  in  silence, 
for  several  minutes. 

"  Tain't  much  of  a  map  ! "  said  he  at  length, 
disparagingly.  "  You  think  the  varmint  was 
straight  ?  " 

"In  his  way,  yes,"  answered  Jan,  with  con- 
viction. "  He  had  it  in  him  to  be  straight  in 
his  way  to  a  friend,  which  wouldn't  hinder 
him  cutting  the  throats  of  a  thousand  chaps 
he  didn't  take  an  interest  in." 

"When  shall  we  start?"  asked  Captain 
Jerry.  . 

The  big  Norseman's  face  shone  with 
pleasure,  and  he  reached  out  his  hand.  The 
grip  was  all,  in  the  way  of  a  bargain,  that  was 
needed  between  them. 

"  Why,  to-morrow  night !  "  he  answered. 

"Well,"  said  the  New  Englander,  "I'll 
draw  some  cash  in  the  morning." 

The  boat  that  Jan  had  hired  was  a  fast 
and  sturdy  sea-going  tug,  serviceable,  but  not 
designed  for  comfort.     Jan  had  retained  her 


engineer,  a  shrewd  and  close-mouthed  Scotch- 
man. Her  sailing-master  would  be  Captain 
Jerry.  For  crew,  he  had  chosen  a  wiry  little 
Welshman  and  two  lank,  leather-skinned 
Yankees.  To  these  four,  for  whose  honesty 
and  loyalty  he  trusted  to  his  own  insight  as 
a  reader  of  men,  he  explained,  partially,  the 
nature  of  the  undertaking,  and  agreed  to  give 
them,  over  and  above  their  wages,  a  sub- 
stantial percentage  of  whatever  treasure  he 
might  succeed  in  recovering. 

The  tug  was  swift  enough  to  elude  any  of 
the  junks  infesting  those  waters,  but  the 
danger  was  that  she  might  be  taken  by 
surprise  at  her  anchorage  while  Laurvik  was 
under  water.  He  fitted  her,  therefore,  with  a 
Maxim  gun  on  the  roof  of  the  deck-house,  and 
armed  the  crew  with  repeating  Winchesters. 

Thus  equipped,  he  felt  ready  for  any  perils 
that  might  confront  him  above  the  surface  of 
the  water.  As  to  what  dangers  might  lurk 
below  he  felt  somewhat  less  confident,  as  these 
he  should  have  to  face  alone,  and  he  remem- 
bered the  ominous  warning  of  his  pirate  friend 
about  the  sharks  and  the  "killers."  For 
sharks  Jan  Laurvik  had  comparatively  small 
concern  ;  but  for  the  "  killers,"  those  swift  and 
implacable  little  whales  that  fear  no  living 
thing,  he  entertained  the  highest  respect 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  after  Captain 
Jerry's  arrival  the  tug  Sarawak  steamed 
quietly  out  of  the  harbour.  The  journey 
across  the  Straits  and  down  the  treacherous 
Javan  Sea  was  so  prosperous  that  Jan 
Laurvik,  his  blood  steeped  in  Norse  super- 
stition, began  to  feel  uneasy. 

The  unusual  calm  made  it  easy  to  hold 
close  inshore  when  they  reached  that  portion 


*  HE   HAD  THE   LAUNCH   OUTSIDE  THE   RRKF   WITH   ALL   HIS   DIVING   APPARATUS  ABOARD. 
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of  the  coast  where  they  must  keep  watch  for 
the  landmarks  indicated  on  the  pirate's  map. 
When  they  came  abreast  of,  a  low  headland 
that  they  had  been  watching  for  some  time, 
it  suddenly  opened  out  into  the  semblance  of 
a  two-humped  camel  crouching  sidewise  to 
the  sea,  exactly  as  it  was  represented  in  Jan's 
map.  Just  beyond  was  a  narrow  bay,  and 
across  the  middle  of  its  mouth,  with  a  dan- 
gerous passage  on  either  side,  stretched  the 
reef  on  which  the  pirate  junk  had  gone  down. 
At  this  hour  of  low  water  the  reef  was  showing 
its  teeth  and  snarling  with  surf.  At  high  tide 
it  would  be  hidden,  and  a  perfect  snare  for 
ships.  According  to  the  map,  the  wreck  lay 
in  some  eight  fathoms  of  water,  midway  of 
the  outer  crescent  of  the  reef.  Behind  the 
reef,  where  it  might  serve  them  as  a  partial 
shelter  from  the  sweep  of  the  seas  if  a  north- 
easter should  blow  up,  they  found  tolerable 
anchorage  for  the  tug.  For  the  preliminary 
soundings  and  for  the  diving  operations,  of 
course,  Jan  planned  to  use  the  launch.  And, 
in  order  to  take  utmost  advantage  of  the 
phenomenal  calm,  he  got  instantly  to  work. 
Within  a  half-hour  of  the  Sarawak's  anchor- 
ing he  had  the  launch  outside  the  reef  with  all 
his  diving  apparatus  aboard,  with  Captain 
Jerry  to  manage  the  air-pump,  and  the  Scotch 
engineer  to  run  the  motor. 

III. 

Along  the  outer  face  of  the  reef,  at  a  depth 
varying  from  eight  to  twelve  fathoms,  ran  an 
irregular  rocky  shelf,  which  dipped  gradually 
seaward  for  several  hundred  yards,  then 
dropped  sheer  to  the  ocean  depths.  In  the 
warm  water  along  this  shelf  swarmed  a  teem- 
ing life  of  gay-coloured  gigantic  weeds  and  of 
strange  fish  that  outdid  the  brightest  weeds  in 
brilliancy  and  unexpectedness  of  hue. 

In  the  great  deeps,  also,  beyond  the  edge 
of  the  shelf,  thronged  life  in  swimming,  crawl- 
ing, or  moveless  forms,  of  every  imagined  and 
many  unimagined  shapes,  from  creatures  so 
tiny  that  a  whole  colony  could  dwell  at  ease 
in  the  eye  of  a  cambric  needle,  to  the  Titanic 
squid,  or  cuttlefish,  with  oval  body  fifty  feet 
in  length  and  arms  like  writhing  constrictors 
reaching  twenty  or  thirty  feet  farther.  It  was 
a  life  of  noiseless  but  terrific  activity,  of  un- 
relenting and  incessant  death,  in  a  darkness 
streaked  fitfully  with  phosphorescent  gleams 
from  the  bodies  of  the  darting,  writhing,  or 
pouncing  creatures  that  slew  and  were  slain 
in  the  stupendous  silence. 

Down  to  these  dwellers  in  the  profound 
had  come  some  mysterious  message  or  excit- 
ing influence,  no  man  knows  what,  from  the 


prolonged  calm  on  the  surface.  It  affected 
individuals  among  various  species  in  such  a 
way  that  they  moved  upward  into  a  twilight 
where  they  were  aliens  and  intruders. 

One  of  these  restless  monsters — a  gigantic, 
pallid  cuttle — gorging  himself  as  he  went 
with  everything  that  swam  within  reach  of 
his  darting  tentacles,  moved  over  the  rocky 
floor  until  he  came  to  the  wreck  of  the  junk. 

To  his  huge,  unwinking  eyes  of  crystal 
black,  which  caught  every  tiniest  ray  of  light 
in  their  smooth,  appalling  deeps,  the  wreck 
looked  strange  enough  to  attract  his  attention 
at  once.  It  was  quite  unlike  any  rock  form 
that  he  had  ever  seen.  Rather  cautiously  he 
advanced  a  giant  tentacle  to  investigate  it. 
But  at  the  touch  of  the  unfamiliar  and  alien 
substance  the  tentacle  recoiled  in  aversion. 
The  cuttlefish  backed  away.  But  the  wreck 
made  no  attempt  to  pounce  upon  him.  It 
seemed  to  have  no  fight  in  it.  Possibly,  on 
closer  investigation,  it  might  prove  to  be  good 
to  eat ;  and  he  was  hungry.  So  he  tried 
once  again,  first  carefully,  then  boldly,  till  the 
writhing  tentacles,  with  their  sensitive  tips 
and  suckers,  had  enveloped  it  from  stem  to 
stern  and  searched  it  inside  and  out.  A  few 
lurking  fish  and  molluscs  were  snatched  from 
the  dark  interior  by  those  insinuating  and 
inexorable  feelers,  and  a  toothsome  harvest 
of  anchored  crustaceans  was  gathered  from 
the  hidden  surfaces  beside  the  keel.  But  of 
the  bodies  of  the  pirates  that  had  gone  down 
in  the  sudden  foundering  there  was  nothing 
left  but  bones,  which  the  myriad  scavengers 
of  the  sea  had  polished  to  the  barren  smooth- 
ness of  ivory. 

While  the  pallid  monster  was  occupied  in 
the  investigation  of  the  wreck,  those  two  great 
bulging  black  mirrors  of  his  eyes  were  sleep- 
lessly  alert  to  everything  that  passed  above 
or  about  them.  Once  a  swordfish,  about 
seven  feet  long,  sailed  carelessly  though 
swiftly  some  ten  feet  overhead.  Up  darted 
a  livid  tentacle,  and  fixed  upon  it  with  the 
deadly  sucking-discs.  In  vain  the  splendid 
and  ferocious  fish  lashed  out  in  the  eflfort 
to  wrench  itself  free.  In  vain  it  strove  to 
plunge  downward  and  pierce  the  puffy 
monster  with  its  sword.  In  a  second  two 
more  tentacles  were  wrapped  about  it. 
Then,  all  force  crushed  out  of  it,  it  was 
dragged  down  and  crammed  into  the  con- 
queror's horrible  mouth. 

While  its  mouth  was  yet  working  with  the 
satisfaction  of  this  meal,  the  monster  saw  a 
graceful  but  massive  black  shape,  nearly  half 
as  long  as  himself,  swimming  slowly  between 
his  eyes  and  the  shining  surface.      At  the 
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sight  a  shudder  of  fear  passed  over  him. 
Every  waving  tentacle  shrank  back  and  lay 
moveless,  as  if  suddenly  paralyzed,  and  he 
flattened  himself  down  as  best  he  could 
beside  the  dark  bulk  of  the  wreck.  Well  he 
knew  that  dark  shap)e  was  a  "  killer  "  whale — 
and  a  whale  was  the  one  being  he  knew  of 
that  he  had  cause  to  fear.  Against  those 
rending  jaws  his  cable-like  tentacles  and  tear- 
ing beak  were  of  no  avail,  his  unarmoured 
body  utterly  defenceless. 

The  whale,  however — not  a  sperm,  but  one 
of  a  much  smaller,  though  more  savage, 
species  :  the  "  killer " — did  not  catch  sight 
of  the  giant  cuttlefish  cringing  below  him. 
Intent  on  other  game,  he  passed  swiftly 
onward.  His  presence,  however,  had  for  the 
moment  destroyed  the  monster's  appetite. 
Instead  of  continuing  his  search  for  food,  he 
wanted  a  hiding-place.  He  could  no  longer 
be  at  ease  for  a  moment  there  in  the 
open. 

Just  behind  the  wreck  the  rock- wall  rose 
abruptly  to  the  surface  of  the  reef.  Its  base 
was  hollowed  into  a  series  of  low  caves,  where 
masses  of  softer  rock  had  been  eaten  out  from 
beneath  a  slanting  stratum  of  more  enduring 
material.  The  most  spacious  of  these  caves 
was  immediately  behind  the  wreck.  It  was 
exactly  what  the  monster  craved.  He  backed 
into  it  with  alacrity,  completely  filling  it  with 
his  spectral  and  swollen  body.  In  the  door- 
way the  convex  inky  lenses  of  his  eyes  kept 
watch,  moveless  and  all-seeing.  And  his  ten 
pale-spotted  tentacles,  each  thicker  at  the 
base  than  a  man's  thigh,  lay  outspread  and 
hidden  among  the  seaweeds,  waiting  for  such 
victims  as  might  come  within  reach  of  their 
lightning  snap  and  coil. 

The  monster  had  no  more  than  got  him- 
self fairly  installed  in  his  new  quarters  when 
into  the  range  of  his  awful  eyes  came  a 
singular  figure,  descending  slowly  through  the 
glimmering  green  directly  over  the  wreck. 
It  was  not  so  long  as  the  swordfish  he 
had  lately  swallowed,  but  it  was  thick  and 
massive-looking ;  and  it  was  blunt  at  the 
ends,  unlike  any  fish  he  had  ever  seen. 
Its  eyes  were  enormous,  round  and  bulg- 
ing. From  its  head,  and  from  one  of  its 
curious  round,  thick  fins,  extended  two  slender 
antennae  straight  up  toward  the  surface,  so 
long  that  their  extremities  were  beyond 
the  monster's  vision.  It  was  indeed  a 
strange-looking  creature,  but  he  felt  sure  that 
it  would  be  very  good  to  eat.  In  their  con- 
cealment among  the  many-coloured  seaweeds 
his  tentacles  thrilled  with  expectancy,  and 
he    waited,    like    some    stupendous     night- 


mare of  a  spider,  to  spring  the  moment 
the  prey  came  within  reach. 

It  chanced,  however,  that  just  as  the 
strange  creature,  descending  without  any 
movement  of  its  fins,  did  come  within  reach, 
there  also  appeared  again,  in  the  distance,  the 
black  form  of  the  "  killer  "  whale,  swimming 
far  overhead.  The  monster  changed  his 
plans  instantly.  His  interest  in  the  new- 
comer died  out.  He  became  intent  on 
nothing  but  keeping  himself  inconspicuous. 
The  new-comer,  unconscious  of  the  terror 
lying  in  wait  so  near  him  and  of  the  dark  form 
patrolling  the  upper  green,  alighted  upon  the 
wreck  and  groped  his  way  lumberingly  into 
the  cabin,  dragging  those  two  slim  antennae 
behind  him. 

IV. 

When  Jan  Laurvik,  in  his  up-to-date  and 
well-tested  diving-suit,  went  down  through  the 
green  twilight  of  the  sea,  he  was  doing  what  it 
was  his  profession  to  do,  and  he  had  few  mis- 
givings. He  had  confidence  in  his  equip- 
ment, in  his  skill,  and  in  his  mate  at  the  rope 
and  the  air-pump,  Captain  Jerry.  For  de- 
fence against  any  obtrusive  shark  or  sawfish 
he  carried  a  heavy,  long-bladed,  two-edged 
knife,  by  far  the  most  effective  weapon  in 
deep  water.  This  knife  he  wore  in  a  sheath 
at  his  waist,  with  a  cord  attached  to  the 
handle  so  that  it  could  not  get  away  from  him. 
He  carried  also  a  tiny  electric  battery  supply- 
ing a  strong  lamp  on  the  front  of  his  head- 
piece just  above  his  eyes. 

From  his  long  experience  in  sounding  and 
in  locating  wrecks,  Jan  Laurvik  had  acquired 
an  accuracy  that  seemed  almost  like  divina- 
tion. His  soundings,  in  this  instance,  had 
been  particularly  thorough,  because  he  did 
not  wish  to  waste  any  time  at  the  depth  in 
which  he  would  have  to  work.  He  was  not 
surprised,  therefore,  when  he  found  himself 
descending  upon  the  wreck  of  a  junk.  More- 
over, as  it  was  not  an  old  wreck,  he  con- 
cluded that  it  was  the  junk  that  he  was 
looking  for.  The  wreck  had  settled  almost 
on  an  even  keel ;  and  as  he  was  familiar 
with  craft  of  her  type,  he  had  no  difficulty  in 
finding  his  way  about. 

It  was  in  the  narrow,  closet-like  structure 
that  served  as  the  junk's  cabin  that  the 
pirate  had  said  the  pearls  would  be  found. 
The  door  was  open.  Turning  on  his  light, 
which  struggled  with  the  water  and  diffused  a 
ghostly  glow,  he  found  himself  confronted  by 
a  hideous  little  joss  of  red-and-gilt  lacquer. 
He  knew  it  was  lacquer,  and  of  the  best,  for 
nothing  else,  except  gold  itself,  would  have 
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withstood  the  months  of  soaking  in  sea-water. 
Jan  grinned  to  himself,  there  within  his 
rubber  and  copper  shell,  at  this  evidence  of 
pirate  piety.  Then  it  occurred  to  him  that  a 
man  like  the  pirate  captain  would  probably 
have  turned  his  piety  to  practical  use.  What 
better  guardian  of  the  treasure  than  a  god  ? 
Dragging  the  gaudy  deity  from  his  altar,  he 
found  the  altar  hollow.  In  that  secure  recep-^ 
tacle  lay  a  series  of  packages  done  up  with 
careful  precision  in  wrappings  of  oiled  silk. 
He  knew  the  style  of  wrapping  very  well. 
For  all  his  coolness,  his  heart  fell  to  thump- 
ing painfully  at  the  sight  of  this  vast  wealth 
beneath  his  hand.  Then  he  realized  that  the 
pressure  of  the  water,  and  of  the  compressed 


air  in  his  helmet,  was  beginning  to  tell  upon 
him.  In  fierce  but  orderly  haste  he  corded 
the  packages  about  his  middle  and  turned  to 
leave  the  cabin.  He  would  make  another 
trip  for  the  lacquer  god,  and  for  such  other 
articles  of  value  or  vertu  as  the  junk  might 
contain. 

Jan  turned  to  leave  the  cabin.  But  in  the 
doorway  he  started  back  with  a  shudder  of 
dread  and  loathing.  A  slender,  twisting  thing, 
whitish  in  colour  and  minutely  speckled  with 
livid  spots,  reached  in,  and  fastened  upon  his 
arm  with  soft-looking  suckers  that  held  like 
death. 

Jan  knew  instantly  what  the  pale,  writhing 
thing  was.     Ouc  flashed  his  knife.     With  a 
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swift  stroke  he  slashed  off  the  detaining  tip, 
where  it  had  a  thickness  of  perhaps  two 
inches.  The  raw  stump  shrank  back  h'ke  a 
severed  worm,  and  Jan,  leaping  clear  of  the 
doorway,  signalled  furiously  to  be  hauled  up. 
But  at  the  same  instant  two  more  of  the 
curling  white  things  came  reaching  over  the 
bulwarks  and  fastened  upon  him— one  upon 
his  right  arm,  hampering  him  so  that  he  was 
almost  helpless,  and  the  other  upon  his  left 
leg  just  above  the  knee.  He  felt  his  signal 
promptly  answered  by  a  powerful  tug  on  the 
rop)e.  But  he  was  anchored  to  the  wreck  as 
if  he  had  grown  to  it. 

Never  before  had  Jan  Laurvik  felt  the 
clutch  of  fear  at  his  heart  as  he  did  at  this 
moment.  But  not  for  an  instant,  in  the 
horror,  did  he  lose  his  presence  of  mind.  He 
knew  that  in  a  pulling  match  with  the  giant 
devil-fish  of  the  deeps  his  comrades  in  the 
boat  far  overhead,  would  be  nowhere.  He 
had  made  a  mistake  in  leaving  the  cabin. 
Frantically  he  signalled  with  his  left  hand  to 
"  slack  away "  on  the  rope,  and  at  the  same 
time,  though  hampered  by  the  grip  on  his 
right  arm,  he  managed  to  slash  off  the  end  of 
the  feeler  that  had  fixed  upon  his  leg.  On 
the  instant,  whipping  the  knife  over  to  his 
left,  he  cut  his  right  arm  clear  and  sprang 
back  into  the  doorway. 

Jan's  idea  was  that  by  keeping  just  inside 
the  cabin  door  he  could  defend  himself  from 
being  surrounded  by  the  assault  of  the 
writhing  things.  He  knew  that  in  the  open 
he  would  speedily  be  enfolded,  and  crushed, 
and  engulfed  in  the  jaws  of  the  monstrous 
squid.  But  in  the  narrow  doorway  the  swift 
play  of  his  blade  would  have  some  chance. 
He  gained  the  doorway.  He  got  fairly 
inside  it,  indeed.  But  as  he  entered  he  was 
horrified  to  see  the  thick  stump,  whose  tip 
he  had  shorn  off,  dart  in  with  him  and  fm 
itself,  by  its  bigger  and  more  irresistible 
suckers,  upon  the  middle  of  his  breast.  With 
a  shiver  he  sliced  off  the  fatal  discs  in  one 
long  sweep  of  his  blade,  then  turned  like  a 
flash  to  sever  a  pallid  tip  that  had  fastened 
upon  his  helmet. 

Jan  was  now  thankful  enough  that  he  had 
got  himself  into  the  narrow  doorway.  Seem- 
ingly undisturbed  by  the  slashings  and 
slicings  that  some  of  them  had  received,  the 
whole  ten  squirming  horrors  now  darted  at 
the  doorway.  Presently  no  fewer  than  three 
of  the  diabolical  things  laid  their  loathsome 
hold  upon  his  right  leg  below  the  knee, 
and  began  to  haul  it  out  through  the  door. 
Jan  slashed  at  them  madly,  but  not  altogether 
effectually ;    for    at    this    moment    another 


tentacle  had  laid  grip  upon  his  arm  below  the 
elbow.  He  had  just  time  to  shift  the  knife 
again  to  his  left  and  catch  the  jamb  of  the 
door,  when  he  felt  his  helmet  almost  jerked 
from  his  head.  This  grip  he  dared  not 
interfere  with,  lest  he  should  cut,  at  the  same 
time,  the  air-tube  that  fed  his  lungs,  and 
drown  like  a  rat  in  a  hole.  At  this  moment, 
however,  just  as  the  pressure  upon  his  neck 
was  becoming  intolerable,  he  felt  his  head 
suddenly  released.  One  of  the  great  sucking- 
discs  had  crushed  in  the  glass  of  the  electric 
lamp  and  fastened  upon  the  live  wire.  The 
sensation  it  experienced  was  evidently  not 
pleasant,  for  it  let  go  promptly,  and  secured 
a  new  hc^d  upon  Jan's  left  arm. 

This  hold  left  him  almost  helpless,  because 
he  could  no  longer  wield  the  knife  freely  with 
either  hand.  He  felt  himself  slowly  being 
pulled  out  of  the  doorway  by  his  right  leg. 
Throwing  himself  partly  backward  and  partly 
behind  the  door,  he  gained  a  firmer  brace 
and  at  the  same  time  brought  his  knife  again 
into  better  play.  He  would  fight  to  the 
very  last  gasp,  but  he  felt  that  the  odds  had 
now  gone  overwhelmingly  against  him.  The 
fear  of  death  itself  was  not  heavy  upon  him. 
He  had  faced  it  too  often  and  too  coolly  for 
that.  But  at  the  manner  of  this  death  that 
confronted  him  his  very  soul  sickened  with 
loathing.  His  horror  was  not  lessened  by 
the  sight  that  now  met  his  view.  A  colossal, 
swollen,  leprous-looking  bulk,  pallid  and 
spotted,  was  mounting  over  the  bulwark. 
Two  great  oval  lenses  of  clear  blackness,  set 
close  together,  were  in  the  front  of  the  bulk, 
just  over  the  spot  where  the  tentacles  started. 
These  gigantic,  appalling,  expressionless  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  him.  The  monster  was 
coming  aboard  to  see  what  kind  of  creature 
it  was  that  was  giving  him  so  much  trouble. 

Jan  saw  that  the  end  of  the  fight  was  very 
near.  The  thought,  however,  did  not  un- 
nerve him.  Rather,  it  put  new  fire  into  his 
nerves  and  muscles.  By  a  tremendous  wrench 
he  succeeded  in  reaching  with  the  knife  the 
tentacle  that  bound  his  right  arm.  This 
freedom  was  like  a  new  lease  of  life  to  him. 
He  made  swift  play  with  his  blade,  so  savagely 
that  he  was  able  to  drag  himself  back  almost 
completely  into  the  cabin  before  the  writhing 
horrors  again  closed  upon  him.  But  mean- 
while the  monster's  gigantic  body  had  gained 
the  deck.  Those  two  awful  eyes  were  slowly 
drawing  nearer ;  and  below  them  he  saw  the 
viscid  mouth  opening  and  shutting  in  antici- 
pation. 

At  this  a  kind  of  madness  began  to  surge 
up  in  Jan  I^urvik's  overtaxed  brain.  His 
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veins  seemed  to  surge  with  fresh  power,  as  if 
there  were  nothing  too  tremendous  for  him 
to  accomplish.  He  was  on  the  very  point  of 
stopping  his  resistance,  plunging  straight  in 
among  the  arms,  and  burying  his  big  blade 
in  those  unspeakable  eyes.  It  would  be  a 
satisfaction,  at  least,  to  force  them  to  change 
their  expression.  And  then — well,  something 
might  happen  ! 

But  before  he  could  put  this  desperate 
scheme  into  execution,  something  did  happen. 
Jan  was  aware  of  a  sudden  darkness  over- 
head. The  monster  was  evidently  aware  of 
it  too,  for  every  one  of  the  twisting  tentacles 
suddenly  shrank  away,  leaving  Jan  to  lean 
up  against  the  doorway,  free.  The  next 
moment  a  huge  black  shape  descended  per- 
pendicularly upon  the  fleshy  mountain  of  the 
monster's  back,  and  a  rush  of  water  drove 
Jan  backward  into  the  cabin. 

As  the  electric  lamp  had  gone  out  when 
the  glass  was  broken,  Jan  could  see  but  dimly 
the  awful  battle  of  giants  now  going  on  before 
him.  So  excited  was  he  that  he  forgot  his 
own  new  peril.  The  danger  was  now  that  in 
the  struggle  one  or  other  of  the  battling  bulks 
might  crush  the  cabin  flat,  or  entangle  the 
air-tube  and  life-line.  In  either  case  Jan*s 
finish  would  be  swift ;  but,  in  comparison 
with  the  loathsome  death  from  which  he  had 
just  been  so  miraculously  saved,  such  an  end 
seemed  not  very  dreadful. 

Skilled  in  deep- sea  lore  as  he  was,  he  knew 
the  dark  fury  that  had  swooped  down  upon 
the  devilfish.  It  was  a  "killer"  whale,  or 
grampus,  the  most  redoubtable  and  implacable 
fighter  of  all  the  kindred  of  the  sea.  Jan  saw 
its  wide  jaws  shear  off  three  mighty  ten- 
tacles at  once,  close  at  the  base.  The  others 
writhed  up  hideously  and  fastened  upon  him, 
but  under  the  surging  of  his  resistless  muscles 
their  tissues  tore  apart  like  snapped  cables. 
Huge  masses  of  the  monster's  ghastly  flesh 
were  bitten  off"  and  thrown  aside.  Then, 
gaining  a  grip  that  took  in  the  monster's 
head  and  the  roots  of  the  tentacles,  the 
"killer"  shook  his  prey  as  a  bulldog  might 
shake  a  fat  sheep.    The  tentacles  straightened 


out  slackly.  Jan  saw  that  the  fight  was  over 
and  that  it  was  high  time  for  him  to  remove 
from  that  too  strenuous  neighbourhood.  He 
gave  the  signal  vehemently,  and  was  drawn 
up  without  attracting  his  dangerous  rescuer's 
notice.  When  Captain  Jerry  hauled  him  in 
over  the  boat  side  he  fell  in  an  unconscious 
heap. 

When  Jan  came  to  himself  he  was  in  his 
bunk  on  the  Sarawak.  It  was  an  utter 
physical  and  nervous  exhaustion  that  had 
overcome  him.  His  swoon  had  passed  into 
a  heavy  sleep,  and  when  he  awoke  he  sat  up 
with  a  start.  Captain  Jerry  was  at  his  side, 
bursting  with  suppressed  curiosity,  and  the 
Scotch  engineer  was  standing  by  the  bunk. 

"  Waal,  partner,  you've  delivered  the  goods 
all  right,"  drawled  Captain  Jerry.  "  They're 
the  stuff",  not  a  doubt  of  it.  But  kind  o' 
seemed  to  us  up  here  you  were  having  high 
jinks  of  one  kind  or  another  down  there. 
What  was  it  ?  " 

"  It  was  awful ! "  responded  Jan,  with  a 
shudder.  Then  he  took  hold  of  Captain 
Jerry's  hand  and  felt  it,  as  if  to  make  sure  it 
was  real,  or  as  if  he  needed  the  feel  of  honest 
human  flesh  again  to  bring  him  to  his  senses. 

"  Ugh  ! "  he  went  on,  swinging  out  of  the 
bunk.  "  Let  me  get  out  into  the  sunlight 
again.  Let  me  see  the  sky  again.  I'll  tell 
you  all  about  it  by  an'  by,  Jerry.  But  wait. 
Were  all  the  packages  on  me  all  right  ?  " 

"  There  were  six  of  'em  tied  on  to  you.  I 
reckon  they're  worth  the  sixty  thousand  all 
right,"  responded  Captain  Jerry. 

"  Well,  let's  get  away  from  this  place  quick 
as  we  can  get  steam  up  again ! "  said  Jan. 
"There's  more  swag  down  there,  I  guess — 
lots  of  it.  But  I  wouldn't  go  down  again,  or 
send  another  man  down,  for  all  the  millions 
we've  all  of  us  ever  heard  tell  of  Mr.  McWha, 
how  soon  can  we  be  moving  ?  " 

"  Ten  meenutes,  more  or  less,"  replied  the 
Scotchman. 

"  All  right.  When  we're  outside  of  this 
accursed  bay,  an'  round  the  *  Camel '  yonder, 
I'll  tell  you  what  it's  like  down  there  under 
that  shiny  green." 


Vol.  XXXV.— 82. 
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CHROMATIC    FANTASY— BACH. 
"  Often  when  bearing  Bach  I  h«*ar  bells  ringing  in  ibe  sky,  rung  by  whirling  cords 
held  in  the  hands  of  maidens  dtessed  in  brown." 

PICTUE^ES    m   MUSSC. 


r    ^-m^  If 


O  you  see  pictures  in  music? 
\Vhen  you  hear  a  Beethoven 
symphony  or  a  sonata  by 
Schumann,  do  mystic  human 
figures  and  landscapes  float 
before  your  eyes  ? 
It  is  by  no  means  new  or  uncommon  for 
a  composer  to  have  a  distinct  picture  in  his 
mind  when  he  sets  himself  to  create  a 
work.  Schumann  saw  children  at  play  in  an 
embowered  wood,  dancing  merrily  until,  lo  ! 
the  sudden  advent  of  a  satyr  sent  them 
shrieking  to  their  homes. 

Few,    however,    have    been    able    to    de- 
lineate their  hallucinations    born    of   music. 


Mendelssohn,  who  was  no  mean  draughts- 
man, was  often  asked  to  do  so,  but  always 
refused.  "It  is  like  asking  a  sculptor 
to  paint  a  portrait  of  his  statue,"  he  once 
said.  "All  art  is  one,  just  as  the  human 
body  is  one,  but  each  of  the  members  has  its 
functions.  It  is  the  function  of  music  to 
hear,  not  to  see."  Nevertheless,  it  is  highly 
interesting  to  see  music  translated  in  the 
terms  of  a  sister  art,  and  this  is  what  a  clever 
artist,  Miss  Pamela  Colman  Smith,  has  done, 
in  pictures  which  are  published  now  for  the 
first  time  in  The  Strand  Magazine. 

Many    of   the    compositions    selected    by 
the   artist    will    instantly   be    recognised    as 

Digitized  by  VjUUV  iC 


PICTURES   IN  MUSIC. 


635 


conveying,  in  quite  a  surprising  way,  a  vivid 
idea  of  the  music  as  a  whole.  Every  reader 
can  ascertain  for  himself  whether  he  possesses 
this  peculiar  psychic  gift — this  power  of  con- 
juring up  music  pictures.  When  you  next  hear 
a  famous  sonata,  close  your  eyes  and  see  what, 
if  any,  "  pictures  "  pass  before  the  eye  of  your 
brain.  Under  the  magical  influence  of  music 
the  soul  has  glimpses  of  wondrous  shapes,  lit 
by  the  light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land. 

"You  ask  me  how  these  pictures  are 
evolved,"  said  Miss  Colman  Smith.  "They 
are  not  pictures  of  the  music  theme  — 
pictures  of  the  flying  notes — not  conscious 
illustrations  of  the  name  given  to  a  piece  of 
music,  but  just  what  I  see  when  I  hear 
music — thoughts  loosened  and  set  free  by 
the  spell  of  sound. 

"  When  I  take  a  brush  in  hand  and  the 
music  begins,  it  is  like  unlocking  the  door 
into  a  beautiful  country.  There,  stretched 
far  away,  are  plains  and  mountains  and  the 
billowy  sea,  and  as  the  music  forms  a  net  of 
sound  the  people  who  dwell  there  enter  the 
scene ;  tall,  slow-moving,  stately  queens, 
with  jewelled  crowns  and 
garments  gay  or  sad,  who 
walk  on  mountain  -  tops  or 
stand  beside  the  shore, 
watching  the  water  -  people. 
These  water-folk  are  passion- 
less, and  sway  or  fall  with 
little  heed  of  time ;  they 
toss  the  spray  and,  bending 
down,  dive  headlong  through 
the  deep. 

"There  are  the  dwellers, 
too,  of  the  great  plain,  who 
sit  and  brood,  made  of 
stone  and  motionless ;  the 
trees,  which  slumber  till  some 
elf  goes  by  with  magic  spear 
and  wakes  the  green  to  life ; 
towers,  white  and  tall,  stand- 
ing against  the  darkening 
sky — 

Those  tall  white  towers  that  one 
sees  afar, 

Topping  the  mountain  crests  like 
crowns  of  snow. 

Their  silence  hangs  so  heavy  in 
the  air 

That  thoughts  are  stifled. 

"  Then  huddling  crowds, 
who  carry  spears,  hasten 
across  the  changing  scene. 
Sunsets  fade  from  rose  to 
grey,  and  clouds  scud  across 
the  sky. 

"  For  a  long  time  the  land 


I  saw  when  hearing  Beethoven  was  unpeopled ; 
hills,  plains,  ruined  towers,  churches  by  the 
sea.  After  a  time  I  saw  far  off  a  little  com- 
pany of  spearmen  ride  away  across  the  plain. 
But  now  the  clanging  sea  is  strong  with  the 
salt  of  the  lashing  spray  and  full  of  elemental 
life ;  the  riders  of  the  waves,  the  Queen  of 
Tides,  who  carries  in  her  hand  the  pearl-like 
moon,  and  bubbles  gleaming  on  the  inky  wave. 

"Often  when  hearing  Bach  I  hear  bells 
ringing  in  the  sky,  rung  by  whirling  cords 
held  in  the  hands  of  maidens  dressed  in  brown. 
There  is  a  rare  freshness  in  the  air,  like  morn- 
ing on  a  mountain-top,  with  opal-coloured 
mists  that  chase  each  other  fast  across  the 
scene. 

"  Chopin  brings  night  ;  gardens  where 
mystery  and  dread  lurk  under  every  bush, 
but  joy  and  passion  throb  within  the  air,  and 
the  cold  moon  bewitches  all  the  scene.  There 
is  a  garden  that  I  often  see,  with  moonlight 
glistening  on  the  vine-leaves,  and  drooping 
roses  with  pale  petals  fluttering  down,  tall, 
misty  trees  and  purple  sky,  and  lovers 
wandering   there. 


B.\LLADE 


CHOPIN. 


*  Chopin  brings  night ;  gardens  where  mystery  and  dread  lurk  under  every  hush,  bat 
oy  aiici  passion  throb  within  the  air."    The  artist  calls  ihb  picture  "  The  Fugitive. ** 
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BEETHOVEN. 

"  Tall,  slow-moving,  stately  queens,  with 

jewelled    crowns    and    garments    gay  or 

sad,  who  walk  on  mountain-tops  or  stand        ( 

beside  the  shore." 


"  A  drawing  of  that  garden 
I  have  shown  to  several 
people  and  asked  them  if  they 
could  play  the  music  that 
I  heard  when  I  drew  it.  They 
have  all,  without  any  hesita- 
tion, played  the  same.  I  do 
not  know  the  name,  but — 
well,  I  know  the  music  of 
that  place." 

It  is  interesting  to  com- 
pare with  these  experiences 
the  words  of  great  artists  and 
writers  who  have  been  en- 
dowed with  the  same  gift. 

"  When  I  listen  to  music," 
wrote  the  great  Meissonier, 
**it  takes  shape  in  my  inner 
soul,  it  conjures  up  form  and 
landscapes.  For  instance, 
Beethoven's  Symphony  in  A 
— my  favourite,  the  one  I 
adore— always  shows  me  a 
Greek  landscape  smiling  in 
the  sunlight,  with  clear  water 


over  which  dragon-flies  hover,  where 
nymphs  bathe  hand  in  hand." 

One  of  the  most  sensitive  of 
music-lovers  was  Heine,  who  tells  us 
that  as  he  listened  the  world  around 
would  disappear,  and  in  its  place 
strange  phantom  forms,  mystic 
scenes,  and  figures  bom  of  melody 
would  glide  before  his  rapturous 
vision.  Few  things  in  literature  are 
more  impressive  than  his  description 
of  Paganini  playing: — 

"  As  for  me,  you  already  know  my 
musical  second-sight,  my  gift  of  seeing 
at  each  tone  a  figure  equivalent  to  the 
sound,  and  so  Paganini,  with  each 
stroke  of  the  bow,  brought  visible 
forms  and  situations  before  my  eyes  ; 
he  told  me  in  melodious  hieroglyphics 
all  kinds  of  brilliant  tales  ;  he,  as  it 
were,  made  a  magic-lantern  play  its 
coloured  antics  before  me,  he  himself 
being  chief  actor.  At  the  first  stroke 
of  his  bow  the  stage  scenery  around 


^^     4 


SYMPHONY   No.  5   IN   V    MINOR-BEETHOVEN. 

"  fiui  now  the  clanging  sea  is  strong  with  the  salt  of  the  lashing  spray  and  full  of 

elemental  life  ;  the  riders  of  the  waves,  the  Queen  of  Tides,  who  carnes  in  her  hand 

the  pearl-like  moon." 
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him  bad  changed  ;  he  suddenly  stood  with  his 
music-desk  in  a  cheerful  room,  decorated  in  a 
gay  irr^ular  way  after  the  Pompadour  style ; 
everywhere  little  mirrors,  gilded  Cupids, 
Chinese  porcelain,  a  delightful  chaos  of 
ribbons,  garlands  of  flowers,  white  gloves,  torn 
lace,  false  pearls,  diadems  of  gold  leaf  and 
spangles — such  tinsel  as  one  finds  in  the  room 
of  2k prima  donna.  Paganini's  outward  appear- 
ance had  also  changed,  and  certainly  most 
advantageously  ;  he  wore  short  breeches  of 
lily-coloured  satin,  a  white  waistcoat  embroi- 
dered with  silver,  and  a  coat  of  bright  blue 
velvet  with  gold  buttons;  the  hair  in  little 
carefully  -  curled  locks  bordered  his  face, 
which  was  young  and  rosy,  and  gleamed 
with  sweet  tenderness  as  he  ogled  the 
pretty  young  lady  who  stood  near  him  at 
the  music-desk 
while  he  played  the  T 
violin/'  I 

At  other  times 
when  Paganini 
began  to  play  a 
gloom  came  before 
the  listener's  eyes. 
The  sounds  were  not 
transformed  into 
bright  forms  and 
colours;  the  master's 
form  was  clothed  in 
gloomy  shades,  out 
of  the  darkness  of 
which  his  music 
moaned  in  the  most 
piercing  tones  of 
lamentation.  Only 
at  times,  when  a  little 
lamp  that  hung 
above  cast  its  sorrow- 
ful light  over  him, 
could  Heine  catch  a 
glimpse  of  his  pale 
countenance,  on 
which  the  youth  was 
not  yet  extinguished. 
His  costume  was 
singular,  in  two 
colours,  yellow  and 
red.  Heavy  chains 
weighed  upon  his 
feet.  Behind  him 
moved  a  face  whose 
physiognomy  indi- 
cated a  lusty  goat- 
nature.  And  he  saw 
at  times  long,  hairy 
hands  seize  assist- 
ingly   the   strings 


of  the  violin  on  which  Paganini  was 
playing. 

"  Then  a  rush  of  agonizing  sounds  came 
from  the  violin,  and  a  fearful  groan,  and  a 
sob  such  as  was  never  heard  upon  the  earth 
before,  nor  will  perhaps  be  heard  on  earth 
again  ;  unless  in  the  Valley  of  Jehoshaphat, 
when  the  colossal  trumpets  of  doom  shall 
ring  out  and  the  naked  corpses  shall  crawl 
forth  from  the  grave  to  abide  their  fate.  But 
the  agonized  violinist  suddenly  made  one 
stroke  of  the  bow,  such  a  mad,  despairing 
stroke  that  his  chains  fell  rattling  from  him, 
and  his  mysterious  assistant  and  the  other 
foul  mocking  forms  vanished." 

Again  the  master  musician  and  his  sur- 
roundings seemed  suddenly  changed.  He 
could  scarcely  be  recognised  in  the  monk's 


CONCERTO  IN   A  MINOR,  "CASTLE  OF  PAIN  "-SCHUMANN. 
When  hearing  Schumann's  Concerto  in  A  minor  the  artist  sees  a  castle,  grim  and  sf)litary,  uiid 
peopled  with  despairing  human  souls.     She  calls  it  the  "  Castle  of  Pain." 
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OVERTURE  "  1812  ■■— TSCHAIKOVSKY. 
Tschaikovsky's  famous  overture,  "  1812,"  was  written  in  a  fervour  of  Russian  patriotism 
to  commemorate  his  country's  achievements  during  that  fateful  year.  In  the  above 
picture  we  see  Napoleon's  army  in  the  midst  of  their  disastrous  retreat  from  Moscow. 
A  widow  and  her  child  gaze  s  idly  from  an  eminence  across  the  snow-clad  plains  which 
were  destined  to  become  the  grave  of  so  many  thousands. 


brown  dress,  which  concealed  rather  than 
clothed  him.  With  savage  countenance  half 
hid  by  the  cowl,  waist  girt  with  a  cord,  and 
bare  feet,  Paganini  stood,  a  solitary,  defiant 
figure,  on  a  rocky  prominence  by  the  sea, 
and  played  his  violin.  But  the  sea  became 
red  and  redder,  and  the  sky  grew  paler,  till  at 
last  the  surging  water  looked  like  bright 
scarlet  blood,  and  the  sky  above  became  of  a 
ghastly  corpse-like  colour,  and  the  stars  came 
out  large  and  threatening;  and  those  stars 
were  black,  black  as  glooming  coal.  But  the 
tones  of  the  violin  grew  ever  more  stormy 
and  defiant,  and  the  eyes  of  the  terrible 
player  sparkled  with  such  a  scornful  lust  of 


destruction,  and   his  thin  lips 
moved  with   such    a    horrible 
haste,  that  it  seemed   as  W  he 
murmured  some  old  accursed 
charms  to  conjure  the  stoma 
and  loose  the  evil  spirits  that 
lie  imprisoned  in  the  abysses 
of  the  sea.      Often    when  he 
stretched  his  long,  thin  arras 
from  the  broad  monk's  sleeve, 
and   swept    the  air    with    his 
bow,    he   seemed    like    some 
sorcerer    who  commands  the 
elements  with  his  mag^c  wand: 
and   then    there  was    a    wild 
wailing  from  the  depth  of  the 
sea,  and  the  horrible  waves  of 
blood  sprang   up    so    fiercely 
that  they  almost  besprinkled 
the    pale  sky  and  the    black 
stars    with    their    red     foam. 
There  was  a  wailing    and    a 
shrieking  and  a  crashing   as 
if  the   world  was  falling  into 
fragments,     and     ever     more 
stubbornly  the  monk    played 
his  violin.     He  seemed  as  if, 
by  the  power  of  violent  will, 
he  wished  to  break  the  seven 
seals      wherewith       Solomon 
sealed    the    iron    vessels     in 
which   he  had  shut  up  those 
vanquished     demons.        The 
wise  king  sank  those  vessels 
in  the  sea,  and  Heine  seemed 
to  hear  the  voices  of  the  im- 
prisoned  spirits  while    Paga- 
nini's  violin  growled  in  its  most 
wrathful  bass.     But  at  last  he 
thought  he  heird  the  jubilee 
of  deliverance,  and  out  of  the  red  billows  of 
blood   emerged   the   heads   of   the   fettered 
demons  :     monsters    of    legendary    horror, 
crocodiles  with  bats'  wings,  snakes  with  stags' 
horns,  monkeys  with  shells  on  their  heads, 
seals  with   long  patriarchal  beards,  women's 
faces  with  breasts  in  place  of  cheeks,  green 
camels'  heads,  hermaphrodites  of  impossible 
combination— all    staring   with   cold,   crafty 
eyes,  and  with  long,  fin-like  claws  grasping  at 
the  fiddling   monk.     PVom  the  latter,  how- 
ever,  in  the  furious  zeal  of  his  conjuration 
the   cowl    fell     back,    and     the    curly   hair, 
fluttering  in  the  wind,  fell  round  his  head  in 
ringlets  like  black  snakes. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 
R.  ROBERT  VYNER  re- 
ceived the  news  of  Miss 
Hartley's  sudden  departure 
with  an  air  of  polite  interest. 
The  secrecy  of  the  affair,  and 
"^  the  fact  that  she  had  gone 
with  Captain  Trimblett,  convinced  him  that 
it  was  no  casual  visit,  and  he  mused  bitterly 
on  the  strange  tendency  of  seafaring  people 
to  meddle  with  the  affairs  of  others.  An 
attempt  to  ascertain  from  Hartley  the  prob- 
able duration  of  her  visit,  and  other  inter- 
esting particulars,  as  they  sat  together  in  the 
young  man's  office,  yielded  no  satisfaction. 

"She   made   up   her   mind   to   go  rather 
suddenly,  didn't  she  ?  "  he  inquired. 
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Hartley  said  **  Yes,"  and  murmured  some- 
thing about  taking  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tunity of  going  up  with  Captain  Trimblett. 
"She  is  very  fond  of  the  captain,"  he 
added. 

"  Is  she  staying  near  him  ?  "  asked  Vyner, 
without  looking  up  from  his  work. 

The  chief  clerk,  who  was  anxious  to  get 
away,  said  "  No,"  and  eyed  him  uneasily. 

"  I  hope  that  London  will  agree  with  her," 
continued  Robert,  politely.  "  Is  she  staying 
in  a  healthy  part  ?  " 

"  Very,"  said  the  other. 

Mr.  Vyner  bent  over  his  work  again,  and 
scowled  diabolically  at  an  innocent  letter 
which  said  that  his  instructions  should  have 
immediate  attention.  t 
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"  Which  do  you  consider  a  healthy  part  ?  " 
he  said,  presently. 

Mr.  Hartley,  after  some  reflection,  said 
there  were  many  districts  which  merited  that 
description.  He  mentioned  eleven,  and  was 
discoursing  somewhat  learnedly  on  drainage 
and  soils  when  he  noticed  that  the  young 
min's  attention  was  wandering.  With  a 
muttered  reference  to  his  work,  he  rose  and 
quitted  the  room. 

Day  succeeded  day  in  tiresome  waiting, 
and  Mr.  Robert  Vyner,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  regarded  with  a  hostile  eye  the  pile  of 
work  that  accumulated  on  his  table  as  he  sat 
dreaming  of  Joan  Hartley.  In  a  species  of 
waking  nightmare  he  would  see  her  beset  by 
hordes  of  respectful  but  persistent  admirers. 
He  manifested  a  craving  for  Mr.  Hartley's 
society,  and,  discovering  by  actual  experience 
that,  melancholy  as  the  house  was  without  its 
mistress,  all  other  places  were  more  melan- 
choly still,  contrived,  to  its  owner's  great  dis- 
comfort, to  spend  a  considerable  number  of 
his  evenings  there. 

"  He's  a  pattern  to  all  of  you,"  said  Rosa 
to  Mr.  Walters,  who  sat  in  the  kitchen  one 
evening,  cautiously  watching  Mr.  Vyner 
through  a  small  hole  in  the  muslin  blind. 

Mr.  Walters  grunted. 

"  I  believe  he  worships  the  ground  she 
treads  on,"  said  Rosa,  in  exalted  tones. 

Mr.  Walters  grunted  again,  and  her  colour 
rose.  For  nearly  a  fortnight  she  had  not 
spoken  to  any  other  man — at  least,  to  the 
boatswain's  knowledge — and  she  fdlly  realized 
the  cloying  effect  of  security  upon  a  man  of 
his  temperament. 

"  Last  night  I  saw  him  standing  for  half 
an  hour  looking  into  a  shop,"  she  said,  softly. 
"  What  shop  do  you  think  it  was  ?  " 

Mr.  Walters's  face  took  on  an  obstinate 
expression.  "  Butcher's  ?  "  he  hazarded,  at  last . 

"  Butcher's  ! "  repeated  Rosa,  with  scorn. 
"  What  should  he  want  to  look  in  a  butcher'.s 
for?     It  was  Hickman's,  the  jeweller's." 

The  boatswain  said  "  Oh  ! "  and  devoted 
himself  with  renewed  interest  to  his  task  of 
watching  Mr.  Vyner.  Miss  Jelks's  conversa- 
tion for  some  time  past  had  circled  round 
engagement-rings,  a  subject  which  brought 
him  face  to  face  with  the  disagreeable  side  of 
flirtation. 

"  More  fool  him,"  he  said,  without  looking 
round. 

Rosa  gazed  fixedly  at  the  back  of  his  head* 
She  was  far  too  sensible  not  to  have  noticed 
the  gradual  waning  of  his  passion,  and  she 
chided  herself  severely  for  having  dropped 
her   usual   tactics.      At   the  same  time  she 


realized  that  she  was  not  alone  to  blarae  1 
the  matter,  the  gilded  youth  of  Salthaves, 
after  one  or  two  encounters  with  Mr.  Waltt^s, 
having  come  to  the  conclusion  that  a  fliru- 
tion  with  her  was  a  temptation  to  he  avoided 

"  Most  men  are  fools,"  she  said,  calmly. 
"A  young  fellow  I  met  the  other  evening— 
the  night  you  couldn't  come  out — went  oq 
like  a  madman  just  because  I  wouldnt 
promise  to  meet  him  again." 

"  Pity  I  didn't  see  'im,"  said  Mr.  Walters, 
grimly. 

"  Oh ! "  said  Rosa,  losing  her  head 
"Why?" 

"  I'd  ha'  give  'im  something  to  make  a  fiiss 
about,"  said  the  boatswain,  "that's  alL"" 

"  It's  not  his  fault,"  said  Rosa,  sofiJv. 
"  He  couldn't  help  himself.  He  told  me  sa 
Quite  the  gentleman — quite.  You  ought  to 
see  the  way  he  raises  his  hat.  And  his  head 
is  covered  all  over  with  little  short  curls/' 

"  Like  a  nigger,"  said  Mr*  Walters,  with 
disappointing  calmness. 

He  removed  his  eye  from  the  window  and, 
taking  out  his  pipe,  began  to  fill  it  from  a 
small  metal  box,  Rosa,  compressing  her  Hps 
watched  him  with  a  sardonic  smile. 

"Got  anything  to  do  this  evening  ?'*  she 
inquired. 

■'No,"  said  the  other. 

**  Well,  I  have/'  said  Rosa,  with  a  br^bf 
smile,  *'so  I'll  say  good  evening." 

Mr*  Walters  rose  and,  replacing  a  box  of 
matches  in  his  pockety  st*K>d  watching  her 
with  his  mouth  open. 

'^  Don't  hurry, '^  she  said,  at  last. 

The  boatswain  sat  down  again. 

"1  mean  when  you  get  outside,"  explained 
the  girl 

W  r.  ^Vakers  ga^ed  at  her  in  slow  perplexity, 
and  then,  breathing  heavily^  walked  out  of 
the  kitchen  like  a  man  in  a  dream.  His 
sus|>icions  \s<tx^  aroused,  and  with  an  idea 
that  a  little  blood-letting  would  give  him  relief, 
he  wasted  the  entire  evening  lying  in  wait  for 
a  gocjd'kxjking,  gentlemanly  young  man  with 
curly  hair, 

Nl  iss  Jelks  waited  for  his  appearance  the 
following  evening  in  vain.  Several  evenings 
passed,  but  no  boatswain,  and  it  became 
apparent  at  last  that  he  had  realized  the 
perils  of  his  ptjsition.  Anger  at  his  defection 
was  mingled  with  admiration  for  his  strength 
of  mind  every  time  she  looked  in  the  glass* 

She  forged  iier  weapons  slowly,  A  new 
hat  was  ready,  but  a  skirt  and  coat  sliU 
languished  at  the  dressmaker's.  She  waited 
unli!  they  came  home,  and  then,  dressing  ht-r 
hair  in  a  style  which  owed  someihing  to  a 
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fashion-paper  and  something  to  her  lack  of 
skill,  sallied  out  to  put  matters  on  a  more 
satisfactory  footing. 

It  was  early  evening,  and  the  street  fairly 
full,  but  for  some  time  she  wandered  about 
aimlessly.  Twice  she  smiled  at  young  men 
of  her  acquaintance,  and  they  smiled  back 
and  went  on  their  way.  The  third  she  met 
with  a  smile  so  inviting  that  against  his  better 
sense  he  stopped,  and  after  a  nervous  glance 
round  made  a  remark  about  the  weather. 

"  Beautiful,"  said  Rosa.  "  Have  you  been 
ill,  Mr.  Filer?" 

"  111  ?  "  said  the  young  man,  staring.  "  No. 
Why?" 

"  Haven't  seen  you  for  such  a  long  time," 
said  Miss  Jelks,  swinging  her  parasol.  "  Fve 
been  wondering  what  had  become  of  you. 
I  was  afraid  you  were  ill." 

Mr.  Filer  caressed  his  moustache.  "I 
haven't  seen  you  about,"  he  retorted. 

"  I  haven't  been  out  lately,"  said  the  girl  ; 
"  it's  so  lonely  walking  about  by  yourself  that 
I'd  sooner  sit  indoors  and  mope." 

Mr.  Filer  stood  blinking  thoughtfully.  "  I 
s'pose  you're  going  to  meet  a  friend  ? "  he 
said,  at  last 

"  No,"  said  Rosa.    "  I  s'pose  you  are  ?  " 

Mr.  Filer  said  "  No  "  in  his  turn. 

Two  minutes  later,  in  a  state  of  mind  pretty 
evenly  divided  between  trepidation  and  joy, 
he  found  himself  walking  by  her  side. 

They  chose  at  first  the  quietest  streets,  but 
under  Miss  Jelks's  guidance  drifted  slowly 
back  to  the  tovyn.  To  her  annoyance  the 
boatswain  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  and  the 
idea  of  wasting  the  evening  in  the  society  of 
Mr.  Filer  annoyed  her  beyond  measure. 
She  became  moody,  and  vague  in  her  replies 
to  his  sallies,  and  finally,  with  the  forlorn 
hope  that  Mr.  Walters  might  be  spending  the 
evening  aboard  ship,  strolled  on  to  the  quay. 

Work  was  over  and  they  had  the  place  to 
themselves.  She  seated  herself  on  a  pile  of 
timber  and,  motioning  the  young  man  to  join 
her,  experienced  a  sudden  thrill  as  she  saw 
the  head  of  Mr.  Walters  protruding  tortoise- 
like over  the  side  of  the  Indian  Chiefs  which 
lay  a  little  way  below  them.  Fearful  that  Mr. 
Filer  should  see  it,  she  directed  his  attention 
to  two  small  boys  who  were  disporting  them- 
selves in  a  ship's  boat,  and,  with  her  head 
almost  on  his  shoulder,  blotted  out  the 
steamer  with  three  feathers  and  a  bunch  of 
roses. 

It  was  a  beautiful  evening,  but  Mr.  Filer 
failed  to  understand  why  she  should  slap  his 
hand  when  he  said  so.  He  could  hardly 
open  his  mouth  without  being  requested  to 
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behave  himself  and  getting  another  tiny  slap. 
Greatly  encouraged  by  this  treatment  he 
ventured  to  pass  his  left  arm  round  her  waist, 
and,  in  full  view  of  the  choking  boatswain, 
imprison  both  her  hands  in  his. 

Miss  Jelks  endured  it  for  two  minutes, 
and  then,  breaking  away,  gave  him  a  playful 
little  prod  with  her  parasol  and  fled  behind 
a  warehouse  uttering  faint  shrieks.  Mr.  Filer 
gave  chase  at  once,  in  happy  ignorance  that 
his  rival  had  nearly  fallen  overboard  in  a 
hopeless  attempt  to  see  round  the  corner. 
Flesh  and  blood  could  stand  it  no  longer, 
and  when  the  couple  emerged  and  began  to 
walk  in  a  more  sober  fashion  towards  the 
town  an  infuriated  boatswain  followed  a  little 
in  the  rear. 

Mr.  Filer  saw  him  first  and,  with  a  sudden 
sinking  at  his  heart,  dropped  his  light 
banter  and  began  to  discourse  on  more 
serious  subjects.  He  attempted  to  widen 
the  distance  between  them,  but  in  vain. 
A  second  glance  showed  him  Mr.  Walters 
close  behind,  with  a  face  like  that  of  two 
destroying  angels  rolled  into  one.  Trembling 
with  fright  he  quickened  his  pace  and  looked 
round  eagerly  for  means  of  escape.  His 
glance  fell  on  a  confectioner's  window,  and 
muttering  the  word  "  Ice "  he  dashed  in, 
followed  in  a  more  leisurely  fashion  by  Miss 
Jelks. 

"  I  was  just  feeling  like  an  ice,"  she  said, 
as  she  took  a  seat  at  a  little  marble-topped 
table.  She  put  her  hat  straight  in  a  mirror 
opposite,  and  removing  her  gloves  prepared 
for  action. 

Mr.  Filer  ate  his  ice  mechanically,  quite  un- 
aware of  its  flavour;  then  as  nothing  happened 
he  plucked  up  courage  and  began  to  talk. 
His  voice  shook  a  little  at  first,  but  was 
gradually  getting  stronger,  when  he  broke  off 
suddenly  with  his  spoon  in  mid-air  and  gazed 
in  fascinated  horror  at  a  disc  of  greenish- 
yellow  nose  that  pressed  against  the  shop- 
window.  The  eyes  behind  it  looked  as 
though  they  might  melt  the  glass. 

He  put  his  spoon  down  on  the  table  and 
tried  to  think.  Miss  Jelks  finished  her  ice 
and  sat  smiling  at  him. 

"  Could  you — could  you  eat  another  ?  "  he 
faltered. 

Miss  Jelks  said  that  she  could  try,  and 
remarked,  casually,  that  she  had  once  eaten 
thirteen,  and  had  been  superstitious  about 
that  number  ever  since. 

"  Aren't  you  going  to  have  one,  too  ?  "  she 
inquired,  when  the  fresh  ice  arrived. 

Mr.  Filer  shook  his  head,  and,  trying  hard 
to  ignore  the  face  at  the  window,  said  that 
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he  was  not  hungry.  He  sat  trembling  with 
agitation,  and,  desirous  of  postponing  the 
encounter  with  the  boatswain  as  long  as 
possible,  kept  ordering  ices  for  Miss  Jelks 
until  that  lady,  in  justice  to  herself,  declined 
to  eat  any  more. 

**  I  can't  finish  this,"  she  said.  "  You'll 
have  to  help  me." 

She  took  up  a  generous  spoonful,  and  in 
full  view  of  the  face  at  the  window  leaned 
across  the  table  and  put  it  into  Mr.  Filer's 


across  his  forehead.  "  It's  the  ice,  I  think — 
I'm  not  used  to  'em." 

"  Perhaps  the  air  will  do  you  good,"  said 
Rosa. 

Mr.  Filer  shook  his  head.  Whatever  good 
the  air  might  do  him  would,  he  felt  certain, 
be  counteracted  by  the  treatment  of  the 
boatswain. 

"  Don't  wait  for  me,"  he  said,  with  a  faint 
smile.  "  I  might  be  here  for  hours  ;  I've 
been  like  it  before." 


•'•|    don't   like   leaving   him    herb,'   said   ROSA." 


unwilling  mouth.  With  a  violent  shudder 
he  saw  the  boatswain  leave  the  window  and 
take  up  a  position  in  front  of  the  door.  Miss 
Jelks  drew  on  her  gloves  and,  with  another 
glance  in  the  mirror  as  she  rose,  turned  to 
leave.  Mr.  Filer  made  no  attempt  to 
follow. 

"Ain't  you  ready?"  said  Miss  Jelks, 
pausing. 

"  I'm  not  feeling  very  well,"  said  the  young 
man,    desperately,   as    he   passed    his    hand 


"  I  can't  leave  you  like  this,"  said  Rosa. 
"  Why  " — she  turned  suddenly,  and  her  face  lit 
up  with  a  smile — "here's  Mr.  Walters  !  How 
fortunate  !     He'll  be  able  to  help  you  home." 

"  No — don't  trouble,"  gasped  Mr.  Filer,  as 
the  boatswain  came  into  the  shop  and  pre- 
pared to  render  first  aid  by  moistening  his 
palms  and  rubbing  them  together.  *'  Its 
very  kind  of  you,  but  I  shall  be  all  right  if 
I'm  left  alone.  I'd  rather  be  left  alone — I 
would  indeed." 
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"  You*d  better  let  the  gentleman  help  you 
home,"  urged  the  shopkeeper.  "  He  looks 
strong.'"' 

Mr.  Filer  shuddered. 

**  And  you  can  lean  on  me,"  said  Rosa, 
softly. 

Mr.  Filer  shuddered  again,  and  with 
surprising  energy,  considering  his  invalid 
condition,  gripped  the  iron  frame  of  the  table 
with  his  legs  and  clutched  the  top  with  his 
hands. 

"  I  don't  like  leaving  him  here,"  said  Rosa, 
hesitating. 

"  Neither  don't  I,"  growled  the  boatswain. 
"  'Owever,  I  s'pose  Til  run  against  'im  sooner 
or  later." 

He  escorted  Rosa  to  the  door  and,  after  a 
yearning  glance  at  Mr.  Filer,  followed  her 
out  and  walked  by  her  side  in  silence. 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  Rosa,  at  last.  "  How 
generous  be  is !  I  believe  he'd  give  me 
anythiog  I  asked  for." 

Mr.  Walters  started  and,  bending  his  brows, 
muttered  something  about  giving  Mr.  Filer 
more  than  he  asked  for. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  dare  say,"  retorted  Rosa, 
turning  on  him  with  sudden  heat.  "  I'm  not 
to  speak  to  anybody  to  please  you.  You 
leave  my  friends  alone.  What's  it  got  to  do 
with  you  ?  " 

"  I  see  you,"  said  Mr.  Walters,  darkly  ;  "  I 
see  you  from  the  ship.  You  little  thought  as 
'ow  I  was  a  watching  your  little  games." 

Miss  Jelks  stopped  and,  drawing  herself 
up,  regarded  him  haughtily. 

"  I  didn't  ask  you  for  your  company,  Mr. 
Walters,"  she  said,  sharply,  "  so  you  can  take 
yourself  off  as  soon  as  you  like." 

She  turned  and  walked  off  in  the  opposite 
direction,  and  Mr.  Walters,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  turned  and  followed.  They 
walked  in  this  fashion  for  some  distance ; 
then  the  boatswain,  quickening  his  pace, 
caught  her  roughly  by  the  arm. 

"  I  want  to  show  you  something,"  he 
growled. 

Miss  Jelks  eyed  him  disdainfully. 

"In  'ere,"  said  the  other,  pointing  to  the 
same  jeweller's  window  that  had  been  the 
cause  of  so  mucn  discomfort  to  Captain 
Trimblett. 

"  Well  ?  "  said  the  girl,  her  eyes  sparkling. 

For  answ^er  the  gentle  swain  took  her  by 
the  elbows  and  propelled  her  into  the  shop, 
and  approaching  the  counter  gazed  disagree- 
ably at  the  shopman. 

"I  want  a  ring  for  this  young  lady,"  he 
said,  reddening  despite  himself.  "  A  good  'un 
— one  o'  the  best." 


The  man  turned  to  the  window  and,  afler 
a  little  careful  groping,  unhooked  a  velvet 
card  studded  with  rings.  Rosa's  eyes  shone, 
but  she  drew  off  her  glove  with  a  fine  show 
of  unwillingness  at  the  boatswain's  command. 

"  Try  that  on,"  he  said,  pointing  to  a  ring. 

Miss  Jelks  placed  it  on  the  third  finger  of 
her  left  hand,  and  holding  it  up  to  the  light 
gazed  at  it  entranced. 

"  'Ow  much  ?  "  said  the  boatswain,  jerking 
his  head. 

"  That's  a  very  nice  ring,"  said  the  assis- 
tant.    "Twenty "  he  referred  to  a  tiny 

label  on  the  card,  "  twenty-five  pounds." 

The  boatswain's  jaw  dropped,  and  both 
listeners  made  noble  efforts  to  appear  uncon- 
scious that  his  breathing  was  anything  out  of 
the  ordinary. 

"  Take  it  off,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  he  could 
speak  ;  "  take  it  off  at  once." 

"  It's  too  large,"  said  Rosa,  with  a  sigh. 

She  drew  it  off,  and,  turning  to  a  case  the 
jeweller  placed  before  her,  tried  on  several 
more.  Suited  at  last,  she  held  up  her  hand 
with  the  ring  on  it  for  Mr.  Walters's  inspection. 

"  It  fits  beautifully,"  she  said,  softly,  as  the 
boatswain  scratched  the  back  of  his  neck. 

"  A  very  nice  ring,  that,"  said  the  assistant 
"  A  queen  might  wear  it." 

"Take  it  off,"  cried  Mr.  Walters,  hastily. 

"Seventeen  shillings  and  sixpence,"  said 
the  jeweller,  almost  as  quickly. 

"I  like  it  better  than  the  other,"  said 
Rosa. 

"It  is  better,"  said  the  boatswain, 
positively. 

He  counted  out  the  money  and,  turning  a 
deaf  but  blushing  ear  to  the  jeweller's  glow- 
ing description  of  his  wedding-rings,  led  the 
way  outside.  Rosa  took  his  arm  and  leaned 
on  it  heavily. 

"  Fancy  !  We  are  engaged  now,"  she  said, 
squeezing  his  arm  and  looking  up  at  him. 

Mr.  Walters,  who  seemed  to  be  in  a  state 
of  considerable  perturbation,  made  no  reply. 

"  Fancy  you  being  in  such  a  hurry  !  "  con- 
tinued Rosa,  with  another  squeeze. 

"It's  a  failing  of  mine,"  said  the  boat- 
swain, still  staring  straight  before  him. 
"Always  was." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 
Joan  Hartley's  ideas  of  London,  gathered 
from  books  and  illustrated  papers,  were  those 
of  a  town  to  which  her  uncle  and  aunt  were 
utter  strangers.  Mr.  William  Carr  knew 
Cornhill  and  the  adjacent  district  thoroughly, 
and  thirty  or  forty  years  before  had  made 
periodical  descents  upon  the  West-end.     He 
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left  home  at  half-past  eight  every  morning 
and  returned  every  evening  at  five  minutes  to 
six,  except  on  Saturdays,  when  he  returned 
at  ten  minutes  past  three,  and  spent  his  half- 
holiday  in  the  dining-room  reading  an  early 
edition  of  the  evening  paper.  Any  paragraphs 
relating  to  Royalty  were  read  aloud  to  his 
wife,  who  knew  not  only  all  the  members  of 
the  English  Royal  Family  by  name,  but  also 


her  husband^s.  The  morning  was  devoted 
to  assisting  and  superintending  the  general 
servant  for  the  time  being;  after  dinner,  at 
one  o'clock,  she  retired  upstairs  to  dress  and 
went  down  to  the  shops  to  make  a  few  pur- 
chases, returning  in  good  time  to  give  her 
husband  tea.  The  early  part  of  the  evening 
was  devoted  to  waiting  for  supper  ;  the  latter 
part  to  waiting  for  bed 


"MRS.    CARR  AND  JOAN   GOT   WET  WALKING   TO   THE   OMNIBUS,    AND  WETTER    STILL  WAITING  AT 
ONE  CORNER   OF   THE   BANK   OP   ENGLAND." 


those  dignitaries  abroad  who  had  the  happi- 
ness to  be  connected  with  it  in  marriage. 
She  could  in  all  probability  have  given  the 
King  himself  much  useful  information  as  to 
the  ages  and  fourth  and  fifth  Christian  names 
of  some  of  the  later  and  more  remote 
members  of  his  family. 

Her  day  was  as  regular  and  methodical  as 


During  the  first  week  of  Joan's  visit  an 
agreeable  thrill  was  communicated  to  the 
household  by  preparations  for  an  evening,  or 
perhaps  an  afternoon  and  evening,  in  town. 
The  event  came  off — in  the  third  week  of  her 
stay — on  a  wet  Thursday  afternoon.  Mrs. 
Carr  and  Joan  got  wet  walking  to  the 
omnibus,   and   wetter    still   waiting    at    one 
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corner  of  the  Bank  of  England  for  Mr.  Carr, 
who  was  getting  wet  at  another.  Mr  Carr, 
who  was  in  holiday  attire,  was  smoking  a 
large  cigar  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  which 
he  extinguished  upon  entering  an  omnibus 
and  re-lighted  at  the  Zoological  Gardens. 
By  the  aid  of  careful  manipulation  and  the 
rain  it  lasted  him  until  evening.  They  wound 
up  an  eventful  day  at  a  theatre,  and  Mr. 
Carr,  being  anxious  to  do  the  thing  well,  took 
them  all  the  way  home  in  a  four-wheeler.  A 
little  sum  in  mental  arithmetic,  which  he 
worked  on  the  way  and  submitted  to  the 
cabman  at  the  end  of  the  journey,  was  found 
to  be  wrong. 

The  outing  was  not  repeated.  Mrs.  Carr 
went  about  for  a  day  or  two  with  the  air 
of  one  who  had  returned  from  a  long  and 
fatiguing  expedition  ;  and  her  husband,  when 
he  returned  from  business  the  day  following 
and  changed  into  his  slippers,  paid  such  a 
warm  tribute  to  the  joys  and  comforts  of 
home  that  his  niece  abandoned  all  ideas  of 
any  further  jaunts. 

Wearied  by  the  dullness  and  the  monotony 
of  the  streets,  she  began  to  count  the  days 
till  her  return.  Her  father's  letters  made  no 
mention  of  it;  but  the  Salthaven  news  in 
them  only  increased  her  eagerness. 

She  returned  one  day  from  a  solitary 
ramble  on  Hampstead  Heath  to  find  that 
Salthaven,  or  a  whiff  of  it,  had  come  to  her. 
A  deep  voice,  too  well  known  to  be  mistaken, 
fell  on  her  ears  as  she  entered  the  front  door, 
and  hastening  to  the  dining-room  she  found 
her  aunt  entertaining  Captain  Trimblett  to 
afternoon  tea.  One  large  hand  balanced  a 
cup  and  saucer  ;  the  other  held  a  plate.  His 
method  of  putting  both  articles  in  one  hand 
while  he  ate  or  drank  might  have  excited  the 
envy  of  a  practised  juggler.  When  Joan 
entered  the  room  she  found  her  aunt,  with 
her  eyes  riveted  on  a  piece  of  the  captain's 
buttered  toast  that  was  lying  face  downwards 
on  the  carpet,  carrying  on  a  disjointed  con- 
versation. 

"I  just  looked  in,"  said  the  captain,  as 
Joan  almost  embraced  him.  "Mind  the 
teal" 

"  Looked  in  ?  "  echoed  Joan. 
"One    tram,    three  buses — one  of  'em  a 
mistake — and  my  own  legs,"  said  the  captain. 
"  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  far." 

"  People  have  no  idea  how  far  out  we 
really  are,"  said  Mrs.  Carr,  looking  round 
with  a  satisfied  smile.  "Tve  noticed  it 
before.  Did  you  find  the  air  different, 
Captain  Trimblett?" 

"Very,"  said  the  captain  with  a  sudden  gasp. 


as  he  caught  sight  of  the  piece  of  toast.    "  Very 
fine  air.     Very  fine.     Very — quite  strong." 

He  shifted  his  feet  restlessly  and  the  toast 
disappeared.  For  a  moment  Mrs.  Can- 
thought  that  the  floor  had  opened  and 
swallowed  it  up.  Realizing  that  the  day  of 
useful  miracles  had  passed,  she  gazed  fixedly 
at  his  left  foot. 

"  Well,"  said  the  captain,  turning  a  relieved 
face  to  Joan,  "  how  is  the  round  of  gaiety  ? 
Are  you  tired  of  being  a  butterfly  yet?  I 
suppose  after  this  Salthaven  won't  be  good 
enough  for  you  ?  " 

"  There's  nothing  like  life  for  young 
people,"  said  Mrs.  Carr.  "  Give  them  plenty 
of  life  and  that's  all  they  want." 

Miss  Hartley,  whose  back  was  towards  her 
aunt,  made  a  grimace. 

"  It's  very  natural,"  said  the  captain. 

Miss  Hartley  made  a  further  effort — onfe 
that  she  had  relinquished  at  the  age  of  ten — 
but  the  captain,  intent  upon  a  bite,  missed  it 

"  In  my  young  days  all  I  thought  of  was 
gadding  about,"  said  Mrs.  Carr,  smiling.  "  I 
wasn't  very  strong  either ;  it  was  just  my 
spirits  kept  me  up.  But  I  used  to  suffer  for 
it  afterwards." 

**  We  all  do,"  said  the  captain,  politely. 

By  a  feat  of  absolute  legerdemain  he  took 
out  his  handkerchief  and  brushed  some 
crumbs  from  his  beard.  His  cup  slid  to  the 
edge  of  the  saucer  and  peeped  over,  but, 
.  throwing  the  spoon  overboard,  righted  itself 
just  in  time.  Somewhat  pleased  with  himself 
he  replaced 'the  handkerchief,  and  drinking 
the  remainder  of  his  tea  thankfully  handed 
the  crockery  to  Joan.  After  which,  with  a 
mind  relieved,  he  sat  and  spun  his  marvelling 
hostess  a  few  tales  of  the  sea. 

He  left  under  plea  of  business,  before  Mr. 
Carr's  return,  and  with  a  reference  to  the 
family  likeness  obtaining  between  omnibuses, 
asked  Joan  to  see  him  safe  aboard.  He 
accompanied  the  request  with  such  a  dis- 
tortion of  visage  that  she  rightly  concluded 
that  he  wished  for  an  opportunity  to  speak 
to  her  alone. 

"You're  looking  better,"  he  said,  when 
they  got  outside.  "  A  year  or  two  in  London 
will  be  the  making  of  you." 

"  A  year  or  two  ! "  echoed  the  startled  Joan. 
"  I've  had  quite  enough  of  it  already,  thank 
you.     I've  never  been  so  dull." 

"  You  haven't  got  used  to  the  change  yet," 
said  the  captain,  indulgently.  "That's 
natural ;  but  in  another  month  I  expect 
you'll  have  quite  a  different  tale  to  tell." 

"  I  am  going  home  next  week,"  said  Miss 
Hartley,  in  a  decided  voice.        ^  j 
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Captain  Trimblett  coughed. 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  ?  "  inquired  the  girl,  in 
reply. 

The  captain  coughed  again. 

"  I  should  think  the  Carrs  would  be  glad 
to  have  you,"  he  replied,  becoming  suddenly 
busy  with  his  handkerchief,  "  especially  as 
they  have  got  no  children.  And  a  year  or 
two  with  them  in  town  would  give  you  a — a 
sort  of  finish." 

"  You  have  heard  something  from  my 
father?"  exclaimed  Joan,  turning  on  him. 

"  He — he  wrote,"  said  the  captain. 

"Did  he  suggest  my  staying  here ? " 

"  No,"  said  the  captain,  putting  his  hand- 
kerchief away  with  great  care.  "  No,  I  can't 
say  he  did.  But  he  has  had  another  inter- 
view with  Mr.  John  Vyner,  and  it  seems  that 
the  old  gentleman  is  quite  taking  it  for 
granted  that  you  have  left  Salthaven  for 
good.     He  was  quite  genial  to  your  father." 

"  Did  father  undeceive  him  ?  "  inquired 
the  girl. 

'*  He  didn't  say,"  rejoined  the  other.  "  My 
idea  is  he  didn't;  but  it's  only  my  idea, 
mind." 

For  some  time  Miss  Hartley  walked  on  in 
disdainful  silence.  She  broke  it  at  last  in 
favour  of  Mr.  Vyner,  senior. 

"Talking  won't  alter  facts,  though,"  said 
the  admiring  captain,  shaking  his  head. 

The  girl  paid  no  heed. 

"  Now,  if  you  only  stayed  here  for  a  little 
while,"  said  the  captain,  persuasively,  "say 
a  couple  of  years,  no  doubt  things  would 
right  themselves.  Anything  might  happen 
in  two  years.  Mind,  it's  not  your  father's 
idea,  it's  mine.  I'd  do  anything  for  him  ;  he 
has  done  me  many  a  good  turn  in  his  time, 
and  I  want  to  pay  him  back." 

Miss  Hartley,  softening  somewhat,  thanked 
him. 

"  And  what  is  two  years  at  your  time  of 
life?"  continued  the  captain,  brightly. 
"Nothing.  Why,  I'm  going  away  for  that 
time  as  a  matter  of  course." 

"  I  want  to  go  home,"  said  Joan.  "  I  feel 
that  I  can't  breathe  in  this  dreary  place. 
You  wouldn't  like  me  to  die,  would  you  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  the  captain,  promptly. 

"  You  would  sooner  die  yourself,  wouldn't 
you  ?  "  said  Joan,  with  a  sly  glance  at  him. 

The  captain  said  "  Yes,"  with  all  the  com- 
fortable assurance  of  a  healthy  man  living  in 
a  civilized  country.  Then  he  started  as  Miss 
Hartley  turned  suddenly  and  pinched  his 
arm. 

"  Eh  ?  "  cried  the  captain,  rubbing  it. 

"I  don't  want  you  to  die  for  me,"  said 


Joan,  with  a  little  laugh,  "  but  I  was  thinking 
over  things  the  other  day  and  I  got  an  idea 
of  how  you  could  help  me  if  you  would.  I  gave 
it  up,  however.  I  felt  sure  you  wouldn't  do 
it,  but  if  you  say  you  would  die  for  me " 

"  When  I  said  *  die' "  began  the  captain, 

uneasily. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  ask  you  to  do  anything 
as  dreadful  as  that,"  continued  Joan;  "at 
least,  /don't  think  it  is  ;  but  the  beauty  of  it 
is  it  is  something  you  can  do.  I  am  going 
back  to  Salthaven,  but  to  make  everybody 
comfortable  and  happy  I  thought  of  going 
back  under  a  new  name.     That's  the  idea." 

"  New  name  ? "  repeated  the  puzzled 
captain. 

Joan  nodded  and  turned  a  somewhat 
flushed  face  in  his  direction. 

"  A  new  name,"  she  repeated  "  My  father 
will  be  left  undisturbed,  Mr.  John  Vyner  will 
be  satisfied,  and  Mr.  Robert ^ 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  captain,  after  a  pause. 

"  Nothing,"  said  the  girl 

"  But  I  don't  understand,"  said  the  cap- 
tain. "What  good  will  changing  your 
name  do?" 

"  Wait  till  you  hear  it,"  retorted  the  girl, 
with  an  amused  glance  at  him. 

"  I  am  waiting,"  said  the  other,  somewhat 
shortly. 

"  You'll  see  at  once  when  I  tell  you,"  said 
Joan;  "and  I'm  sure  you  won't  mind.  I  am 
going  back  to  Salthaven  under  the  name  of 
Mrs.  Trimblett." 

The  captain  stopped  suddenly  in  his  stride, 
and  with  a  bewildered  air  strove  to  rally  his 
disordered  faculties.  Alarm  and  consternation 
choked  his  utterance. 

"  Poor  dear ! "  said  Joan,  with  another 
giggle.  "  Don't  be  alarmed.  It's  the  best 
thing  that  could  happen  to  you ;  it  will  pre- 
vent all  other  attempts  on  your  freedom." 

"  I  can  take  a  joke,"  said  the  captain,  find- 
ing his  speech  at  last ;  "  I  can  take  a  joke  as 
well  as  most  men,  but  this  is  going  a  trifle 
too  far." 

"  But  I'm  not  joking,"  said  the  giri.  "  I'm 
going  back  as  Mrs.  Trimblett ;  I  am,  indeed. 
Don't  look  so  frightened  ;  I'm  not  going  to 
marry  you,  really.  Only  pretend,  as  the 
children  say." 

"  You  don't  know  what  you're  talking 
about ! "  exclaimed  the  astonished  captain. 

"  Putting  aside  your  feelings — and  mine," 
said  Joan,  "  it's  a  good  thing  for  everybody 
else,  isn't  it  ?  We  mustn't  consider  ourselves 
— that  would  be  selfish." 

The  captain  shook  his  head  in  angry 
amazement. 
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"  I  suppose,  when  you  said  just  now  that 
you  would  do  anything  for  father,  you  didn*t 
mean  it,  then?"  said  Joan.  "And  when 
you  said  you'd  die  for  me,  you " 

"  I  tell  you,"  interrupted  the  captain,  vio- 
lently, "  it's  impossible.  I  never  heard  of 
such  a  thing." 

**  It's  quite  possible,"  declared  the  girl.  "  I 
shall  go  back  home,  and  you  must  get  back 
to  Salthaven  just  in  time  to  sail.  Mr. 
Vyner  will  be  so  pleased  at  the  news,  he 
will  let  you  stay  away  as  long  as  you  like, 
I  am  sure." 

**  And  what  about  when  I  come  back  ?  " 
demanded  the  captain. 

"  When  you  oome  back,"  said  Joan,  slowly- 
"just  before,  in  iact — I  shall  tell  the  truth 
and  give  people  to  understand  that  I  did  it 
to  oblige   you — to   prevent   somebody   else 
marrying  you  against  your  will." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  captain,  struggling  nobly 
with  his  feelings.     "  Oh,  you  will !  " 

"To-morrow,"  continued  Joan,  "  I  will  buy 
the  wedding-ring.  I  know  that  that  ought  to 
be  your  business,  but  I'll  get  it,  because  I 
know  where  I  can  get  one  cheap.  I  saw 
some  the  other  day.  Rolled  gold  they  are 
called     Eighteenpence  each." 

The  captain  choked. 

"  Have  you  considered,"  he  said,  loftily,  as 
soon  as  he  was  capable  of  speech,  "that  it 
would  be  a  lie  ?  " 

Joan  nodded,  carelessly. 

"  A  lie  !  "  repeated  Captain  Trimblett,  in  a 
thrilling  voice. 

"  Yes,"  said  Joan.  "  I  remember  I  heard 
you  tell  father  once  that  if  you  had  a  sove- 
reign for  every  lie  you  had  told  you  would 
be  able  to  give  up  the  sea.  So  yoii  had 
better  do  it.  You  can  do  it  better  than 
I  can." 

Captain  Trimblett  threw  his  hands  apart 
with  a  sudden  supreme  gesture. 

"  I  won't  listen  to  another  word  ! "  he  said, 
hotly.  "  I  should  never  hear  the  end  of  it 
Where  are  those  omnibuses  ?  " 

"We  are  not  near  them  yet,"  was  the 
reply.  "We  have  been  walking  away  from 
them.  When  you  have  listened  to  reason  I 
will  take  you  to  them." 

The  captain  closed  his  lips  obstinately. 
He  would  have  closed  his  ears  too  if  he 
could,  but,  unable  to  do  that,  quickened  his 
pace  in  a  forlorn  attempt  to  outdistance  her. 
She  plied  him  with  arguments  and  entreaties, 
but  in  vain.  He  was  immovable.  Finally, 
in  a  trembling  voice,  she  said  that  it  didn't 
matter,  and  apologized  for  troubling  him  with 
her  concerns. 


"  I  would  do  anything  in  reason,  my  dear," 
said  the  mollified  captain. 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  repeated  the  girl. 

"It's  quite  impossible,"  said  the  captain, 
gently.  "  It's  really  an  outrageous  idea. 
You'll  see  it  yourself  by  and  by. ' 

Miss  Hartley  thanked  him,  and  taking  out 
a  handkerchief  dabbed  her  eyes  gently  and 
made  a  pathetic  attempt  to  smile. 

"  Don't  say  any  more  about  it,"  she 
pleaded.  "  I  have  no  doubt  you  are  right 
Only  when  you  said  you  would  do  anything 
for  us  I — I  thought  you  meant  it  I  see  how 
uncomfortable  it  might  be  for  you.  I  ought 
to  have  thought  of  that  before." 

The  unfortunate  captain  turned  crimson, 
but,  glancing  at  the  spectacle  of  resignation 
by  his  side,  managed  to  keep  his  temper 
under  restraint 

"I'm  not  thinking  of  myself  at  all,"  he 
growled. 

"Perhaps  you  are  without  knowing  it," 
suggested  Miss  Hartley,  in  a  voice  free  from 
all  trace  of  personal  feeling.  "I  thought 
that  you  would  have  done  a  httle  thing  like 
that  for  me— and  father.  I'm  sorry  I  was 
mistaken.  However,  I  shall  go  back  to  Salt- 
haven  in  any  case." 

She  dabbed  a  perfectly  dry  eye  again,  and 
watched  the  captain  closely  with  the  other. 

"  I  suppose  there  will  be  trouble,"  she  con- 
tinued, meditatively ;  "  still,  that  will  be  your 
fault     I  have  done  all  I  could  do." 

She  walked  on  in  pained  silence  and  paid 
no  heed  to  the  explanations  and  arguments 
by  which  the  captain  sought  to  justify  his 
refusal.  He  began  to  get  confused  and 
rambling  in  his  defence,  and  finally,  to 
terminate  an  embarrassing  interview,  grunted 
out  something  about  thinking  it  over.  A 
nioment  later  a  radiant  and  admiring  young 
woman  was  flattering  him  up  to  the  skies. 

"  Mind,  I  only  said  I  would  think  it  over," 
said  the  captain,  regarding  her  indignantly. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Joan,  "  I  quite  under- 
stand that  j  and  you  will  write  and  break  the 
news  to  father,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  No,  I'm  hanged  if  I  do,"  answered  the 
captain. 

"  Never  mind,  then ;  I'll  do  it,"  said  the  girl, 
hastily.  "  I  shall  just  write  and  tell  him  that 
I  have  changed  my  name  to  Trimblett 
People  have  a  right  to  change  their  name  if 
they  like.  Lots  of  them  do  it  Make  haste, 
you'll  lose  your  omnibus.  I  shall  never  for- 
get your  kindness — never." 

"  Mind ! "  panted  the  captain,,  as  she 
hurried  him  along,  "  it — isn't — settled.  I 
am  only  going  to  think  it  over." 
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"  I  don't  know  what  we  should  have  done 
without  you,"  continued  Joan.  "  There  isn't 
another  man  in  the  world  would  be  so  kind, 
I   am    sure.      If   you    were    only   thirty   or 


"  ril  write  and  tell  you  when  IVe  done  it," 
said  Joan.  "  I'll  take  all  the  responsibility. 
Good-bye  !     Good-bye ! " 

The  conductor   hoisted   him   aboard  and 


"'mind!'   said   the  CAPrAIN,   GRASPING  THE  RAIL   OP   THE  OMNIBUS   AND   PAUSING   WITH    HIS 
FOOT  ON   THE   STEP,    '  I    HAVEN't — PROMISED.'  " 

forty  years   younger   I  would  marry  you  in  he  slowly  mounted  the  stairs.     He   paused 

reality."  at    the    top   to   wave    a    feeble    hand,  and 

"  Mind ! "  said   the  captain,  grasping   the  then,    subsiding    heavily    into    a    seat,    sat 

rail  of  the  omnibus  and  pausing  with  his  foot  thinking   out   a   long   and    polite    letter    of 

on  the  step,  "  I  haven't — promised."  refusal. 


(To  be  continued.) 
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CATHARINE  OP   RUSSIA. 


By  the  HON.  MRS.   FITZROY  STEWART. 


LAIN  women  exist,  and  form 
a  definite  factor  in  our  social 
economy.  Not  all  of  us  are 
blessed  with  good  features, 
soft  eyes,  a  fine  figure,  and  a 
clear  complexion.  Some  of 
us  are  born  with  dull  skins,  wide  mouths, 
and  snub  noses,  and  not  all  the  arts  of  dress 
and  toilet  can  make  us  pretty,  or  even  pre- 
sentable. But  all  the  same,  plain  women 
live  and  thrive,  and  now  and  then  make 
brilliant  marriages.  In  fact,  one  has  only  to 
use  one's  eyes  to  see  that  some  ugly  women 
have  for  men  quite  a  weird  power  of  attrac- 
tion. History  teaches  us  this  ;  for  we  are 
told,  in  several  instances,  of  uncomely  women 
who  have  ruled  the  destinies  of  men  and 
nations.  Catharine  of  Russia  and  Mme.  de 
Maintenon  had  no  looks  ;  and  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots,  who  has  gone  down  to  fame  as  a 
beauty,  appears  in  her  pictures  as  thin,  small- 
eyed,  and  hard-featured.  Indeed,  only  one 
portrait  is  said  to  exist  in  which  she  is  shown 
as  fair-haired  and  lovely,  and  this  hangs  in 
Dalkeith  Palace,  and  belongs  to  the  Duke  of 
Buccleuch. 

And  if  we  turn  to  the  heroines  of  well- 
known  novels  we  find  the  same  tale  repeated. 
The  immortal  Becky  Sharp  was  small,  pale, 
and  light-haired  ;  and  Jane  Eyre  is  described 
as  a  puny  creature,  with  features  that  were 
marked  and  irregular.  Yet  the  latter,  after 
many  ups  and  downs,  became  the  happy  wife 
of  Mr.  Rochester ;  and  Becky,  while  still  in 
her  teens,  made  useful  friends,  married  well, 
charmed   Lord  Steyne,  and  schemed  herself 

Vol.  XXXV.— 84. 


into  the  smart  world  of  her  period.  Then 
the  triumph  of  the  plain  woman  was  well 
portrayed  in  Disraeli's  "  Coningsby."  The 
Princess  Lucretia  Colonna  is  pictured  as 
follows:  "She  was  a  striking  person,  not 
beautiful — her  face,  indeed,  at  the  first  glance 
was  almost  repulsive,  yet  it  ever  attracted  a 
second  gaze ;  a  remarkable  pallor  dis- 
tinguished her ;  her  features  had  neither 
regularity  nor  expression  ;  neither  were  her 
eyes  fine  ;  but  her  brow  impressed  you  with 
an  idea  of  power  of  no  ordinary  character 
or  capacity."  Lord  Eskdale  said  :  "  She  is 
plain  "  ;  but  Sidonia  replied  :  "  No  ;  not 
plain  with  that  brow."  And  the  Princess 
Lucretia  had  a  strong  will  and  a  subtle  spirit ; 
she  played  her  cards  cleverly,  and  made  her- 
self Marchioness  of  Monmouth. 

However,  this  remark  of  Lord  Eskdale's 
serves  to  remind  one  that  a  plain  face  may 
often  be  redeemed  by  some  other  charm  of 
appearance.  We  will  picture  to  ourselves  a 
few  of  the.se  ix)ssibilities.  In  Lady  Mon- 
mouth's case  a  fine  brow  saved  the  situation. 
And  without  doubt  a  well-formed  forehead 
lends  a  frank,  open  look,  and  affords  a  sure 
sign  of  mental  capacity.  But  its  lucky  owner 
should  give  it  a  chance,  as  to  hide  the  brow 
beneath  a  mass  of  hair  is  a  sin  alike  against 
brains  and  beauty.  Beautiful  eyes  can  do 
much  to  compensate  for  rough-hewn  or 
irregular  features.  An  old  couplet  runs 
thus  : — 

Blue  eyes  beat  black  fifty  to  seven, 

For  black  is  of  hell,  but  blue  is  of  heaven. 

This  is  as  may  be,  but  who  has  not  seen  a 
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splendid  pair  of  eyes  light  up  and  glorify  a 
face  that  has  grievous  drawbacks  in  the  shape 
of  a  big  nose,  a  plain  mouth,  or  a  bad  com- 
plexion? I^rge,  dark  eyes,  with  their  deep 
fires,  make  one  forget  many  defects — even  a 
sallow  skin  or  a  bhort,  stumpy  figure.  Then 
dark  grey  or  deep  blue  eyes  have  much 
charm,  and  the  beauty  of  Irish  eyes  has 
passed  into  a  proverb.  Oreen  eyes  can  also 
cast  a  spell,  and  have  worked  mischief  from 
the  far-off  days  of  Becky  Sharp  down  to 
those  of  Sally  Snape,  I^dy  Kidderminster,  in 


one  forget  a  dull  skin,  a  stem  mouth,  or  a 
big-boned,  lanky  figure.  Red  hair  is  now 
much  admired ;  and  its  ruddy  tints  bring 
pardon  for  many  flaws,  such  as  no  eyebrows, 
a  sharp  chin,  a  flat  nose— even  freckles. 
And  a  woman's  looks  can  be  saved  from  ruin 
by  a  lovely  complexion.  Roses  and  lilies 
appeal  to  most  of  us,  and  a  clear  skin  is  apt 
to  denote  sound  health  and  keen  vitality. 
Also  a  fine  figure  works  wonders ;  broad 
shoulders,  a  slim  waist,  and  well-turned  arms 
will  redeem  much  that  is  ill-favoured  ;  and 


"  A   CLEVER    WOMAN    IS  THE   GREATEST   FORCE   IN    NATURE,    BECAUSE   ADDED  TO    HER    STRENGTH   OP    INTELLECT 

IS  THE    POWER  OF   SEX." 


this  year  of  grace,  1908.  Byron  wrote  :  "I'm 
very  fond  of  handsome  eyes,"  and  "  Lovely 
as  is  the  light  of  a  dark  eye  in  woman."  Men 
seem  to  have  a  special  fancy  for  fine  eyes, 
and  certainly  they  are  a  feature  that  covers  a 
multitude  of  sins  in  a  woman's  appearance. 

Good  hair  will  often  atone  for  a  want  of 
grace  or  classical  outline.  In  one's  mind's 
eye  one  can  see  the  cloud  of  soft  gold  hair 
which  frames  a  thin,  white  face  or  features 
that  are  too  misshapen  for  orthodox  beauty  ; 
>r  the  masses  of  rich  black  hair  that  make 


this  may  be  called  a  triumph  of  mien  over 
mere  beauty  of  countenance. 

But  without  either  of  these  saving  graces 
some  plain  women  seem  to  have  for  men  a 
quite  uncanny  power  of  attraction.  The 
force  of  beauty  is  an  accepted  fact,  and  we 
must  also  admit  the  might  of  ugliness.  Now, 
what  is  the  secret  of  this  omnipotence  ? 
Brains,  of  course,  count  for  much,  so  does 
charm  of  manner,  and — perhaps  most  of  all 
— the  art  of  dress  and  of  personal  decoralion. 
A  clever   womaii,iti^  b^he^^greatest^  Jorce   in 
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Nature,  because  added  to  her  strength  of 
intellect  is  the  power  of  sex  —the  most  subtle, 
the  most  complex,  and  the  most  potent 
power  known  to  humanity.  And  this  good 
mother-wit  of  hers  keeps  every  weapon  at  its 
best  and  brightest. 


one  whole  octave  lower  than  that  usually 
employed.  This,  with  slowness  of  speech, 
will  give  to  a  woman's  voice  the  needed 
distinction.  Then  a  pretty  smile  may  make 
one's  fortune.  Few  women  realize  the  value 
of  a  smile.     Most  smiles  are  useless.     The 


44J^— w2t 


■  THE  SMILE  THAT  COUNTS   IS  ONE  THAT  CHAKMS   MEN,   AND  THAT   WILL  SKCUKB   FAVOURS   HKKK  AND 
SERVICE   THERE,   AND  GO  TWICE   AS    FAK   AS  A   TIP  OR   A  COMMAND." 


Voices  are  a  matter  of  caste,  but  to  a  cer- 
tain extent  they  can  be  cultivated.  A  deep, 
rich  voice  and  a  slow,  lazy  utterance  are 
most  attractive,  and  culture  is  shown  by  the 
measured  tones  of  a  diplomatist.  By  the 
way,  a  loud,  harsh  voice  can  be  made  smooth 
and  sweet  by  the  simple  device  of  speaking 


smile  that  counts  is  one  that  charms  men, 
and  that  will  secure  favours  here  and  service 
there,  and  go  twice  as  far  as  a  tip  or  a  com- 
mand. This  smile  has  radiance,  is  produced 
by  the  eyes  as  well  as  by  the  lips,  and,  above 
all,  is  never  mechanical.  Then  a  plain 
woman    may   win   oi^.g^ag^^^^^^g^t 
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One  expert  has  declared 
that  to  walk  gracefully 
three  things  are  re- 
quired: dignity,  balance, 
and  rhythm ;  and  yet 
another,  who  is  more 
poetical,  maintains  that 
a  woman  should  be 
supple  as  a  snake, 
straight  as  a  dart,  and 
proud  as  a  tiger-lily. 

"No  well-dressed 
woman    ever     looks 
ugly,"     wrote      Bulwer 
Lytton  ;  and  we  do  not 
need  the  philosophy  of 
Bob    Acres    to   decide 
that   dress   does   make 
a   difference.     A  plain 
woman  can  often  reverse 
her   saddest   of    fates   by 
style,  manner,  and  perfect 
dressing.     A  smart  Ameri- 
can or  Parisian  will  never 
allow  herself  to  be  daunted 
by  the  fact  that  she  has 
neither  a  pretty  face  nor 
a  well-turned  figure.     She 
at  once  faces  the  fact,  and 
holds   herself   as  grandly 
as     her     more    fortunate 
sisters ;  indeed,  she  often 
assumes  more  of   an   air 
than  they.     We  English- 
women are  apt  to  be  too 
modest.    ^^  L'audace,  Vau- 
dace,    toujours     Vaudace^^ 
is   one  of    the    soundest 
maxims    ever    laid    down 
— even    the    audacity   of 
ugliness     can      score     a 
splendid  success. 

The  French,  as  a  nation, 
may  be  lovers  of  the  ideal 
and  the  graceful,  but  they  are  also  adepts 
at  the  art  of  presenting  what  is  ugly  in 
a  guise  that  allures,  although  in  a  sense  it 
may  yet  be  repellent.  The  mondaine,  how- 
ever, draws  the  line,  and  seldom  allows  the 
original  to  develop  into  the  eccentric. 

Those  of  us  who  know  their  Paris  can 
testify  that  there  are  several  Frenchwomen  in 
the  smartest  set  who  are  small  and  sallow, 
with  faulty  figures  and  plain,  irregular 
features  ;  but  so  artfully  do  they  arrange  their 
hair,  make  up  their  faces,  and  put  on  their 
costumes  that  what  is  by  Nature  almost 
repulsive  assumes  instead  a  weird  attractive- 

^ss.     By  the  way,  this  last  sentence  recalls 


A  PLAIN   WOMAN 


to  mind  one  of  "  Ouida's  "  Grand  Duchesses, 
who  describes  herself  as  "the  best-dressed 
baboon  in  Paris."  The  way  in  which  dress 
can  alter  a  woman  has,  perhaps,  never  been 
more  startlingly  portrayed  than  by  Miss  Marie 
Tempest  in  a  little  play  called  "The  Marriage 
of  Kitty."  In  less  than  two  minutes,  by  a 
mere  change  of  get-up,  a  piquante,  attractive 
woman  transformed  herself  into  the  most 
grotesque  of  human  travesties  ;  and  one  has 
only  to  cast  an  eye  round  a  roomful  of  every- 
day people  to  realize  how  little  it  takes  to 
make  a  pretty  creature  plain,  or  a  plain  one 
beautiful. 

Experience  tea<Sl,|aJ^,BtK5^1'C-voman 
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is  of  even  greater  worth  than  beauty.  Queen 
Draga  of  Servia  was  an  example  of  a  plain 
woman  with  a  wondrous  power  of  fascination. 
Like  the  poet,  she  must  be  born,  not  made, 
who  owns  this  subtle  and  perilous  quality. 
But  to  a  certain  degree  it  can  be  cultivated, 
and  Queen  Draga  made  a  cult  of  charm  and 
its  twin  sister,  tact,  from  her  cradle  to  her 
tragic  ending.  She  was  not  beautiful,  she  had 
no  ancestry,  and  was  much  the  senior  of  the 
young  King  who  risked  his  throne  and  finally 
gave  his  life  for  her  sake  ;  but  she  possessed 
to  a  marvellous  degree  the  power  to  sway  and 
to  fascinate  all  those  with  whom  she  came 
into  contact.     And  she  knew  the  art  of  dress 


as  well  as  or  better 
than  any  other  woman 
in  Europe. 

Eternal  vigilance    is 
the  price  of  being  born 
plain.     But  some  of  us 
can  work  out  our  own 
salvation.      We  live  in 
an  age  when    the  cult 
of  beauty  has  become 
a   science;   figures  are 
trained,     faces     are 
"  treated,"  and  diet  and 
rest  cures  are  practised 
with   much  exactitude. 
The     modern      health 
craze  works  wonders  in 
this  direction ;    women 
go  in  for  the  "  simple 
life,"  for  temperance,  and 
for   so-called  vegetarian- 
ism.     Then  the  Bushido 
doctrine,  which  hails  from 
Japan,  has  now  many  dis- 
ciples.     This    instils    the 
creed    of    calmness,    and 
teaches     that     important 
things  are  too  big  for  anger 
and  worry,  and  that  anger 
and  worry  are  too  big  and 
suicidal  for   small  affairs. 
The  "  don't  worry  "  dogma 
has  sense  on  its  side,  and 
the  practice  of  it  no  doubt 
keeps  off  wrinkles,  creates 
smiles  and  bright  eyes,  and 
improves     one's     general 
appearance.      In  a  word, 
the  plain  woman  of  to-day 
must   not  only  study  her 
dress  and  the  arts  of  the 
toilet,  but  also  her  voice, 
manner,     movements — 
even   the  way   she   talks^ 
smiles,  and  comports  herself  generally. 

"Verify  your  quotations"  was  a  wise 
remark  of  the  late  Lord  Salisbury,  and  I  wish 
I  could  verify  mine  with  regard  to  the  follow- 
ing sentence :  "  Every  woman  ought  to  be 
able  to  talk  well  or  look  well ;  if  she  does 
neither  she  has  no  place  in  the  scheme  of 
creation,  but  is  only  fit  for  domestic  uses." 
Certainly  a  plain  woman  should  be  a  good 
talker,  as  in  her  case  a  ready  wit  or  a  knack 
of  gay  gossip  is  apt  to  prove  a  social  pass- 
port. And  it  means  much  to  be  a  good 
listener.  Those  of  us  who  can  listen  are 
safe  to  acquire  a  shrewd  intelligence — a  fact 
well  known  to  diplonja|^|s.^*^^^ 
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wait,  eyes  that  do  not  wander,"  is  a  useful 
recipe,  and  Hazlitt  said:  "Silence  is  one 
great  art  in  conversation." 

Lord  Palmerston  declared :  "  Good  man- 
ners are  a  greater  factor  in  success  than 
mental  abilities,"  and  certainly  they  count  for 
much  in  the  case  of  a  woman  who  is  handi- 
capped by  her  appearance.  A  good  manner 
makes  a  simple  remark  pass  for  wit,  and  gives 
to  a  merely  civil  speech  an  exquisite  gracious- 
ness  ;  in  fact,  a  charming  manner  is  in  itself 
a  potent  attraction.     And  force  of  character 


In  one  of  Fielding  Hall's  earlier  books 
there  is  a  passage  which  describes  a  plain 
woman  and  her  possibilities  to  perfection. 
In  writing  of  Burma  he  describes  the  wife 
of  King  Theebaw,  and  the  sentence  runs  as 
follows  :  "  She  was  not  beautiful,  but  she 
always  cared  for  herself  to  make  herself 
admired  ;  her  manners  were  as  the  charm  of 
a  magician ;  her  voice  clear  as  a  silver  bell ; 
.  .  .  she  was  without  doubt  a  ver}'  clever 
woman  .  .  .  making  herself  pleasant  and 
gracious,  careful  to  be  always  dressed- in  good 


*  IT   MRANS   MUCH  TO   BB   A  GOOD   LISTENER. 


and  strength  of  will  help  a  plain  woman 
apart  from  what  is  commonly  called  clever- 
ness. These  will  teach  her  the  value  of  such 
qualities  as  tact,  sympathy,  self-control,  and 
self-effacement.  And  a  firm  will  brings  calm- 
ness ;  also  the  slow  grace,  usually  attributed  to 
high  breeding,  which  is,  in  real  truth,  more 
often  due  to  an  habitual  avoidance  of  heat  and 
hurry.  Then  the  first  art  a  plain  woman  should 
master  is  the  art  of  appearing  self-satisfied. 
Men  are  apt  to  take  her  at  her  own  valuation. 


taste,  always  neat,  face  properly  powdered, 
hair  beautifully  arranged.  She  knew  where 
the  power  of  woman  lies,  and  did  all  she 
could  to  make  herself  attractive." 

Plain  women  are,  of  course,  at  a  dis- 
advantage, but  they  should  take  heart  of 
grace,  and  remember  that  there  are  charms 
more  lasting  than  that  of  beauty  —  the 
charm  of  culture,  the  charm  of  manner, 
and  the  charm  of  a  gracious  and  gifted 
personality. 
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LD  Mr.  Ganz  had  lived  for 
years  in  the  dusty  book-shop, 
where  he  sold  works  of  the  niind- 
mighty  dead,  in  faded  volumes, 
to  the  men  and  women  of 
Westminster.  Sometimes  he 
would  be  able  to  procure  really  valuable 
copies,  and  people  of  high  estate  groped 
their  way  into  the  dimly-lighted  shop  in  the 
side  street,  and  carried  off  a  crumbling 
treasure  which  Time  had  marked  with  golden 
fingers. 

Those  were  the  days  when  Mr.  Ganz 
hastened  to  a  toy  store  near  at  hand  in  order 
to  procure  some  coveted  possession  for  his 
little  lady-love  upstairs.  She  lived  with  her 
mother  in  the  quaintly- fashioned  rooms  which 
formed  the  upper  part  of  the  old  man's  shop. 
Never  before  had  the  withered,  grey-haired 
bookseller  and  his  rows  of  brown  volumes 
attracted  the  fancy  of  a  child.  For  Ruby 
Carew  the  shadowy  shop  and  the  stooping 
figure  held  mystery  and  romance.  She 
thought  of  Mr.  Ganz  as  some  well  meaning 
gnome  of  fairy  lore,  while  her  wondering  eyes 
drew  from  him  certain  stories  of  a  flir-away 
childhood,  which  were  full  of  fascination  for 
the  small  girl. 

He  discovered,  too,  through  this  child,  the 
history  of  the  pretty  young  widow  upstairs, 
who  had  made  the  old-fashioned  panelled 
rooms,  with  their  broad  window-seats  and 
low  ceilings,  so  dignified  and  restful.  She 
was  the  descendant  of  an  exiled  King — had 
foreign  blood  in  her  veins,  of  a  Royal  blue. 
Her  husband,  who  died  a  year  after  their 
marriage,  was  the  younger  son  of  a  noble 
English  family,  impoverished  by  the  extra- 
vagance of  ancestors.     Lack  of  money,  there- 


fore, made  it  necessary  for  the  widow  and 
her  child  to  live  a  retired  life,  far  from  the 
stately  homes  which  should  have  been  their 
own.  The  story,  gradually  unfolded  through 
the  prattle  of  innocent  baby  lips,  struck  Mr. 
Ganz  as  strangely  pathetic,  and  lonely  man 
that  he  was,  working  hard  in  old  age  for  his 
own  bread,  he  longed  to  do  something  for 
those  two  hidden  lives  in  the  upper  part 
over  his  shop.  His  small  advances  to  the 
child  warned  him  that  Mrs.  Carew  was  proud 
as  she  was  poor,  and  Ruby's  growing  affec- 
tion for  the  old  bookseller  alone  thawed  her 
towards  him.  Whenever  the  child  could 
escape  from  the  vigilant  eye  of  her  watchful 
young  mother,  she  would  seek  the  society  of 
Mr.  Ganz  and  regale  him  with  her  eight-year- 
old  philosophy. 

It  was  a  foggy  afternoon,  and  the  land  of 
Westminster  lay  in  a  sheet  of  yellow  vapour, 
which  streamed  into  the  shop  whenever  the 
door  opened,  and  a  stray  customer,  with 
smarting  eyes,  appeared  beside  the  book- 
laden  counter.  Down  the  staircase  at  the 
back  crept  Ruby,  in  her  little  striped 
pinafore  with  dainty  blue  bows,  and  a  ribbon 
of  forget-me-not  blue  nestling  among  the 
curls  above  her  left  eyebrow. 

"  Mother's  busy  writing  letters,"  she 
whispered  through  the  door,  which  she  only 
dared  open  sufficiently  wide  to  admit  a 
portion  of  her  lips  and  nose.  "Are  you 
busy,  too,  Mr.  Ganz?" 

The  old  man  was  seated  by  a  small  fire  at 
the  far  end  of  the  shop,  upon  which  a  kettle 
made  a  pleasant  humming,  singing  of  cosy 
fire  talks  and  afternoon  tea.  It  seemed 
enticing  Ruby  to  enter. 

**Come  in,  missy,  come  in,"  he  pleaded, 
revealing  an  eagerness^.^th^ty  ^{i^^^with 
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the   joy    of    welcome.     "  Little    chance    of 
business  to-day,  with  King  Fog  in  power." 

"  I  like  him  if  he  keeps  away  the  people 
that  buy,  so  that  we  can  talk  all  to  ourselves," 
she  declared,  bounding  forward  and  leaning 
against  the  old  man's  knee. 

Mr.  Ganz  smiled. 

"And  what  shall  we  talk  of  to-day,  my 
sweetheart?"  he  crooned,  for  she  was  only 
"my  sweetheart"  in  private,  and  before  Mrs. 
Carew  he  carefully  framed  a  respectful  "  Miss 
Ruby."  "  Shall  I  tell  you  of  the  little  elf-men 
who  come  down  the  chimney,  or  of  the  books 
which  fly  about  at  night  with  fairy  wings  and 
have  pitched  battles  on  the  counter  ?  " 

Ruby  shook  her  head. 

"  No,"  she  said  ;  "  I  want  to  tell  you  some- 
thing IVe  discovered."  She  rolled  out  the 
last  word  with  emphasis  and  pride  ;  it  was 
rather  a  long  one  for  her.  "Something," 
she  added,  "I  never  knew  before,  and  I 
wonder  if  you  know.  Our  servant  told  me 
about  it  last  night,  when  she  was  putting  me 
to  bed." 

Mr.  Ganz  prepared  himself  for  the  coming 
revelation  by  re- 
adjusting  his  \" 
glasses  and 
gazingat  the  tiny 
speaker.  He 
noticed  the  glow 
of  enthusiasm 
in  her  peculiarly 
expressive  eyes, 
the  delicacy  of 
her  features,  the 
subtle  refine- 
ment, which  re- 
minded him  of 
some  rare  piece 
of  china. 

"She  said," 
continued 
Ruby,  "that 
often,  when 
husbands  die, 
little  girls' 
mammas  get 
somebody  else 
to  marry  them. 
It's  quite  right 
to  have  another 
husband  if  you 
are  lucky 
enough  to  find 
one,  only  Annie 
thinks  they  are 
not  always  easy 
to  find." 


'  I   WAS   WONDEKING,    MR.    GANZ,    IF   YOU   AND   I   COULD   FIND   HER   SOMEUODY. 


Mr.  Ganz  coughed  nervously.  He  was 
aware  Mrs.  Carew  might  disapprove  of  this 
conversation. 

"  It's  a  matter,"  he  remarked,  "  which  need 
not  trouble  you,  unless — unless  it  should 
come  to  pass." 

"  But  how  can  it  come  to  pass,"  cried  the 
child,  "if  mother  doesn't  know  anyone  nice 
enough  to  marry  ?  She  will  be  left  alone  all 
her  life,  with  only  me  to  look  after  her,  and  I 
shall  have  to  go  to  school.  Annie  says  it  is 
a  pity  mother  doesn't  go  out  more  and  meet 
people,  for  she  hasn't  a  chance  shut  up  here, 
taking  care  of  me  all  day.  I  was  wondering, 
Mr.  Ganz,  if  you  and  I  could  find  her  some- 
body." 

This  sudden  idea  took  the  bookseller's 
breath  away,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  the 
quaint  mind  of  his  child  friend.  The  well- 
meant  suggestion  held  so  much  absurdity 
that  he  could  hardly  refrain  a  little  chuckle, 
which  he  feared  might  hurt  Ruby's  feelings. 
He  indulged  her  fancy  by  an  encouraging 
remark,  curious  to  hear  what  she  would  say. 
"Whom  could  we  find?     You  see,  fairy 

princes  are  not 
I  often  wandering 
about  in  this 
part  of  the 
world.  They  go 
to  Mayfair  to 
look  for  brides." 
"  I  sup|X)se 
you  would  be 
too  old?" 

Mr.  Ganz 
positively 
trembled. 

"  My  dear,'^ 
he  murmured^ 
reproachfully, 
"you  really 
mustn't  talk  like 
this." 

But  Ruby 
would  not  be 
silenced. 

"  It's  better 
to  think  of 
everybody,  then 
we  can  sort 
them  out,  and 
decide  later.  It 
may  be  a 
stranger  in  the 
end,  somebody 
we  have  never 
seen  or  thought 
of." 
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,  A  far-away  look  came  to  her  eyes,  as  she 
gazed  wistfully  into  the  fire.  The  sound  of 
the  street  door  opening  brought  Mr.  Ganz 
promptly  to  his  feet.  Ruby,  conscious  _that 
she  might  be  in  the  way,  and  aware  that  her 
mother  would  not  like  her  to  be  seen, 
popped  quickly  down  behind  the  counter, 
with  a  delightful  hide-and-seek  thrill.  The 
customer,  a  man  with  a  pleasant,  well- 
modulated  voice,  had  apparently,  from  his 
cheerful  manner,  forgotten  to  notice  the  fog. 
Evidently  he  possessed  a  happy  nature,  which 
could  rise  above  external  discomfort.  He 
was  a  good-looking,  well-groomed  specimen 
of  England's  aristocracy,  and  Mr.  Ganz,  who 
addressed  him  as  "  My  lord,"  seemed  to 
know  him  well.  From  what  Ruby  could 
gather,  he  was  trying  to  trace  some  very 
important  volume,  which  had  been  sold  to 
the  trade  for  a  quarter  its  value,  and  for 
which  he  was  prepared  to  give  a  large  sum 
of  money.  Mr.  Ganz  seemed  very  near 
tears  as  he  confessed  he  knew  nothing  of 
the  book's  whereabouts.  He  discussed  his 
lordship's  collection,  showed  him  an  old 
edition  bought  at  a  sale  the  previous  day, 
and  momentarily  forgot  the  presence  of  Ruby 
behind  the  counter.  But  the  little  girl  was 
thinking  busily  of  the  mother  who  had  no 
husband  now  in  this  world,  and  of  Annie's 
remark  that  husbands  were  not  so  easy  to 
find. 

Surely  it  must  strike  Mr.  Ganz  that  this 
was,  perhaps,  the  stranger  they  were  talking 
of,  just  before  King  Fog  gave  him  up  from 
the  domain  of  mist !  Mr.  Ganz  might  tell 
the  visitor,  if  he  were  kind,  of  the  pretty 
woman  widowed  upstairs,  whose  little  girl 
had  asked  him  to  try  and  find  another 
husband. 

The  stranger  moved  towards  the  door, 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Ganz.  A  moment  later 
he  would  have  passed  out  into  the  mysterious 
shadows,  and  Ruby's  chance  have  gone  for 
ever.  A  sense  of  shyness  stole  over  the 
child  as  she  realized  what  she  must  do. 
What  did  a  rebufi* — or  anything — matter,  on 
the  chance  of  giving  her  dear  one  happiness  ? 

Bracing  herself  to  the  effort,  she  ran 
quickly  forward  with  flaming  cheeks  and 
hands  outstretched. 

"  Oh,  please,  don't  go  ! "  she  cried,  almost 
flinging  herself  into  the  stranger's  arms.  "  I 
want  you  to  come' upstairs  and  see  mother." 

Mr.  Ganz  felt  his  blood  run  cold.  The 
child's  meaning  flashed  across  his  mind,  and 
hastily  he  sought  for  some  explanation  to 
excuse  her  words. 

The  stranger,   struck  with  the   beauty  of 
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fhis  unexpected  intruder,  looked  smilingly 
down  and  asked  her  mother's  name. 

"  Carew,"  she  replied  ;  "  Danielle  Carew." 

He  knit  his  brows,  while  Mr.  Ganz  mur- 
mured : — 

"  I  trust  your  lordship  will  forgive  the 
error.  Miss  Ruby  has  mistaken  you  for  an 
old  friend." 

**  I  think  Miss  Ruby  is  right,"  turning  to 
the  child.  "Your  mother's  name  is  Mrs. 
Philip  Carew?" 

Ruby  nodded.  His  sudden  knowledge  of 
her  mother  changed  the  situation,  and  her 
lips  quivered  with  disappointment. 

"  I'm  sorry  you  know  her,"  she  said.  "  I 
wanted  to  find  you  all  by  myself." 

Mr.  Ganz,  openly  relieved,  explained  that 
Mrs.  Carew  had  taken  the  upper  part  above 
his  shop,  and  that  her  little  girl  was  kind 
enough  to  occasionally  come  and  talk  to 
him. 

Lord  Glen-Gordon  hardly  listened  ;  he  was 
all  anxiety  to  see  the  woman  who,  from  the 
day  of  her  widowhood,  had  withdrawn  from 
the  world,  keeping  her  movements  secret, 
that  her  old  friends  might  not  be  troubled  by 
her  poverty.  He  guessed  pride  was  at  the 
bottom  of  her  retirement,  the  pride  which 
came  from  a  long  line  of  foreign  Kings. 

"  Take  me  up  to  your  mother,"  he  said, 
and  his  voice  held  a  strange  note  of  excite- 
ment. 

Would  her  beauty  have  waned  in  this  back 
street?  Would  she  have  lost  the  queenly 
bearing,  or  the  lustre  in  those  large,  fawn-like 
eyes? 

"  The  staircase  is  rather  dark,"  said  Ruby. 

"Then  ride  upon  my  shoulder,"  replied 
Lord  Glen-Gordon. 

"  The  ceiling  is  too  low,  I  should  knock 
my  head  ;  but  give  me  your  hand,  and  I'll 
lead  you,"  declared  the  childish  voice, 
cheerily. 

Hand  in  hand  the  two  figures  passed  up 
the  winding  stair,  while  Mr.  Ganz  stood 
watching  them  out  of  sight,  trembling  with 
unexplained  emotion.  He  looked  at  his 
shelves  of  books,  and  thought  how  dry  and 
dull  were  the  tales  they  held  compared  with 
the  life-story  which  had  just  opened  before 
him,  to  give  his  tired  old  eyes  one  peep  at  its 
golden  page  of  possibilities. 

IL 

After  that  strange  meeting.  Lord  Glen- 
Gordon  came  often  to  the  upper  part  in 
Westminster.  Ruby  had  much  to  tell  of 
Mrs.    Carew's   changed    manner.     She    was 

beginning  to  go  about  among  people  she  had 
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known  in  the  past.  Later  she  decided  tcT 
give  up  the  little  home,  and  visit  for  a  time 
among  Lord  Glen-Gordon's  relations. 

Mr.  Ganz  watched  the  emancipation  of  the 
young  widow  with  eyes  which  understood. 
He  was  trying  to  think  what  life  would  be 
without  the  knowledge  that  Ruby  might  run 
down  at  any  moment,  with  some  childish 
word  of  affection  or  confidence.  It  brought 
a  lump  to  his  throat  when  he  realized  he 
would  no  longer  hear  the  pattering  of  the 
little  feet  overhead,  and  a  great  heart-hunger 
seized  him.  He  would  not  bring  a  pang  of 
pain  into  Ruby's  excitement  when  she  spoke 
of  going,  but  occasionally  his  voice  sounded 
unsteady  as  he  explained  the  tears  in  his  eyes 
came  from  cold.  His  health  began  to  fail, 
and  on  the  actual  morning  of  their  departure 
he  was  not  at  the  shop-door  to  see  Mrs.  and 
Miss  Carew  drive  away. 

The  London  season  was  commencing,  and 
Ruby  and  her  mother  were  to  spend  it  in 
Park  Lane  with  Lord  Glen-Gordon's  sister. 
Later  there  was  to  be  a  wedding,  for  it  tran- 
spired that  after  all  the  widow  had  not  found 
it  difficult  to  procure  a  husband,  a  fact  which 
greatly  eased  Ruby's  mind.  She  thought  the 
stranger  who  became  a  friend  would  make  a 
very  acceptable  papa,  though  she  had  once 
owned,  to  her  mother's  horror,  she  was 
just  a  little  sorry  it  hadn't  been  Mr.  Ganz, 


because  he  was  never  too  busy  to  tell  her 

stories. 

A  bevy  of  smartly-dressed  f)eople  were 
grouped  round  Mrs.  Carew  on  the  stretch  of 
grass  which  offers  the  rest  of  a  penny  chair 
to  church  paraders  in  Hyde  Park.  Ruby, 
prettier  than  ever,  came  in  for  a  full  share  of 
attention  from  Lord  Glen-Gordon's  friends, 
when  suddenly  she  started  away,  pK)inting 
with  an  excited  finger  to  a  strange  little  man 
seated  by  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  looking  more 
gnome-like  than  she  ever  remembered  him. 

"  It's  dear  Mr.  Ganz,"  she  cried. 

Mrs.  Carew  looked  up,  annoyed. 

"  The  old  man  who  sold  books,"  continued 
Ruby,  "when  we  lived  over  a  shop." 

Before  her  mother  could  restrain  her  she 
bounded  off,  and  almost  flung  herself  into  his 
arms.  He  was  wearing  a  shabby  brown 
velvet  coat,  flowing  silk  tie,  and  soft  felt  hat 
His  thin  face  broke  into  smiles  at  the  warmth 
of  Ruby's  recognition. 

"I  thought,"  he  gasped — "I  thought  I 
might  catch  sight  of  you  here."' 

Mrs.  Carew  rose,  a  flush  of  vexation  dye- 
ing her  pale,  proud  face  as  she  moved  away, 
whispering  to  \i^x  fiance : — 

"Go  and  fetch  Ruby;  she's  making  her- 
self ridiculous." 

To   Ruby's  delight.   Lord   Glen -Gordon 
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stayed  some  time  talking  to  Mr.  Ganz,  telling 
him  that  but  for  his  book-shop  he  would  ' 
never  have  found  Mrs.  Carew.  As  they 
walked  away  the  future  step-father  spoke 
quickly  to  the  child,  as  if  she  were  old  and 
understood. 

"Look  here,"  he  said,  "I  think  your 
mother  is  annoyed  with  you,  but  remember 
I  am  not.  Always  be  nice  to  Mr.  Ganz. 
We  mustn't  forget  he  was  very  kind  to  you ; 
and  for  Heaven's  sake  don't  let  anybody 
mould  you  into  becoming  a  snob." 

He  thought  there  was  little  fear  as  he 
looked  into  the  frank  eyes,  realizing  that 
Ruby  had  not  the  smallest  idea  what  a 
snob  meant. 

**  Poor  old  Ganz  is  cracking  up,"  he  after- 
wards told  Mrs.  Carew.  "The  book-trade 
has  been  very  bad  lately,  and  he  can't  afford 
to  get  away.  I  have  promised  to  send  him 
down  to  my  father's  convalescent  home  near 
Castle  Courtleigh.  I  did  not  like  the  sound 
of  his  cough  at  all." 

Ruby's  mother  turned  plaintive  eyes  to  the 
speaker. 

"  Do  anything  you  can  for  him  in  a 
charitable  way,"  she  said ;  "  but  I  dislike 
to  see  my  child  fawning  on  the  common  old 
creature.  Anything  that  reminds  me  of  our 
life  in  Westminster  is  distasteful.  I  want  to 
wipe  out  that  chapter  of  submerged  existence." 

"  My  father  will  meet  us,"  said  Lord  Glen- 
Gordon.     "  He  is  very  impatient  to  see  you." 

He  was  travelling  down  to  his  childhood's 
home  with  his  future  wife  and  Ruby,  who  had 
been  specially  invited  to  accompany  her  mother 
to  Castle  Courtleigh.  The  little  girl  wondered 
if  a  duke  would  look  different  from  any  other 
man,  and  how  it  would  feel  to  stay  in  his  big 
castle.  She  was  rather  surprised  at  the  mild 
old  gentleman  in  the  shabby  overcoat  who 
greeted  them  affectionately  as  they  alighted 
at  the  country  station.  His  grey  moustache 
had  a  pleasant  fragrance  as  he  kissed  Ruby, 
and  she  sat  on  his  knee  in  the  big  barouche, 
which  bore  them  along  green  lanes  to  the 
palatial  building  on  the  hill.  The  Duke  had 
always  been  a  believer  in  marriages  of  affec- 
tion, and  he  saw  at  a  glance  that  his  son  was 
very  deeply  in  love  with  the  beautiful  young 
widow. 

As  they  drove  through  the  massive  iron 
gates  the  old  man  pointed  to  a  big  white 
building  opposite  the  entrance  to  the  castle. 

"There  stands  my  convalescent  home," 
he  said,  "but  I  fear  your  poor  old  friend 
Ganz  is  anything  but  convalescent.  I  inquired 
as  I  drove  down,  and  find  he  has  taken  to  his 


bed,  and  the  doctor  fears  he  is  in  a  serious 
condition,  owing  to  his  heart." 

"  Oh,  poor  man  !  " 

True  sympathy  rang  in  Mrs.  Carew's  voice 
as  the  words  escaped  her  lips.  She  was 
suddenly  convicted  by  conscience,  remember- 
ing how  she  had  once  spoken  of  Mr.  Ganz, 
and  her  annoyance  in  the  park.  She  seemed 
to  see  all  the  smallness  of  that  narrow  out- 
look, which  her  lover  could  not  understand, 
and  to  blossom  into  a  wider,  more  expansive 
nature,  in  the  atmosphere  created  by  the 
Duke's  sweetly  simple  manner. 

"  He  was  very  good  to  us  when  we  lived  in 
Westminster,"  she  said.  "  He  gave  Ruby 
toys,  and  if  she  had  not  been  playing  in  his 
shop  Adrian  would  never  have  discovered 
me.  We  will  go  and  see  Mr.  Ganz  to-morrow 
morning." 

Ruby  listened  with  quick-beating  pulses. 
She  wanted  to  say  she  was  sorry,  wanted  to 
ask  a  hundred  questions  about  her  old  friend, 
but  her  trembling  lips  could  not  frame  the 
words. 

She  was  too  busy  thinking  of  Mr.  Ganz  to 
notice  the  beauties  of  the  castle,  and  her 
head  was  still  full  of  the  sufferer  when  the 
maid  came  to  dress  her  in  a  new  white  frock 
to  go  down  to  dessert.  Ruby  asked  if  she 
knew  how  he  was,  and  Perkins  replied  she 
had  heard  a  very  bad  report. 

"  He  must  have  been  wandering  a  bit  in 
his  mind  this  evening,  for  the  matron  said  he 
kept  asking  for  roses.  She  wanted  us  to  send 
some  down,  but  the  gardeners  had  gone 
home  for  the  night,  so  it  must  be  left  over 
till  the  morning.  They  will  send  him  a  fine 
bunch  then — if  he  is  still  alive." 

Ruby  pressed  her  hands  together  and 
forced  bap k  her  rising  tears.  It  seemed  hard 
he  should  have  to  wait  till  the  morning, 
which  might  never  come  for  him.  She 
thought  somebody  else  could  easily  have 
picked  the  roses.  She  had  heard  her  mother 
say  the  night  was  often  very  long  for  sick 
people  who  could  not  sleep. 

The  maid  took  her  down  to  a  large  blue 
and  gold  drawing-room,  and  told  her  that 
Browning,  the  butler,  would  fetch  her  directly 
dessert  was  served.  As  the  door  closed  on 
Perkins,  Ruby's  eyes  wandered  round  the 
dazzlingly  bright  room,  its  many  globes  of 
electricity  sparkling  through  crystal  caskets 
like  the  twinkling  eyes  of  a  fairy  palace.  Just 
for  a  moment  a  strange  wild  longing  seized 
her  to  be  back  in  the  little  shop  at  West- 
minster, listening  to  the  weird  stories.  Mr. 
Ganz    could   tell   so   thrillingly.      Suddenly 

her  glance  alighted  on  a  large  silver  bowl, 
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overflowing   with   the    most   exquisite   roses 
she  had  ever  seen. 

In  a  flash  she  looked  from  the  bowl  to  the 
French  windows  which  opened  on  the  terrace. 
She  feared  the  dark  with  the  dread  of  a 
child  whose  imagination  never  slumbers.  She 
knew  that  down  the  long  avenue  of  trees  the 
wild  spirits  of  night  must  now  be  abroad, 
sporting  with  the  evening  breezes  and  pale, 
ghostly  moonbeams.  Yet  she  never  hesitated, 
for  at  any  moment  Browning  might  appear 
to  escort  her  to  the  dining-room,  where  dainty 
sweets  and  tempting  fruits  awaited  her.  She 
put  the  thought  of  such  delicacies  aside  with 
an  effort  of  will,  and,  springing  on  a  chair, 
dragged  from  their  massive  casket  the  glorious 
world -famed  roses  of  Castle  Courtleigh. 
Quickly  she  ran  to  the  open  window  and, 
holding  her  breath, 
vanished  into  the  shadows 
of  the  vast  grounds.  She 
tried  not  to  see  the  white 
stone  figures  glimmering 
in  the  moonlight  as  she 
ran  towards  the  broad 
drive,  which  even  in  the 
barouche  had  seemed  such 
a  very  long  one.  Just  for 
a  moment  her  heart  failed 
her.  She  stood  shivering 
with  the  rose-stems  press- 
ing thorns  into  her  baby 
fingers.  The  lights  of  the 
castle  were  calling  her 
back,  but  the  grim  visage 
of  a  wasted  old  man,  and 
a  thin,  well -remembered 
hand,  beckoned  her  for- 
ward with  irresistible  force. 
Once  or  twice  she  cried 
aloud,  and  the  echo  of  the 
cry  seemed  to  be  caught 
by  many  voices  in  the 
wonderland  of  bracken 
where  the  deer  lay  sleep- 
ing. Would  she  ever  reach 
the  gates?  The  avenue 
grew  winding  now,  and  the 
moon  sailed  behind  a 
cloud  ;  she  could  no 
longer  see  the  blushing 
faces  of  those  fair  flowers 
which  she  guarded  so 
carefully  in  her  trembling 
fingers. 

"  Mr.  Ganz,"  she  mur- 
mured ;  "  oh,  Mr.  Ganz, 
there  are  worse  things  here 
than  the  books  which  used 
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to  fly  about  with  fairy  wings  when  the  shop 
was  closed.  But  you  must,  and  you  shall,  have 
the  roses,  because  you  might  die  to-night." 

She  repeated  the  words  **You  might  die 
to-night ! "  over  and  over  again  as  she 
hastened  forward.  They  gave  her  courage, 
they  spoke  of  her  mission  to  the  man  who 
had  so  often  thought  of  her  pleasure  in  the 
lonely  Westminster  days.  She  began  to  think 
the  stately  gates  would  never  greet  her  long- 
ing eyes,  and  when  at  last  they  loomed  upon 
her  suddenly  she  stifled  a  sob  of  relief  that 
broke  in  her  throat.  To  cross  the  country 
road  and  reach  the  great  White  Home  was 
but  the  work  of  a  few  moments,  and  as  her 
small  hands  pulled  the  massive  bell  she  felt 
as  if  all  the  strength  of  her  body  and  the 
love  fire  in  her  soul  entered  the  peal  and 
resounded  through  the 
building. 

In  gasping  words  she 
explained  her  mission  to 
the  attendant  who  answered 
the  summons,  holding  up 
for  inspection  the  magni- 
ficent prize  roses,  which 
could  only  have  come  from 
Castle  Courtleigh.  Ruby 
looked  a  quaint  messenger 
in  her  dress  of  chiffon,  with 
soiled  white  shoes,  which 
an  hour  ago  were  snowy 
in  their  unworn  freshness. 
She  insisted  that  she  must 
take  the  roses  to  Mr.  (ianz 
herself,  and  in  consequence 
the  matron  was  called.  She 
dropped  a  curtsy  at  seeing 
the  little  lady  from  the 
castle,  who  had  driven  up 
that  very  afternoon  with 
the  Duke  from  Valegrove 
Station.  Without  demur 
she  conducted  the  small 
but  impatient  guest  down 
the  long  corridor  to  a  door 
at  the  far  end. 

"He's  very  ill,"  she 
whispered,  "and  wander- 
ing a  bit  in  his  head. 
You  must  only  stay  a  few 
minutes." 

Ruby  ran  in  without 
replying.  She  climbed  up 
on  the  bed,  and  held  the 
roses  before  the  sick  man's 
eyes. 
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'smell  them,'   she  whispered,    'dear   MR.    GANZ! 


"Nor  I,  my 
love,"  he  mur- 
mured, closing  his 
eyes,  with  his 
hand  still  on  the 
roses. 

"  I  shall  ask 
someone  to  take 
me  home.  I  am 
rather  late  for 
desseit." 

He  smiled. 

"  Sweethearts 
and  roses,"  he 
sighed,  "sweet- 
hearts and  roses 
are  one." 

The  matron  put 
her  arm  round 
Ruby  and  led  her 
away. 

"I  did  not 
know  he  could 
look  so  peaceful," 
she  said.  "  You 
must  be  a  fairy,  I 
think." 

"Oh,  no,"  an- 
swered Ruby; 
"Tm  an  old 
friend,  that's 
all." 


He  gazed  rapturously  at  the  blossoms. 

"  My  sweetheart,"  he  murmured.  "  How 
did  she  know  ?  The  roses  of  youth — oh, 
Heaven  I — I  only  wanted  the  roses  to  remind 
me  of  her  face." 

"  They  are  your  very  own,"  she  whispered. 
"I  brought  them  for  you  to  keep.  The 
night  won't  seem  so  long  now,  will  it  ?  " 

She  bent  forward  and  kissed  him. 

"  Hush  !  "  he  whispered.  "  There's  a  cus- 
tomer at  the  door.  Perhaps  it's  a  husband 
for  Ruby's  mamma — we  cannot  tell." 

He  laughed  softly. 

Ruby  understood.  She  drew  back,  watch- 
ing him  fingering  the  roses  on  the  coverlet. 
His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  them,  with  an 
expression  of  great  joy. 

"  We  will  leave  him  with  the  roses," 
whispered  the  matron. 

"  But  I  must  say  good  night  first,"  replied 
Ruby. 

She  touched  his  arm. 

"  I'm  so  sleepy,  Mr.  Ganz,"  she  cooed  ;  "  I 
can't  stay  awake  any  longer." 


The  "  old  friend  "  was  carried  back  to  the 
castle  asleep  in  the  arms  of  a  big  porter, 
accompanied  by  the  matron. 

The  child  had  been  missed,  but  not  the 
roses,  and  the  story  of  her  mission  filled  the 
Duke  with  quite  juvenile  enthusiasm. 

He  vowed  the  following  day  that  Mr. 
Ganz  should  find  his  room  a  perfect  bower 
of  blossoms,  and  telephoned  himself  to  the 
matron  early  in  the  morning  to  ask  if  the 
roses  were  still  alive. 

"  Yes,  your  Grace,"  she  replied,  demurely, 
"  but  the  man  is  dead.  He  woke  three  times 
and  smiled  at  the  flowers,  then  he  passed 
away  peacefully  in  his  sleep." 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  the  lessons  the 
children  teach  us,"  murmured  the  Duke, 
with  a  sigh,  as  he  thought  of  the  little  girl 
with  the  great  tender  heart,  and  the  blossoms 
which,  but  for  her,  would  have  bloomed  in 
vain. 

"  The  flowers  of  love,"  he  added,  rever- 
ently, "would  make  even  a  dying  man 
smile." 
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CRIME  is  no  longer  what  it  was.  How 
great  a  degree  of  ingenuity  is  now 
required  in  the  departments  of  burglary, 
smuggling,  kidnapping,  and  larceny,  the 
accompanying  pictures  will  reveal.  Take  the 
case  of  larceny.  Childhood  is  naturally  con- 
fiding, and  what  little  maid  of  six  summers 


would  ever  suspect,  as  she  was  accosted  by 
a  benignant  philanthropist  who  chucked  her 
playfully  under  the  chin,  that  she  was  gazing 
into  the  eyes  of  one  of  the  most  daring  and 
inveterate  purloiners  of  the  smaller  order  of 
Crustacea  in  all  Paddington  ? 

If  childhood  thus  suffers,  infancy  becomes 
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a  terrible  victim  of  criminal  guile.  No  self- 
respecting  kidnapper  nowadays  would  think 
of  resorting  to  the  clumsy  methods  of  a  past 
generation.  Does  the  modem  kidnapper  lie 
in  ambush,  snatch  the  sleeping  babe,  and 
dart  guiltily  into  the  recesses  of  the  forest? 
No — several  times  no.  He  is  sedate  and 
well  dressed,  and  if  his  glossy  top-hat  is  often 
somewhat  inadequate  to  the  cubic  area  of  his 


spoils,  his  respectable  appearance  throttles 
suspicion.  Observe  how  guilelessly  the 
master-craftsman  directs  his  footsteps  towards 
the  local  representative  of  law  and  order. 
What  if  Robert  should  detect  something 
bizarre  in  the  appearance  of  the  benignant 
stranger  approaching  him  ?  There  is  no 
by-law  forbidding  the  carrying  of  infants 
upon  the  cranium  if  such  be  desired. 
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BURGLING  A  WEST- END  FLAT. 


We  come  to  burglary.  Once  it  was  merely 
necessary  for  a  burglar  to  step  through  a 
PVench  window  or  pick  the  lock  of  a  front 
door.  Those  were  the  halcyon  days  of 
burglary,  gone,  alas !  never  to  return  again, 
and  the  enterprising  gang  of  housebreakers, 
in  order  to  earn  a  dishonest  livelihood,  are 
^'^'-ced  to  practise  for  years  those  acrobatic 
3  which  one  associates  with  the  circus. 


How  wide  and  comprehensive  is  the  collec- 
tion of  souvenirs  shown  in  the  accompanying 
picture.  Men  with  the  blue  blood  of  burglary 
in  their  veins  will  not  let  themselves  be 
hampered  by  any  undue  regard  for  the 
fastidious.  Their  motto  is  "Thorough" — 
and  all  that  comes  within  their  reach  is 
deposited  with  unerring  aim  in  the  skilfully- 
contrived  pantechnicon  below. 
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SMUGGLING  NEW-LAID  EGGS  AT  SEAFORD   HEAD. 


Smuggling,  too,  brings  out  all  his  powers, 
especially  when  the  objects  of  the  illicit 
commerce  are  really  valuable.  The  growing 
rarity  of  the  new-laid  egg  has  redoubled 
the  smuggler's  ingenuity.  The  lynx-eyed 
vigilance  of  the  coastguard  must  be  diverted. 
For  the  purpose  of  obfuscating  the  horizon 
there  is  nothing  so  useful  as  a  Lincoln  and 
Bennett    of    antique    pattern,    manipulated 

VoL  xxxv.-Sa 


with  extreme  caution  and  adroitness.  Great 
care  has  to  be  exercised  in  the  landing  of  the 
eggs,  and  for  this  a  course  under  Cinquevalli 
is  to  be  recommended.  Seaford  Head  is  a 
notorious  haunt  of  such  daring  desperadoes 
as  are  here  depicted  ;  and  many  a  gallant  egg 
has  shed  its  life-blood  in  the  affrays  which 
are  continually  recurring  between  the  Excise 
authorities  and  the  smugglers. 
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We  pass  on  to  the  useful  but  reprehensible 
occupation  of  pickpocketing.  Here  a  pre- 
vious experience  in  ornithology,  with  its 
accompanying  tree  climbing,  and  entomology 
is  indispensable.  Knowledge  of  salmon- 
fishing  is  also  an  advantage.  So  that  we  see 
these  three  great  departments  of  outdoor 
sport  contribute  in  no  small  degree  to  the 
proficiency  of  the  up-to-date  criminal.   Know- 


ledge, however  vain  and  useless  it  may  appear 
at  the  time,  is  never  wasted.  Even  though 
the  spoils  consist  of  nothing  more  valuable 
than  a  passing  tramp's  well-smoked  clay,  the 
satisfaction  of  the  appropriator  is  no  less 
keen  than  if  a  fifty-guinea  hunter  were  the 
prize.  It  is  the  joy  of  the  chase  which 
tells. 

At  last,  in  these  spirited  delineations  of 
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crime,  we  are  shown  an  ingenious  adaptation 
of  heronry  to  modern  needs.  The  strawberry 
season  is  upon  us — does  the  strawberry  thief 
foolishly  waylay  the  Covent  Garden  porters 
as  they  bear  to  and  fro  weighty  baskets  of 
this  luscious  fruit  ?  Not  so.  He  has  his 
flock  of  highly- trained  birds  and  betakes  him 
to  the  Twickenham  strawberry- beds,  where 
his  morning's  crime  is  often  amply  rewarded 


by  a  tubful  of  the  ruddy  berry.  Thus,  in 
conclusion,  we  see  that  all  crime  involves 
labour  and  thought,  and,  so  far  from  being 
the  attractive,  care-free  pursuit  that  many 
suppose,  is  full  of  risk  to  life  and  limb,  not 
to  mention  the  temper,  whether  it  be  winkle- 
pilfering,  the  smuggling  of  new-laid  eggs  at 
Seaford  Head,  or  any  other  of  the  forms  in 
which  it  is  here  depicted. 
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^E  had  been 
out  hunting 
wild  boars  all  day, 
when  we  were  over- 
taken by  a  violent 
storm,  which  com- 
;  »elled  us  to  seek 
■fuge  in  a  deep 
cavern.  It  was 
Makoko,  our 
guide,  who 
took  upon 
himself  to  give 
utterance  to 
the  thought 
which  haunted 
the  minds  of 
the  four  of  us 
who  had 
sought  safety  from  the  fury  of  the  tempest — 
Mathis,  Allan,  Makoko,  and  myself. 

"  If  the  gentleman  who  lives  in  yonder 
house,  which  is  said  to  be  haunted  by  the 
devil,  does  not  grant  us  the  shelter  of  his 
roof  to-night,  we  shall  be  compelled  to  sleep 
here." 

Hardly  had  he  uttered  the  words  when  a 
strange  figure  appeared  at  the  entrance  to 
the  cavern. 

**  It  is  ^/  "  exclaimed  Makoko,  grasping 
my  arm. 

I  stared  at  the  stranger. 
He  was  tall,  lanky,  of  bony  frame,  and 
melancholy  aspect.  Unconscious  of  our  pre- 
sence, he  stood  leaning  on  his  fowling-piece 
at  the  entrance  of  the  cavern,  showing  a 
strong  aquiline  nose,  a  t'.iin  moustache,  a 
stern  mouth,  and  lack-lustre  eyes.  He  was 
bareheaded  ;  his  hair  was  thin,  while  a  few 
grey  locks  fell  behind  his  ears.  His  age 
might  have  been  anywhere  between  forty  and 
sixty.  He  must  have  been  strikingly  hand- 
some in  the  days  when  the  light  still  shone 
in  those  time  dimmed  eyes  and  those  bitter 
lips  could  still  break  into  a  smile — but 
handsome  in  a  haughty  and  forbidding 
style.  A  kind  of  terrible  energy  still  lurked 
beneath  his  features,  spectral  as  those  of  an 
apparition. 

By  his  side  stood  a  hairless  dog,  low  on 


its  legs,  which  was  evidently  barking  at  us.      1 
Yet  we  could  hear  nothing  !    The  dog,  it  was 
plain,  was  dumb,  and  barktd  at  us  in  silence  I 

Suddenly  the  man  turned  towards  us,  and 
said  in  a  voice  of  the  most  exquisite  polite- 
ness : — 

"  Gentlemen,  it  is  out  of  the  question  for 
you  to  return  to  La  Chaux-de-Fonds  to-night 
Permit  me  to  offer  you  my  hospitality." 

Then,  bending  over  his  dog,  he  said  : — 

"  Stop  barking,  Myst^re." 

The  dog  closed  his  jaws  at  once. 

Makoko  emitted  a  grunt  During  the  five 
hours  that  we  had  been  enjoying  the  chase, 
Mathis  and  Makoko  had  told  Allan  and 
myself,  who  were  strangers  to  the  district, 
some  strange  and  startling  stories  about  our 
host,  whom  they  represented  as  having  had, 
like  Faust,  dealings  with  the  Evil  Spirit 

It  was  not  without  some  trepidation,  there- 
fore, that  we  all  moved  out  of  the  cavern. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  stranger,  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  "it  is  many  a  long  year 
since  my  door  was  thrown  open  to  visitors. 
I  am  not  fond  of  society,  but  I  must  tell  you 
that  one  night,  six  months  ago,  a  youth  who 
had  lost  his  way  came  and  knocked  at  that 
door  and  begged  for  shelter  till  the  morning. 
1  refused  him  his  request.  Next  day  a  body 
was  found  at  the  bottom  of  the  big  marl-pit — 
a  body  partly  devoured  by  wolves." 

"  Why,  that  must  have  been  Petit- Leduc  ! " 
cried  Makoko.  "So  you  were  heartless 
enough  to  turn  the  poor  lad  away,  at  night 
and  in  the  midst  of  winter !  You  are  his 
murderer ! " 

"  Truly  spoken,"  replied  the  man,  simply. 
"It  was  I  who  killed  him.  And  now  you 
see,  gentlemen,  that  the  incident  has  rendered 
me  hospitable." 

"  Would  you  tell  us  why  you  drove  him 
from  your  door  ?  "  growled  Makoko. 

"  Because,"  he  replied,  quietly,  "my  house 
brings  misfortune." 

"  I  would  rather  risk  meeting  the  powers 
of  darkness  than  catching  a  cold  in  the 
head,"  I  retorted,  laughing,  and  without 
further  parley  we  set  off,  and  in  a  short  while 
had  reached  the  door  of  the  ancient  mansion, 
which    stood    among    the    most    desolate 
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surroundings,  on  a  shelf  of  barren  rock, 
swept  by  all  the  winds  of  heaven. 

I'he  huge  door,  antique,  iron-barred,  and 
studded  with  enormous  nails,  revolved  slowly 
on  its  hinges,  and  opened  noiselessly.  A 
shrunken  little  old  dame  was  there  to 
welcome  us. 

From  the  threshold  we  could  see  a  large, 
high  room,  somewhat  similar  to  the  room 
formerly  styled  the  retainers'  hall.  It 
certainly  constituted  a  part  of  what  remained 
of  the  castle,  on  the  ruins  of  which  the 
mansion  had  been  erected  some  centuries 
before.  It  was  fully  lighted  by  the  fire  on 
the  enormous  hearth,  where  a  huge  log  was 
burning,  and  by  two  petrol  lamps  hanging  by 
chains  from  the  stone  roof.  There  was  no 
furniture  except  a  heavy  table  of  white  wood, 
a  large  arm-chair  upholstered  in  leather,  a  few 
stools,  and  a  rude  sideboard. 

We  walked  the  length  of  the  room.  The  old 
woman  opened  a  door.  We  found  ourselves  at 
the  foot  of  a  worm-eaten  staircase  with  sunken 
steps.  This  staircase,  a  spiral  one,  led  to  the 
second  storey  of  the  building,  where  the  old 
woman  showed  us  to  our  rooms. 

To  this  day  I  can  recall  our  host — were  I  to 
live  a  hundred  years  I  could  not  forget  that 
figure  sucTi  as  it  appeared  to  me,  as  if 
framed  by  the  fireplace — when  I  went  into  the 
hall  where  Mother  Appenzel  had  spread  our 
supper. 

He  was  standing  in  front  of  my  friends,  on 
the  stone  hearth  of  that  enormous  fireplace. 
He  was  in  evening  dress— but  such  evening 
dress  !  It  was  in  the  pink  of  fashion,  but  a 
fashion  long  since  vanished.  The  high  collar 
of  the  coat,  the  broad  lapels,  the  velvet  waist- 
coat, the  silken  knee-breeohes  and  stockings, 
the  cravat,  all  seemed  to  possess  the  elegance 
of  days  gone  by. 

By  his  side  lay  his  dog  Myst^re,  his  mas- 
sive jaws  parted  in  a  yawn — yawning,  just  as 
he  had  barked,  in  silence, 

"  Has  your  dog  been  dumb  for  long  ?  "  I 
ventured  to  ask.  "  What  strange  accident 
has  happened  to  him  ?  " 

"  He  has  been  dumb  from  his  birth," 
replied  my  host,  after  a  slight  pause,  as  if  this 
topic  of  conversation  did  not  please  him. 

Still,  I  persisted  in  my  questions. 

"  Was  his  father  dumb— or  perhaps  his 
mother  ?  " 

"  His  mother,  and  his  mother's  mother," 
he  replied,  still  coldly,  **and  her  mother 
also." 

**  So  you  were  the  master  of  Myst^re's 
great-grandmother  ?  " 

"I  was,  sir.     She  was  indeed  a  faithful 


creature,  and  one  who  loved  me  well.  A 
marvellous  watch -dog,"  added  my  host, 
displaying  sudden  signs  of  emotion  which 
surprised  me. 

"And  she  also  was  dumb  from  her  birth  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  No,  she  was  not  born  dumb — 
but  she  became  so  one  night  when  she  had 
barked  too  much  I " 

There  was  a  world  of  meaning  in  the  tone 
with  which  he  spoke  these  words  that  at 
the  moment  I  did  not  understand. 

Supper  was  served.  During  the  meal  the 
conversation  did  not  languish.  Our  host 
inquired  whether  we  liked  our  rooms. 

"  I  have  a  favour  to  beg  of  you,"  I  ventured 
to  say.  "  I  should  like  to  sleep  in  the 
haunted  room  ! " 

No  sooner  had  I  uttered  the  sentence  than 
our  host's  pale  face  became  still  paler. 

"  Who  has  told  you  that  there  was  a 
haunted  room  in  this  house?"  he  asked, 
striving  with  difficulty  to  restrain  an  evident 
irritation. 

Mother  Appenzel,  who  had  just  entered, 
trembled  violently. 

"  It  was  you,  Mother  Appenzel  ?  " 

"  Pray  do  not  scold  the  good  woman,"  I 
said;  "my  indiscreet  behaviour  alone  must 
bear  the  blame.  I  was  attempting  to  enter  a 
room  the  door  of  which  was  closed,  when  your 
servant  forbade  me  to  do  so.  *  Do  not  go 
into  the  haunted  chamber,'  she  said." 

"  And  you  naturally  did  not  do  so  ?  " 

"W^ell,  yes;  I  did  go  in." 

"  Heaven  protect  us  !  "  wailed  Mother 
Appenzel,  letting  fall  a  tumbler,  which 
broke  into  pieces. 

"  Begone  !  "  cried  her  master.  Then,  turn- 
ing to  us,  he  added,  "You  are  indeed  full  of 
curiosity,  gentlemen  ! " 

"  Pray  pardon  us  if  we  are  so,"  I  said. 
"Moreover,  permit  me  to  remind  you  that 
it  was  you  yourself  who  alluded  to  the 
rumours  current  on  the  mountain-side.  Well, 
it  would  afford  me  much  pleasure  if  your 
generous  hospitality  should  be  the  occasion  of 
dispersing  them.  When  I  have  slept  in  the 
room  which  enjoys  so  evil  a  reputation,  and 
have  rested  there  peacefully,  it  will  no  longer 
be  said  that,  to  use  your  own  expression, 
*  your  house  brings  misfortune.' " 

Our  host  interrupted  me  :  "  You  shall  not 
sleep  in  that  room  ;  it  is  no  longer  used  as  a 
bedroom.  No  one  has  slept  there  for  fifty 
years  past." 

"Who,  then,  was  the  last  one  to  sleep 
in  it?" 

"  I  myself — and  I  should  not  advise  any- 
one to  sleep  in  it  after  me  1 " 
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"  Fifty  years  ago,  you  say !  You  could 
only  be  a  child  at  the  time,  at  an  age  when 
one  is  still  afraid  at  nights " 

"  Fifty  years  ago  I  was  twenty-eight ! " 

"  Am  I  committing  an  indiscretion  when 
asking  you  what  happened  to  you  in  that 
room  ?  I  have  just  come  from  visiting  it, 
and  nothing  whatever  happened  to  me.  The 
room  seems  to  me  the  most  natural  of  rooms. 
I  even  attempted  to  prop  up  a  wardrobe  which 
seemed  as  if  it  were  about  to  fall  forward  on 
its  face." 

"  You  laid  hands  on  the  wardrobe  !  "  cried 
the  man,  throwing  down  his  table-napkin, 
and  coming  towards  me  with  the  gleam  of 
madness  in  his  eyes.  "You  actually  laid 
hands  on  the  wardrobe  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  was  my  quiet  answer ;  "  as  I  say, 
it  seemed  about  to  fall." 

"  But  it  cannot  fall !  It  will  never  fall ! 
Never  again  will  it  stand  upright !  It  is  its 
nature  to  be  in  that  position  for  all  time  to 
come,  trembling  with  fear  for  all  eternity ! " 

We  had  all  risen.  The  man's  voice  was 
harsh  as  he  spoke  these  most  mysterious 
words.  Heavy  drops  of  perspiration  trickled 
down  his  face.  Those  eyes  of  his,  which  we 
had  thought  dimmed  for  ever,  flashed  with 
fury.  He  was  indeed  awful  to  contemplate. 
He  grasped  my  wrist  and  wrung  it  with  a 
strength  of  which  I  would  have  deemed  him 
incapable. 

"  You  did  not  open  it  ?  " 

"No." 

"Then  you  do  not  know  what  is  in  it? 
No  ?  Well,  all  the  better !  By/^Heaven,  I  tell 
you,  sir,  it  is  all  the  better  for  youl'^ 

Turning  towards  his  dog,  he  shouted : — 

"To  your  kennel!  When  will  you  find 
your  voice  again,  Myst^re  ?  Or  are  you  going 
to  die  like  the  others — in  silence  ?  " 

He  had  opened  the  door  leading  to  a 
tower,  and  went  out,  driving  the  dog  before 
him. 

We  were  deeply  moved  at  this  unexpected 
scene.  The  man  had  disappeared  in  the 
darkness  of  the  tower,  still  pursuing  his  dog. 

"  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  "  remarked  Makoko, 
in  a  scarcely  audible  tone.  "You  may  all 
please  yourselves,  but,  as  for  me,  I  do  not 
intend  to  sleep  here  to-night.  I  shall  sit  up 
here  in  this  hall  until  daybreak." 

"  And  so  shall  I,"  added  Mathis. 

Makoko,  bending  over  us,  his  eyes  staring 
out  of  their  sockets,  continued :  "  Do  you  not 
see  that  he  is  a  madman  ?  " 

"  You  two  fellows  with  your  death-mask 
faces,"  exclaimed  Allan,  "are  not  going  to 
prevent  us  from  enjoying  ourselves.     Sup- 


posing we  start  a  game  of  ^cart^.  We  will 
ask  our  host  to  take  a  hand  ;  it  will  divert  his 
thoughts." 

An  extraordinary  fellow  was  Allan.  His 
fondness  for  card -playing  amounted  to  a 
mania.  He  pulled  out  a  pack  of  cards,  and  had 
hardly  done  so  when  our  host  re-entered  the 
hall.  He  was  now  comparatively  calm,  but 
no  sooner  had  he  perceived  the  pack  of  cards 
on  the  table  than  his  features  became  trans- 
formed, and  assumed  such  an  expression  of 
fear  and  fury  that  I  myself  was  terrified. 

"  Cards  1 "  he  cried.     "  You  have  cards  !  " 

Allan  rose  and  said,  pleasantly : — 

"We  have  decided  not  to  retire  for  the 
night.  We  are  about  to  have  a  friendly  little 
game  of  ^carte.     Do  you  know  the  game  ?  " 

Allan  stopped.  He  also  had  been  struck 
with  the  fearful  expression  on  our  host's  face. 
His  eyes  were  bloodshot,  Uie  sparse  hairs  of 
his  moustache  stood  out  bristling,  his  teeth 
gleamed,  while  his  lips  hissed  out  the 
words : — 

"Cards!     Cards!" 

The  words  escaped  with  difficulty  from  his 
throat,  as  if  some  invisible  hand  were 
clutching  it. 

"Who  sent  you  herewith  cards?  What 
do  you  want  with  me  ?  The  cards  must  be 
burnt — they  must  be  burnt  I  " 

Of  a  sudden  he  grasped  the  pack  and  was 
about  to  cast  it  into  the  flames,  but  he 
stopped  just  on  the  point  of  doing  so,  his 
trembling  fingers  let  drop  the  cards,  and 
he  sank  into  the  arm-chair,  exclaiming 
hoarsely :  — 

"  I  am  suffocating  ;  I  am  suffocating !  " 

We  rushed  to  his  succour,  but  with  a  single 
effort  of  his  bony  fingers  he  had  already  torn 
off"  his  collar  and  his  cravat;  and  now, 
motionless,  "holding  his  head  erect,  and 
settling  down  in  the  huge  arm-chair,  he 
burst  into  tears. 

"  You  are  good  fellows,"  he  said  at  last,  in 
milder  tones.  "  You  shall  know  everything. 
You  shall  not  leave  this  house  in  ignorance, 
taking  me  for  a  madman — for  a  poor, 
miserable,  melancholy  madman. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  he  continued ;  "  yes,  you 
shall  know  everything.  It  may  be  of  use  to 
you." 

He  rose,  paced  up  and  down,  then  halted 
in  front  of  us,  staring  at  us  with  the  dimmed 
look  that  had  given  way  to  the  momentary 
flash. 

"  Sixty  years  ago  I  was  entering  upon  my 
eighteenth  year.  With  all  the  overweening 
presumption  of  youth,  I  was  sceptical  of  every- 
thing.    Nature  had  fashioned  me  strong  and 
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handsome.  Fate  had  endowed  me  with 
enormous  wealth.  I  became  the  most 
fashionable  youth  of  my  day.  Paris,  gentle- 
men, with  all  its  pleasures,  was  for  ten  years 
at  my  feet.  When  I  had  reached  the  age  of 
twenty-eight  I  was  on  the  brink  of  ruin. 
There  remained  to  me  between  two  and  three 
hundred  thousand  francs  and  this  manor, 
with  the  land  surrounding  it. 

"Just  at  that  time,  gentlemen,  I  fell  madly 
in  love  with  an  angelic  creature.  I  could 
never  have  dreamt  of  the  existence  of  such 
beauty  and  purity.  The  girl  whom  I  adored 
was  ignorant  of  the  passionate  love  which 
was  consuming  me,  and  she  remained  so. 
Her  family  was  one  of  the  wealthiest  in  all 
Europe.  For  nothing  in  this  world  would  I 
have  had  her  suspect  that  I  aspired  to  the 
honour  of  her  hand  in  order  to  replenish  my 
empty  coffers  with  her  dowry.  So  I  went  the 
way  of  the  gambling-dens,  in  the  vain  hope 
of  recovering  my  vanished  millions.  I  lost 
all,  and  one  fine  evening  I  left  Paris  to  come 
and  bury  myself  in  this  old  mansion,  my  sole 
refuge. 

**  1  found  here  an  old  man,  Father  Appenzel ; 
his  granddaughter,  of  whom  later  on  I  made 
a  servant;  and  his  grandson,  a  child  of  tender 


years,  who  grew  up  to  manhood  on  the  estate, 
and  who  is  now  my  steward.  I  fell  a  prey, 
on  the  very  evening  of  my  arrival,  to  despair 
and  ennui.  The  astounding  events  that 
followed  took  place  that  very  evening. 

"  When  I  went  up  to  my  room — the  room 
which  one  of  you  has  asked  to  be  allowed  to 
occupy  to  night — I  had  made  up  my  mind  to 
take  my  own  life.  A  brace  of  pistols  lay  on 
the  chest  of  drawers.  Suddenly,  as  I  was 
putting  my  hand  on  one  of  the  pistols,  my 
dog  began  to  howl  in  the  courtyard — to  howl 
as  I  have  never  heard  the  wind  howl,  unless 
it  be  to-night. 

"So,  thought  I,  here  is  Myst^re  raising  a 
death-howl.  She  must  know  that  I  am  going 
to  kill  myself  to-night. 

"I  toyed  with  the  pistol,  recalling  of  a 
sudden  what  my  past  life  had  been,  and 
wondering  for  the  first  time  what  my  death 
would  be  like.  Suddenly  my  eye  lighted  on 
the  titles  of  a  few  old  books  which  stood  on 
a  shelf  hanging  above  the  chest  of  drawers. 
I  was  surprised  to  see  that  all  of  them  dealt 
with  sorcerers  and  matters  appertaining  to 
the  powers  of  evil.  I  took  up  a  book,  '  The 
Sorcerers  of  the  Jura,'  and,  with  the  sceptical 
smile  of  the  man  who  has  defied  Fate,  I 


•the  first  two  linbs,  printbo  in  reo,  caught  my  bye—'  he  who  seriously  wishes^  to  see  the 

DEVIL  has   but  to  SUMMON    HIM   WITH   HIS  WHOLE   HEART,  AND  HE  WILL  COME."* 
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opened  it.  The  first  two  lines,  printed  in 
red,  at  once  caught  my  eye  : — 

"  *  He  who  seriously  wishes  to  see  the  devil 
has  but  to  summon  him  with  his  whole  hearty 
and  he  will  come  J 

"  Then  followed  the  story  of  an  individual 
who,  like  myself,  a  lover  in  despair — like 
myself,  a  ruined  man — had  in  all  sincerity 
summoned  to  his  help  the  Prince  of  Dark- 
ness, and  who  had  been  assisted  by  him ; 
for,  a  few  months  later,  he  had  once  more 
become  incredibly  rich  and  had  married  his 
beloved.     I  read  the  story  to  the  end. 

"  *  Well,  here  was  a  lucky  fellow ! '  I 
exclaimed,  tossing  the  book  on  to  the  chest 
of  drawers.  Mystfere  was  still  howling  in  the 
grounds.  I  parted  the  window-curtains,  and 
could  not  help  shuddering  when  I  saw  the 
dog's  shadow  dancing  in  the  moonlight.  It 
redly  seemed  as  if  the  slut  was  possessed  of 
some  evil  spirit,  for  her  movements  were 
inexplicably  eccentric.  She  seemed  to  be 
snapping  at  some  invisible  form  ! 

"  I  tried  to  laugh  over  the  matter,  but  the 
state  of  my  mind,  the  story  I  had  just  read, 
the  howling  of  the  dog,  her  strange  leaps,  the 
sinister  locality,  the  old  room,  the  pistols 
which  I  myself  had  loaded,  all  had  con- 
tributed to  take  a  greater  hold  of  my  imagin- 
ation than  I  dared  confess. 

"  Leaving  the  window  I  strolled  about  the 
room  for  awhile.  Of  a  sudden  I  saw  myself 
in  the  mirror  of  the  wardrobe.  My  pallor 
was  such  that  I  thought  that  I  was  dead 
Alas,  no !  The  man  standing  before  the 
wardrobe  was  not  dead.  It  was,  on  the  con- 
trary, a  living  man  who,  with  all  his  heart, 
was  summoning  the  King  of  Lost  Souls. 

"  Yes,  with  all  my  heart.  I  was  too 
young  to  die ;  I  wished  to  enjoy  life  for 
a  while  yet ;  to  be  rich  once  more  ;  for  her, 
for  her  sake,  for  the  one  who  was  an  angel. 
Yes,  yes,  I,  I  myself  summoned  the  devil ! 

"And  then,  in  the  mirror,  side  by  side 
wiih  my  form,  something  appeared — some- 
thing superhuman — a  pale  object — a  mist, 
a  terrible  little  cloud  which  was  soon  trans- 
formed into  eyes — eyes  of  fearful  loveliness. 
Another  form  was  standing  resplendent 
beside  my  haggard  face  ;  a  mouth — a  mouth 
which  said  to  me,  *  Open ! '  At  this  I  re- 
coiled. But  the  mouth  was  still  saying  to 
me,  *  Open,  open,  if  you  dare  ! ' 

"Then  something  knocked  three  times 
upon  the  door  inside  the  wardrobe — and  the 
door  flew  open  of  its  own  accord  1 " 

Just  at  that  instant  the  old  man's  narrative 
was    interrupted    by   three   knocks    on   the 


door,  which   suddenly  opened,    and  a  man 
entered. 

"  Was  it  you  who  knocked  like  that, 
Guillaume?"  asked  our  host,  striving  in  vain 
to  regain  his  composure. 

"Yes,  master." 

"I  had  given  you  up  for  to-night  Yoa 
saw  the  notary  ?  ■' 

"Yes ;  and  I  did  not  care  to  keep  so  great 
a  sum  of  money  about  my  person." 

We  gathered  that  Guillaume  was  the 
gentleman's  steward.  He  advanced  to  the 
table,  took  a  little  bag  from  the  folds  of  his 
cloak,  extracted  some  documents  from  it,  and 
laid  them  on  the  table.  Then  he  drew  an 
envelope  from  his  bag,  emptied  its  contents 
on  the  table,  and  counted  out  twelve  one- 
thousand-franc  notes. 

"  There's  the  purchase-money  for  Misery 
Wood." 

"  Good,  Guillaume,"  said  our  host,  pickii^ 
up  the  bank-notes  and  replacing  them  in  the 
envelope.  "  You  must  be  hungry.  Are  you 
going  to  sleep  here  to-night  ?  " 

"No;  it  is  impossible.  I  have  to  call  on 
the  farmer.  We  have  some  business  to 
transact  together  early  in  the  morning.  How- 
ever, I  do  not  mind  having  a  bit  of  supper." 

"Go  to  Mother  Appenzel,  my  good  fellow; 
she  will  take  good  care  of  you,"  adding,  as 
the  steward  strode  towards  the  kitchen, 
"  Take  away  all  those  rubbishy  papers." 

The  man  picked  up  the  documents,  while 
the  gentleman,  taking  a  pocket-book  out  of 
his  pocket,  placed  the  envelope  containing 
the  twelve  notes  into  it  and  returned  the  book 
to  his  pocket. 

Then,  resuming  his  narrative,  in  repiy  to  a 
request  from  Makoko,  he  continued  : — 

"  You  wish  to  know  what  the  wardrobe 
contained?  Well,  I  am  going  to  tell  you. 
There  was  something  which  I  saw — some- 
thing which  scorched  my  eyes.  There  shone 
within  the  recess  of  the  wardrobe,  written  in 
letters  of  fire,  three  words  : — 

"*THOU  SHALT  WIN!' 

"Yes,"  he  continued,  in  a  gloomy  tone, 
"  the  devil  had,  in  three  words,  expressed  in 
characters  of  fire,  in  the  depths  of  the  ward- 
robe, the  fate  that  awaited  me.  He  had  left 
behind  him  his  sign-manual,  the  irrefutable 
proof  of  the  hideous  pact  into  which  I  had 
entered  with  him  on  that  tragic  night.  *  Thou 
shalt  win!'  A  ruined  gamester,  I  sought 
to  become  rich,  and  he  told  me:  *Thou 
shalt  win ! '  In  three  short  words  he 
granted  me  the  world's  wealth.  *Thou 
shalt  win  ! ' 

"Next  morning  old  Appenzel  found  me 
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"there  shone  within  the  recess  ok  the  wardrobe,  written  in  letters  of  kire,  three  words  : 

'  thou  shalt  win  1 '  " 


lying  unconscious  at  the  foot  of  the  ward- 
robe. Alas !  when  I  had  recovered  my 
senses  I  had  forgotten  nothing.  I  was  fated 
never  to  forget  what  I  had  seen.  Wherever 
I  go,  wherever  I  wend  my  steps,  be  it  night, 
be  it  day,  I  read  the  fiery  phrase,  *Thou 
shalt  win  ! ' — on  the  walls  of  darkness,  on  the 
resplendent  orb  of  the  sun,  on  the  earth  and 
in  the  skies,  within  myself  when  I  close  my 
eyes,  on  your  faces  when  I  look  at  you  !  " 

The  old  man,  exhausted,  ceased  speaking, 
and  fell  back,  moaning,  into  the  arm-chair. 

"  I  must  tell  you,"  he  resumed,  after  a  few 
moments,  **that  my  experience  had  had  so 
terrifying  an  effect  on  me  that  I  had  been 
compelled  to  keep  my  bed,  where  Father 
Appenzel  brought  me  a  soothing  potion  of 
herbs.  Addressing  me,  he  said :  '  Some- 
thing incredible  has   happened,   sir.     Your 

Vol  XXXV.-87. 


dog  has  become  dumb.  She  barks  in 
silence  I ' 

"  *  Oh,  I  know,  I  understand ! '  I  ex- 
claimed. *  She  will  not  recover  her  voice 
until  he  shall  have  returned  1 ' 

"  Father  Appenzel  looked  at  me  in  amaze- 
ment and  fright,  for  my  hair  was  standing  on 
end.  In  spite  of  myself,  my  gaze  was  stray- 
ing towards  the  wardrobe.  Father  Appenzel, 
as  alarmed  and  agitated  as  myself,  went  on 
to  say : — 

" '  When  I  found  you,  sir,  on  the  floor  this 
morning  the  wardrobe  was  inclined  as  it  is 
now,  while  its  door  was  open.  I  closed  it, 
but  I  was  unable  to  get  it  to  stand  upright 
It  seems  always  on  the  point  of  falling 
forward.' 

"I  begged  old  Appenzel  to  leave  me  to 
myself.     I  got  out  of  bed,  went  to  the  warr* 
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robe,  and  opened  its  door.  Conceive,  I  pray 
you,  my  feelings  when  I  had  done  so.  The 
sentence,  that  sentence  written  in  characters 
of  fire,  was  still  there  !  It  was  graven  in  the 
boards  at  the  back ;  it  had  burnt  the  boards 
with  its  imprint ;  and  by  day  I  read  what  I 
had  read  by  night — the  words :  *  Thou  shalt 
win.' 

"  I  flew  out  of  the  room.  I  called  for 
help.  Father  Appenzel  returned.  I  said  to 
him  :  *  Look  into  the  depths  of  that  ward- 
robe, and  tell  me  what  you  see  there  ! ' 

"  My  servant  did  as  I  bid  him,  and  said  to 
me :  *  Thou  shalt  win  ! ' 

"I  dressed  myself.  I  flied  like  a  mad- 
man from  the  accursed  house,  and  wandered 
in  the  mountains.  The  mountain  air  did 
me   good.     When     I   came    home    in    the 


evening  I  was  perfectly  calm  ;  I  had  thought 
matters  over ;  my  dog  might  have  become 
dumb  through  some  perfectly  natural  physio- 
logical phenomenon.  With  regard  to  the 
sentence  in  the  wardrobe,  it  had  not  come 
there  of  itself,  and,  as  I  had  not  had  any 
previous  acquaintance  with  that  piece  of 
furniture,  it  was  probable  that  the  three  fatal 
words  had  been  there  for  countless  years, 
inscribed  by  someone  addicted  to  the 
black  art,  following  upon  some  gambling 
affair  which  was  no  concern  of  mine. 

"  I  ate  my  supper,  and  went  to  bed  in  the 
same  room.  The  night  passed  without 
incident. 

"Next  day  I  went  to  La  Chaux-de- 
Fonds,  to  call  on  a  notary.  All  that  this 
adventure  with  the  wardrobe  had  succeeded 


'I   PLED  LIKB  A  MADMAN   FROM   THE  ACCURSED   HOUSE,   AND   WANDERED  IN   THE  MOUNTAINS, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


IN  LETTERS  OF  FIRE. 


67s 


in  doing  was  to  imbue  me  with  the  idea  of 
tempting  fate,  in  the  shape  of  cards,  one  last 
time,  ere  putting  into  execution  my  idea  about 
suicide.  I  borrowed  a  few  one  thousand- 
franc  notes  on  the  security  of  the  estate,  and 
I  took  train  for  Paris.  As  I  ascended  the 
staircase  of  the  club  I  recalled  my  nightmare, 
and  remarked  to  myself  ironically,  for  I 
placed  no  faith  in  the  success  of  this  supreme 
attempt :    *  We  shall  now  see  whether,  if  the 

devil  helps  me '     I   did  not  finish  the 

sentence. 

**The  bank  was  being  put  up  to  auction 
when  I  entered  the  salon.  I  secured  it  for 
two  hundred  louis.  I  had  not  reached  the 
middle  of  my  deal  when  I  had  already  won 
two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  !  But 
no  longer  would  any  of  the  players  stake 
against  me.     I  was  winning  every  game  I 

"  1  was  jubilant  ;  I  had  never  dreamt, 
that  such  luck  would  be  mine.  I  threw 
up  the  bank — 1>.,  what  remained  of  it  for 
me  to  hold.  I  next  amused  myself  at 
throwing  away  chances,  just  to  see  what 
would  happen.  In  spite  of  this  I  continued 
winning.  Exclamations  were  heard  on  all 
sides.  The  players  vowed  I  had  the  devil's 
own  luck.  I  collected  my  winnings  and 
left. 

"  No  sooner  had  I  reached  the  street  when 
I  began  to  think  and  to  become  alarmed. 
The  coincidence  between  the  scene  of  the 
wardrobe  and  of  my  extraordinary  success  as 
a  banker  troubled  me.  Of  a  sudden,  and  to 
my  surprise,  I  found  myself  wending  my 
way  back  to  the  club.  I  was  resolved  to 
probe  the  matter  to  the  bottom.  My  short- 
lived joy  was  disturbed  by  the  fact  that  I 
had  not  lost  once.  So  it  was  that  I  was 
anxious  to  lose  just  once. 

"When  I  left  the  club  for  the  second 
time,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  had 
won,  in  money  and  on  parole,  no  less  than  a 
couple  of  millions.  But  I  had  not  once  lost 
— not  a  single,  solitary  time.  I  felt  myself 
becoming  a  raving  madman.  When  I  say 
that  I  had  not  lost  once,  I  speak  with  regard 
to  money,  for  when  I  had  played  for  nothing, 
without  stakes,  to  see,  just  for  the  fun  of  the 
matter,  I  lost  inexorably.  But  no  sooner 
had  a  punter  staked  even  as  low  as  half  a 
franc  against  me,  I  won  his  money.  It 
mattered  little,  a  sou  or  a  million  francs. 
I  could  no  longer  lose.  *  Thou  shalt 
win  !  '  Oh,  that  terrible  curse  !  That 
curse  !  For  a  whole  week  did  I  try.  I  went 
irito  the  worst  gambling-hells.  I  sat  down  to 
card-tables  presided  over  by  card-sharpers; 
I  won  even  from  them ;  I  won  from  one  and 


all  against  whom  I  played.  I  did  nothing 
but  win  ! 

"  So,  you  no  longer  laugh,  gentlemen ! 
You  scoff  no  more  !  You  see  now,  good  sirs, 
that  one  should  never  be  in  a  hurry  to 
laugh!  I  told  you  I  had  seen  the  devil! 
Do  you  believe  me  now  ?  I  possessed  then 
the  certainty,  the  palpable  proof,  visible  to 
one  and  all,  the  natural  and  terrestrial  proof 
of  my  revolting  compact  with  the  devil. 
The  law  of  probabilities  no  longer  existed 
as  far  as  I  was  concerned.  There  were 
not  even  any  probabilities.  There  remained 
only  the  supernatural  certainty  of  winning 
eternally — until  the  day  of  death.  Death  1 
I  could  no  longer  dream  of  it  as  a  desire. 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  dreaded  it. 
The  terrors  of  death  haunted  me,  because 
of  what  awaited  me  at  the  end  ! 

"  My  uppermost  thought  was  to  redeem 
my  soul — my  wretched,  my  lost  soul.  I 
frequented  the  churches.  I  saw  priests.  I 
prostrated  myself  at  the  foot  of  church 
steps.  I  beat  my  delirious  head  on  the 
sacred  flagstones !  I  prayed  to  God  that 
I  might  lose,  just  as  I  had  prayed  to  the 
devil  that  I  might  win.  On  leaving  the  holy 
place  I  was  wont  to  hurry  to  some  low 
gambling-den  and  stake  a  few  louis  on  a 
card.  But  I  continued  winning  for  ever  and 
ever  I     *  Thou  shalt  win  1 ' 

"  Not  for  a  single  second  did  I  entertain  the 
idea  of  owing  my  happiness  to  those  accursed 
millions.  I  offered  up  my  heart  to  God  as 
a  burnt-offering,  I  distributed  the  millions  I 
had  won  to  the  poor,  and  I  came  here, 
gentlemen,  to  await  the  death  which  spurns 
me — the  death  I  dread  !  " 

"  You  have  never  played  since  those  days  ?" 
I  asked. 

"  I  have  never  played  from  that  time  until 
now." 

Allan  had  read  my  thoughts.  He  too  was 
dreaming  that  it  might  be  possible  to  rescue 
from  his  monomania  the  man  whom  we  both 
persisted  in  considering  insane. 

"  I  feel  sure,"  he  said,  "  that  so  great 
a  sacrifice  has  won  you  pardon.  Your 
despair  has  been  undoubtedly  sincere,  and 
your  punishment  a  terrible  one.  What  more 
could  Heaven  require  of  you  ?  In  your  place, 
I  should  try " 

"You  would  try — what?"  exclaimed  the 
man,  springing  from  his  seat. 

"  I  should  try  whether  I  were  still  doomed 
to  win  ! " 

The  man  struck  the  table  a  violent  blow 
with  his  clenched  fist. 

"And  so  this  is  all  the  remedy  you  can 
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suggest !  So  this  is  all  the  narrative  of 
a  curse  transcending  all  things  earthly  has 
inspired  you  with  ?  You  seek  to  induce  an 
old  lunatic  to  play,  with  the  object  of 
demonstrating  to  him  that  he  is  not  insane ! 
P'or  I  read  full  well  in  your  eyes  what 
you  think  of  me  :  *  He  is  mad,  mad,  mad  ! ' 
You  do  not  believe  a  single  word  of  all 
I  have  told  you.  You  think  I  am  insane, 
young  man !  And  you,  too,"  he  added, 
addressing  Allan,  "  you  think  I  am  insane — 
mad,  mad,  mad  !  I  tell  you  that  I  have  seen 
the  devil  !  Yes,  your  old  madman  has  seen 
the  devil !  And  he  is  going  to  prove  it  to 
you.     The  cards  !     Where  are  the  cards  ?  " 

Espying  them  on  the  edge  of  the  table,  he 
sprang  on  them. 

"  It  is  you  who  have  so  willed  it.  I  had 
harboured  a  supreme  hope  that  I  should  die 
without  having  again  made  the  infernal 
attempt,  so  that  when  my  hour  had  come 
I  might  imagine  that  Heaven  had  forgiven 
me.  Here  are  your  cards  !  I  will  not  touch 
them.  They  are  yours.  Shuffle  them — deal 
me  which  you  please — *  stack  '  them  as  you 
will.  I  tell  you  that  I  shall  win.  Do  you 
believe  me  now  ?  " 

Allan  had  quietly  picked  up  the  cards. 

The  man,  placing  his  hand  on  his  shoulder, 
asked,  "  You  do  not  believe  me  ?  " 

"  We  shall  see,"  replied  Allan. 

"  What  shall  the  stakes  be  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  I  do  not  know,  gentlemen,  whether  you 
are  well  off  or  not,  but  I  feel  bound  to  inform 
you — you  who  have  come  to  destroy  my  last 
hope — that  you  are  ruined  men." 

Thereupon  he  took  out  his  pocket-book 
and  laid  it  on  the  table,  saying  : — 

"  I  will  play  you  five  straight  points  at 
^cart^  for  the  contents  of  this  pocket-book. 
This  just  by  way  of  a  beginning.  After  that, 
I  am  willing  to  play  you  as  many  games  as 
you  see  fit,  until  I  cast  you  out  of  doors 
picked  clean,  your  friends  and  yourself,  ruined 
for  the  rest  of  your  lives — yes,  picked  bare." 

"  Picked  bare  ?  "  repeated  Allan,  who  was 
far  less  moved  than  myself.  "  Do  you  want 
even  our  shirts?" 

"  Even  your  souls,"  cried  the  man,  "  which 
I  intend  to  present  to  the  devil  in  exchange 
for  my  own." 

Allan  winked  at  me,  and  asked  : — 

**  Shall  we  say  *  Done,*  and  go  halves  in 
this?" 

I  agreed,  shuffled  the  pack,  and  handed 
it  to  my  opponent. 

He  cut.  I  dealt.  I  turned  up  the  knave 
of  hearts.  Our  host  looked  at  his  hand  and 
led.     Clearly  he  ought  not  to  have  played 


the  hand  he  held— three  small  clubs,  the 
queen  of  diamonds,  and  the  seven  of  spades. 
He  took  a  trick  with  his  queen,  I  took  the 
four  others,  and,  as  he  had  led,  I  marked  two 
points.  I  entertained  not  the  slightest  doubt 
that  he  was  doing  his  utmost  to  lose. 

It  was  his  turn  to  deal.  He  turned  up  the 
king  of  spades.  He  could  not  restrain 
a  shudder  when  he  beheld  that  black-faced 
card,  which,  in  spite  of  himself,  gave  him  a 
trick. 

He  scanned  his  hand  anxiously.  It  was 
my  turn  to  call  for  cards.  He  refused  them, 
evidently  believing  that  he  held  a  very 
poor  hand ;  but  my  own  was  as  bad  as  his, 
and  he  had  a  ten  of  hearts,  which  took  my 
nine — I  held  the  nine,  eight,  and  seven  of 
hearts. 

He  then  played  diamonds,  to  which  I 
pould  not  respond,  and  two  clubs  higher 
than  mine.  Neither  of  us  held  a  single 
trump.  He  scored  a  point,  which,  with  the 
one  secured  to  him  by  his  king,  gave  him 
two.  We  were  "evens,"  either  of  us  being 
in  a  position  to  end  matters  at  once  if  we 
made  three  points. 

The  deal  was  mine.  I  turned  up  the  eight 
of  diamonds.  This  time  both  of  us  called 
for  cards.  He  asked  for  one,  and  showed 
me  the  one  he  had  discarded— the  seven  of 
diamonds.  He  was  anxious  not  to  hold  any 
trumps.  His  wish  was  gratified,  and  he 
suv-ceeded  in  making  me  score  another  two 
points,  which  gave  me  four. 

In  spite  of  ourselves,  Allan  and  I  glanced 
towards  the  pocket-book.  Our  thoughts 
ran :  "  There  lies  a  small  fortune  which 
is  shortly  to  be  ours,  one  which,  in  all 
conscience,  we  shall  not  have  had  much 
trouble  in  winning." 

Our  host  dealt  in  his  turn,  and  when 
I  saw  the  cards  he  had  given  me  I  con- 
sidered the  matter  as  good  as  settled.  This 
time  he  had  not  turned  up  a  king,  but  the 
seven  of  clubs.  I  held  two  hearts  and  three 
trumps— the  ace  and  king  of  hearts,  the  ace, 
ten,  and  nine  of  clubs.  I  led  the  king, 
my  opponent  followed  with  the  queen  ;  I  flung 
the  ace  on  the  table,  my  opponent  being  com- 
pelled to  take  it  with  the  knave  of  hearts,  and 
he  then  played  a  diamond,  which  I  trumped. 
I  played  the  ace  of  trumps  ;  he  took  it  with 
the  queen,  but  I  was  ready  for  him  with  my 
last  card,  the  ten  of  clubs.  He  had  the 
knave  of  trumps  !  As  I  had  led  he  scored 
two,  making  "  four  all."  Our  host  smothered 
a  curse  which  was  hovering  on  his  lips. 

"  No  need  for  you  to  worry,"  I  remarked ; 
"  no  one  has  won  yet" 


Digitized  by 


Google 


IN  LETTERS  OF  FIRE. 


677 


**'WB  ARE  ABOUT  TO   PROVE  TO  YOU,'  SAID  ALLAN,    '  THAT  YOU  CAN   LOSE  JUST  LIKE  ANY  ORDINARY  MORTAL.* 


OUR   HOST  GROANED,       I   CANNOT   LOSE. 


"We  are  about  to  prove  to  you,"  said 
Allan,  in  the  midst  of  a  deathly  silence, 
**that  you  can  lose  just  like  any  ordinary 
mortal." 

Our  host  groaned,  "  I  cannot  lose." 
The  interest  in  the  game  was  now  at  its 
height.  A  point  on  either  side,  and  either 
of  us  would  be  the  winner.  If  I  turned  up 
the  king  the  game  was  ended,  and  I  won 
twelve  thousand  francs  from  a  man  who 
claimed  that  he  could  not  lose.  I  had  dealt. 
I  turned  up  the  king — the  king  of  hearts.  I 
had  won  I 


My  opponent  uttered  a  cry  of  joy.  He 
bent  over  the  card,  picked  it  up,  considered 
it  attentively,  fingered  it,  raised  it  to  his  eyes, 
and  we  thought  he  was  about  to  press  it  to 
his  lips.     He  murmured  : — 

"  Great  heavens,  can  it  be  ?  Then— then 
I  have  lost ! " 

"  So  it  would  seem,"  I  remarked. 

Allan  added,  "  You  now  see  full  well  that 
one  should  not  place  any  faith  in  what  the 
devil  says." 

The  gentleman  took  his  pocket-book  and 
opened  it. 
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"  Gentlemen,"  he  sighed,  "  bless  you  for 
having  won  all  that  is  in  this  book.  Would 
that  it  contained  a  million  !  I  should  gladly 
have  handed  it  over  to  you." 

With  trembling  hands  he  searched  the 
pocket-book,  emptying  it  of  all  its  contents, 
with  a  look  of  surprise  at  not  finding  at  once 
the  twelve  thousand  francs  he  had  deposited 
in  its  folds.     They  were  not  there  ! 

The  pocket-book,  searched  with  feverish 
hands,  lay  empty  on  the  table.  Thtre  was 
not  fling  in  the  pocket-book  I    Nothing  ! 

We  sat  dumbfounded  at  this  inexplicable 
phenomenon — the  empty  pocket-book  !  We 
picked  it  up  and  fingered  it.  We  searched 
it  carefully,  only  to  find  it  empty.  Our  host, 
livid  and  as  one  possessed,  was  searching 
himself,  and  begging  us  to  search  him. 
We  searched  him  —  we  searched  him, 
because  it  was  beyond  our  power  to  resist 
his  delirious  will ;  but  we  found  nothing— 
nothing ! 

"  Hark  !  "  exclaimed  our  host.  "  Hark, 
hark  !  Does  it  not  seem  to  you  to-night 
that  the  wind  sounds  like  the  voice  of  a 
dog?" 

We  listened,  and  Makoko  answered,  "  It 
is  true !  The  wind  really  seems  to  be 
barking — there,  behind  the  door  !  " 

The  door  was  shaking  strangely,  and  we 
heard  a  voice  calling,  "  Open  !  " 

I  drew  the  bolts  and  opened  the  door.  A 
human  form  rushed  into  the  room. 

"It  is  the  steward,"  I  said. 
•4        "  Sir,  sir  ! "  he  ejaculated.  . 

"What  is  it?"  we  all  exclaimed,  breath- 
lessly, and  wondering  what  was  about  to 
follow. 

"Sir,  I  thought  I  had  handed  you  yout 
twelve  thousand  francs.  Indeed,  I  am  posi- 
tive I  did  so.  Those  gentlemen  doubtless 
saw  me." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  from  all  of  us. 

"Well,  I  have  just  discovered  them 
in  my  bag.  I  cannot  understand  how  it 
has  happt^ned.  I  have  returned  to  bring 
them  back  to  you — once  more.  Here  they 
are." 

The  steward  again  pulled  out  the  identical 
envelope,  and  a  second  time  counted  the 
twelve  one-thousand-franc  notes,  adding  : — 

"  I  know  not  what  ails  the  mountain-side 
to-night,  but  it  terrifies  me.  I  shall  sleep 
here." 

The  twelve  thousand  francs  were  now  lying 
on  the  table-     Our  host  cried  : — 

"  This  time  we  see  them  there,  there  before 

us !     Where    are   the    cards  ?     Deal    them. 

e  twelve  thousand  in  five  straight  points, 


to  see,  to  know  for  certain.     I  tell  you  that 
I  wish  to  know — to  know^ 

I  dealt.  My  opponent  called  for  cards  ;  I 
refused  them.  He  had  five  trumps.  He 
scored  two  points.  He  dealt  the  cards.  He 
turned  up  the  king.  I  led.  He  again  had  . 
five  trumps.  Three  and  two  are  ^\*t  \  He 
had  won  ! 

Then  he  howled;  yes,  howled  like  the 
wind  which  had  the  voice  of  a  dog.  He 
snatched  the  cards  from  the  table  and  cast 
them  into  the  flames.  "  Into  the  fire  with 
the  cajrds  !  Let  the  fire  consume  them  I " 
he  shrieked. 

Suddenly  he  strode  towards  the  door. 
Outside  a  dog  barked — a  dog  raising  a  death- 
howl. 

The  man  reached  the  door,  and  speaking 
through  it  asked  : — 

"  Is  that  you,  Myst^re  ?  " 

To  what  phenomenon  was  it  due  that  both 
wind  and  dog  were  silent  simultaneously  ? 

The  man  softly  drew  the  bolts  and  half 
opened  the  door.  No  sooner  was  the  door 
ajar  than  the  infernal  yelping  broke  out  so 
prolonged  and  so  lugubrious  that  it  made  us 
shiver  to  our  very  marrow.  Our  host  had 
now  flung  himself  upon  the  door  with  such 
force  that  we  could  almost  think  he  had 
smashed  it.  Not  content  with  having 
pushed  back  the  bolts,  he  pressed  with  his 
knees  and  arms  against  the  door,  without 
uttering  a  sound.  All  we  heard  was  his 
panting  respiration. 

Then,  when  the  death-like  yelping  had 
ceased,  and  both  within  and  without  silence 
reigned  supreme,  the  man,  turning  towards 
us  and  tottering  forward,  said  : — 

"  He  has  returned  I     Beivare  I  " 


Midnight.  We  have  gone  our  respective 
ways.  Makoko  and  Mathis  have  remained 
below  beside  the  dying  embers.  Allan  has 
sought  his  bedroom,  while,  driven  by  some 
unknown  inner  force  controlling  me  absolutely, 
I  find  myself  in  the  haunted  room.  I  am 
repeating  the  doings  of  the  man  whose 
story  we  had  heard  that  night;  I  select 
the  same  book,  open  it  at  the  same  page ;  I 
go  to  the  same  window ;  I  pull  the  curtain 
aside ;  I  gaze  upon  the  same  moonlit  land- 
scape, for  the  wind  has  long  since  driven  off 
the  tempest-clouds  and  the  fog.  I  only  see 
bare  rocks,  shining  like  steel  under  the  rays 
of  the  bright  moon,  and — on  the  desolate 
plateau  —  a  weirdly  dancing  shadow  —  the 
shadow  of  Mystbre,  with  her  formidable  jaws 
wide  apart — ^jaws  that  I  can  see  barking.  Do  I 
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hear  the  barking  ?  Yes ;  it  seems  to  m«  that 
I  hear  it.  I  let  the  curtain  drop.  I  take  my 
candlestick  from  the  chest  of  drawers.  I  step 
towards  the  wardrobe.  I  look  at  myself  in  its 
mirrored  panel.  I  dream  of  him  who  wrote 
the  words  which  lie  concealed  within.  Whose 
face  is  it  that  I  see  in  the  mirror  ?  It  is  my 
own  !  But  is  it  possible  that  the  face  of  our 
host  on  the  fatal  night  could  have  been  more 
pallid  than  mine  is  now?  In  all  truth,  my 
face  is  that  of  a  dead  man.  On  one  side — 
there — there — that  little  cloud — that  misty 
cloudlet  in  the  mirror— cheek  by  jowl  with 
my  face — those  fearful  eyes— those  lips  !  Oh, 


Epilogue. 

Next  morning  we  did  not  ask  our  host 
to  give  us  the  opportunity  of  winning  back 
our  money.  We  fied  from  his  roof  with- 
out even  taking  leave  of  him.  Twelve 
thousand  francs  were  sent  that  evening  to 
our  strange  host  through  Makoko's  father, 
to  whom  we  had  told  our  adventure.  He 
returned  them  to  us,  with  the  following 
note:  — 

"We  are  quits.  When  we  played,  both 
the  first  game,  which  you  won,  and  the 
second  one,  which  you  lost,  we  believed^  you 
and  I,  that  we  were  staking  twelve  thousand 
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if  I  could  but  scream  !  I  cannot.  I  am 
powerless  to  cry  out,  7e;/ien  suddenly  I  hear 
three  knocks.  And — and  my  hand  strays  of 
its  own  accord  towards  the  door  of  the  ward- 
robe— my  inquisitive  hand — my  accursed 
hand. 

Of  a  sudden  my  hand  is  gripped  in  the  vice 
I  know  so  well.  I  look  round.  I  am  face 
to  face  with  our  host,  who  says  to  me  in  a 
voice  which  seems  to  come  from  another 
world  :  — 

''Do  not  open  it r' 


francs.  That  must  be  sufficient  for  us.  The 
devil  has  my  soul,  but  he  shall  not  possess 
my  honour." 

We  were  not  at  all  anxious  to  keep  the 
twelve  thousand  francs,  so  we  presented  them 
to  a  hospital  in  La  Chaux-de-Fonds  which 
was  in  sore  need  of  money.  Following  upon 
urgent  repairs,  to  which  our  donation  was 
applied,  the  hospital,  one  winter's  night,  was 
so  thoroughly  burned  to  the  ground  that  at 
noon  of  the  following  day  nothing  but  ashes 
remained  of  it. 


Digitized  by 


Google      — 


From  a]  the  rift  valley  from  the  kikuyu  escarpment.  IPkotografJL 
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'  IV.-THE  GREAT   LAKE. 


]E  are  off  again  on  the  Uganda 
Railway.  Interesting  and  beau- 
tiful as  is  the  country  through 
which  the  line  passes  from 
Mombasa  to  Nairobi,  it  is 
surpassed  by  the  magnificent 
scenery  of  the  journey  to  the  Lake.  First  in 
order  and  in  rank  is  the  Great  Rift.  This 
curious  fault  in  the  earth's  surface,  which 
geologists  trace  across  the  four  thousand  miles 
of  land  and  sea  which  separate  us  from 
Palestine,  and  onward  still  to  the  southern 
end  of  Lake  Tanganyika,  is  traversed  by  the 
Uganda  Railway  at  one  of  its  most  remark- 
able stages.  For  sixty  miles  the  Highland 
plateau  has  been  rising  steadily  by  a  succes- 
sion of  wooded  undulations  to  a  level  of 
over  six  thousand  feet.  Now  it  falls 
abruptly,  almost  precipitously,  more  than 
two  thousand  feet.  This  frowning  wall  of 
rock  and  forest,  which  extends  straight 
as  a  ruler  farther  than   eye   can   see,  is  the 
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Kikuyu  Escarpment.  As  the  train  claws  its 
way  downwards  by  slant  and  zigzag  along 
its  face,  a  majestic  panorama  breaks  upon 
the  view.  Far  below,  bathed  in  sunshine, 
stretching  away  to  misty  purple  horizons,  lie 
the  broad  expanses  of  the  Rift  Valley.  Its 
level  surface  is  broken  by  strangely- moulded 
volcanic  hills  and  shattered  craters.  The 
opposite  mountain  wall  looms  up  in  the  far 
distance,  brown  and  blue.  We  gaze  down 
upon  the  plain  as  from  a  balloon,  mistaking 
forests  for  patches  of  green  grass,  and  mighty 
trees  for  thorn  scrub. 

Another  hour  or  so  and  Lake  Naivasha 
comes  into  view.  This  sheet  of  water  is 
about  ten  miles  square,  and  the  rim  of  a 
submerged  crater  makes  an  odd,  crescent- 
shaped  island  in  its  midst.  Its  brackish 
waters  repel  the  inhabitants,  but  afford  shelter 
to  numberless  wild-fowl  and  many  hipp>o- 
potami.  At  Naivasha  there  is  the  Government 
stock  farm.     One   may  see  in  their  various 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    GREAT  LAKE, 


68 1 


flocks  the  native  sheep,  the  half-bred  English, 
the  three- quarter- bred,  etc.  The  improve- 
ment is  amazing.  The  native  sheep  is  a  hairy 
animal,  looking  to  the  unpractised  eye  more 
like  a  goat  than  a  sheep.  Crossed  with  Suss,ex 
or  Australian  blood,  his  descendant  is  trans- 
formed into  a  woolled  beast  of  familiar 
aspect.  At  the  next  cross  the  progeny  is 
almost  indistinguishable  from  the  pure- 
bred English  in  appearance,  but  better 
adapted  to  the  African  sun  and  climate.  It 
is  the  same  with  cattle.  In  the  first  gene- 
ration the  hump  of  the  African  ox  vanishes. 
In  the  second  he  emerges  a  respectable 
British  Shorthorn.  The  object  of  this  farm 
is  twofold  :  first,  to  find  the  best  type  adapted 
to  local  conditions ;  secondly,  to  supply 
the  settlers  and  the  natives  with  a  steady 
broadening  fountain  of  good  blood  by  which 
their  flocks  and  herds  may  be  trebled  and 
quadrupled  in  value.  The  enthusiasm  and 
zeal  of  those  in  charge  of  this  work  were 
refreshing.  At  present,  however,  their  opera- 
tions are  restricted  by  insufficient  funds  and 
by  the  precautions  which  must  be  taken 
against  East  Coast  fever.     The  first  of  these 


time,  other  cattle  pass  over  the  ground  the 
ticks  fasten  upon  them  and  inoculate  them 
with  the  sickness.  And  each  new  victim 
wanders  off  to  spread  the  curse  to  new  ticks, 
who  cast  it  back  to  new  cattle,  and  so  on  till 
the  end  of  the  story.  At  each  point  fresh 
areas  of  ground  become  distempered,  and 
fresh  cows  begin  to  drop  off  one  by  one, 
leaving  their  evil  inheritance  to  the  ravening 
insects. 

So  here  we  see  the  two  principles  of  Nature 
at  work  simultaneously — the  blood-stock  rams 
and  bulls  spreading  their  healthy,  fruitful  life 
in  ever-widening  circles  through  the  land  ;  the 
infected  cattle  carrying  their  message  of  death 
in  all  directions.  Every  point  that  either 
attains  becomes  at  once  a  new  centre  of 
vitality  or  dissolution.  Both  processes  march 
deliberately  forward  to  limitless  multiplica- 
tions. The  native  is  helpless  in  the  face  of 
advancing  ruin.  Left  to  itself  the  evil  would 
assuredly  devour  the  good,  till  the  cattle  were 
exterminated  and  the  sickness  starved  to 
death  for  lack  of  prey.  But  at  this  moment 
the  white  biped  with  faculties  of  ratiocination 
intervenes  from   the  tin- roofed    Department 
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impediments  may  be  removed ;  the  second 
is  less  tractable. 

East  Coast  fever  came  across  the  German 
border  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  and  since 
then,  in  spite  of  such  preventive  measures 
as  our  scanty  means  allow,  it  has  been 
gradually  and  slowly  spreading  through  the 
Protectorate.  A  diseased  cow  may  take  thirty 
days  to  die.  In  the  meantime  wherever  it 
goes  the  swarming  ticks  are  infected.  They 
hold  their  poison  for  a  year.     If,  during  that 

VoL  xxxv.-8a 


of  Agriculture  ;  discovers,  for  instance,  that 
ground  may  be  purified  by  putting  upon  it 
sheep,  into  whom  the  ticks  discharge  their 
poison  harmlessly  and  are  thereafter  purged  ; 
erects  hundreds  of  miles  of  wire  fencing  to 
cut  the  country  up  into  compartments,  as  a 
warship  is  divided  into  bulkheads ;  wires  in 
infected  areas ;  destroys  suspected  animals ; 
searches  methodically  and  ever  more  hope- 
fully for  prophylactics  and  remedies;  with 
one  hand  arrests  the  curse,  with  the  other 
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speeds   the   blessing,   and   in    so    doing    is      prickly 

surely  discharging  rather  an  important  func-      farmers, 

tion    from    a 

good       many 

points  of  view. 
My     friends 

and  I  took  four 

days  in  travel- 
ling to  the  Vic- 
toria     Nyanza, 

although       the 

distance  can  be 

covered    i  n 

twenty-four 

hours;   for    we 

turned    aside 

every    day    for 

sport  or  busi- 
ness, while  our 

train    waited 

obligingly  in  a 

siding.     Of  the 

latter,     indeed, 

there    was     no 

lack,     for     the 

Governor     and 

the     heads    of 

several  depart- 
ments  were  in 

the    train,   and 

we    laboured 

faithfully  to- 
cher at  many 


THE  LAIBON'S  wives. 


things.     Then  at  the   stations  came 
surveyors,  and  others,  with  words  of 
welcome      or 
complaint,   and 
a  deputation  of 
Boer       settlers 
with   many  ex- 
pressions    of 
loyalty    to    the 
Crown,  and  the 
chiefs    of     the 
Lumbwa      and 
Nandi      tribes, 
with  a  crowd  of 
warriors,      and 
their       Laibon 
with     his    four 
wives,  all   in  a 
row,  till   I  was 
as     tired   of 
making    "  brief 
and     appropri- 
ate "     speeches 
as  my  compan- 
ions must  have 
been  of  hearing 
them. 

But  Elmen- 
teita  was  all 
holiday.  Lord 
Delamere  met 
us  at  the  sta- 
[PiMorviA.         tion  with  Cape 
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carts,  ponies,  and  hog-spears,  and  we  drove 
off  in  search  of  pig  over  an  enormous  plain 
thickly   peopled  with  antelope  and   gazelle. 
I  cannot  pretend  to  the  experience  of  both 
countries   necessary  to  compare   the  merits 
of  pig-sticking  in  India  and  in  East  Africa 
in    respect  of  the  fighting   qualities   of  the 
animal,    nor   the  ground   over   which   he  is 
pursued.     But    I    should    think    the    most 
accomplished  member  of  the  Meerut  Tent 
Club   would   admit    that   the   courage    and 
ferocity   of  the   African   wart-hog,   and   the 
extreme  roughness  of  the  country,  heaped  as 
it  is  with  boulders  and  pitted  with  deep  ant- 
bear    holes  concealed   by  high  grass,  make 
pig  -  sticking      in 
East      Africa      a 
sport  which  would 
well    deserve    his 
serious     and    ap- 
preciative    atten- 
tion.     At  present 
it     is    in    its    in- 
fancy,   and    very 
few   even  of    the 
officers     of     the 
King's  African 
Rifles   can   boast 
the  proficiency  of 
the  Indian  expert. 
But  everything  in 
East  Africa  is  atr^^ 
its  first  page;  and 
besides,  the  wart- 
hog  is,  at  present 
at    any   rate,    re- 
garded as  danger- 
ous   vermin  who 
does       incredible 

damage  to  native  plantations,  and  whose 
destruction — by  any  method,  even  the  most 
difficult — is  useful  as  well  as  exciting. 

Our  first  pig  was  a  fine  fellow,  who  galloped 
off  with  his  tail  straight  up  in  the  air  and  his 
tusks  gleaming  mischievously,  and  afforded 
a  run  of  nearly  three  miles  before  he  was 
killed.  The  risk  of  the  sport  consists  in  this 
— that  the  pig  cannot  be  overtaken  and  effec- 
tively speared  except  by  a  horse  absolutely 
at  full  gallop.  The  ground  is  so  trappy  that 
one  hardly  cares  to  take  one's  eyes  off  it  for 
a  moment.  Yet  during  at  least  a  hundred 
yards  at  a  time  the  whole  attention  of  the 
rider  must  be  riveted  on  the  pig,  within 
a  few  yards  of  whom  he  is  riding,  and  who 
may  be  expected  to  charge  at  any  second. 
A  fall  at  such  a  climax  is  necessarily  very 
dangerous,  as  the  wart-hog  would  certainly 
attack  the  unhorsed  cavalier ;  yet  no  one  can 
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avoid  the  chance.  I  do  not  know  whether 
Anglo-India  will  shudder,  but  I  should  cer- 
tainly recommend  the  intending  hunter  in 
East  Africa  to  strap  a  revolver  on  his  thiii;h 
in  case  of  accidents.  "  You  do  not  want  it 
often,"  as  the  American  observed ;  "  but  when 
you  do,  you  want  it  badly." 

We  passed  a  jolly  morning  riding  after 
these  brutes  and  shooting  a  few  Gazella 
granti  and  Gazella  thomsoni,  or  '  Grants " 
and  "  Tommies  "  as  they  are  familiarly  called, 
and  in  looking  for  eland  in  the  intervals.  At 
the  end  of  Lake  Elmenteita,  a  beautiful  sheet 
of  water,  unhappily  brackish,  a  feast  had 
been  prepared  to  which  a  number  of  gentle- 
men from  Lord 
Delamere's  estates 
and  the  surround- 
ing farms  had 
been  bidden.  A 
long  array  of 
flocks  and  herds 
was  marshalled  on 
both  sides  of  the 
track  in  due  order, 
native-bred,  half- 
bred,  three- 
quarter-bred, 
pure.  Through 
these  insignia  of 
patriarchal 
wealth,  which 
would  have  ex- 
cited the  keenest 
interest  in  any  tra- 
veller less  hungry 
and  more  instruc- 
ted in  such  mat- 
ters than  I,  we 
made  our  way  to  an  excellent  luncheon,  which, 
be  sure,  was  hot  unaccompanied  by  the  usual 
discussion  on  East  African  politics. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  we 
started  back  to  the  train,  which  lay  eight 
miles  off  in  a  siding.  On  the  way  we  fell  in 
with  a  most  fierce  and  monstrous  pig,  who 
led  us  a  nice  dance  through  bush  and  grass 
and  boulder.  As  he  emerged  into  a  patch  of 
comparatively  smooth,  open  ground  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  spear  him,  urged  my  pony  to 
her  top  speed,  and  was  just  considering  how 
best  to  do  the  deed  when,  without  the  slightest 
provocation,  or,  at .  any  rate,  before  he 
had  been  even  pricked,  the  pig  turned  sharp 
round  and  sprang  at  me  as  if  he  were  a  leopard. 
Luckily,  my  spear  got  in  the  way,  and  with  a 
solid  jar  which  made  my  arm  stiff  for  a  week, 
drove  deep  into  his  head  and  neck  before  it 
broke,  so  that  he  was  glad  to  sheer  off  with 
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eighteen  inches  of  it  sticking  in  him,  and  after 
a  dash  at  my  companion  he  took  refuge  in  a 
deep  hole,  from  which  no  inducements  or 
insults  could  draw  him. 

Later  we  rode  and  killed  another  pig  and 
chased  a  fourth  unsuccessfully,  and  it  was 
nearly  dark  before  the  railway  was  reached. 
As  I  was  getting  into  my  carriage  they  calmly 
told  me  that  six  lions  had  walked  across  the 
line  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away  and  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  before.  A  settler  who  had  been 
to  lunch  at  Elmenteita  was  loading  a  hastily- 
borrowed  revolver  before  starting  on  his  home- 
ward ride  to  Nakuru,  and  as  I  gave  him 
some  cartridges  I  reflected  that,  whatever 
may  be  the  shortcomings  of  East  Africa,  the 
absence  of  an  interesting  and  varied  fauna  is 
certainly  not  among  them. 

Next  day  our  train  is  climbing  through  dense 
and  beautiful  forests  to  the  summit  of  the  Mau 
Escarpment.  Admiration  of  the  wealth  and 
splendour  of  the  leafy  kingdom  is  mingled 
with  something  very  like  awe  at  its  aggressive 
fertility.  The  great  trees  overhang  the  line. 
The  creepers  trail  down  the  cuttings,  robing 
the  red  soil  with  cloaks  pf  flowers  and  foliage. 
The  embankments  are  already  covered. 
Every  clearing  is  densely  overgrown  with 
sinuous  plants.  But  for  the  ceaseless  care 
with  which  the  whole  line  is  scraped  and 
weeded  it  would  soon  become  impassable. 
As  it  is  the  long  fingers  of  the  encroaching 


forest  are  everywhere  stretching  out  enviously 
towards  the  bright  metals.  Neglect  the 
Uganda  Railway  for  a  year,  and  it  would  take 
an  expedition  to  discover  where  it  had  run. 

At  Nyoro  station  nearly  nine  hundred 
natives  were  at  work  cutting  timber  for  the 
railway,  which  is  entirely  dependent  on  wood 
fuel.  The  contractor  in  charge,  a  young 
English  gentleman,  who  was  described  to 
me  as  being  a  model  employer  of  native 
labour  in  Government  contracts,  had  taken 
the  trouble  to  cut  a  path  through  the  forest 
across  a  loop  of  the  line  in  •  order  that  I 
might  see  what  it  was  like  inside.  Through 
this  leafy  tunnel,  about  a  mile  and  a  half 
long,  we  all  accordingly  dived.  There  was 
nothing  sinister  in  the  aspect  of  the  forest, 
for  all  its  density  and  confusion.  The  great 
giants  towered  up  magnificently  to  a  hundred 
and  fifty  feet.  Then  came  the  ordinary 
forest  trees,  much  more  thickly  clustered. 
Below  this  again  was  a  layer  of  scrub  and 
bushes ;  and  under,  around,  and  among  the 
whole  flowed  a  vast  sea  of  convolvulus-look- 
ing creeper.  Through  all  this  fourfold  veil 
the  sunlight  struggled  down  every  twenty 
yards  or  so  in  gleaming  chequers  of  green 
and  gold. 

On  the  way  the  method  of  fuel-cutting  is 
explained.  So  far  as  the  labourer  is  con- 
cerned, it  is  an  elaborate  system  of  piece- 
work,  very   accurately  and   fairly   adjusted, 
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and,  as  is  so  often  the  case  where  the  white 
employer  takes  personal  care  of  his  men, 
there  appeared  to  be  no  difficulty  in  finding 
any  number  of  natives.  But  they  are  a 
terribly  unstable  company.  Few  will  stay  for 
more  than  a  month  or  two,  however  satisfied 
they  may  be  with  their  work  and  its  rewards  ; 
and  just  as  they  begin  to  get  skilful  off  they 
go  to  their  villages  to  cultivate  their  gardens 
and  their  families,  promising  to  come  back 
another  year,  or  after  the  harvest,  or  at  some 
other  remote  and  indefinite  date.  And  mean- 
while the  railway  must  have  its  fuel  every 
day  and  day  after  day,  with  the  remorseless 
monotony  of  the  industrial  machine. 

But  what  a  way  to  cut  fuel !  A  floating 
population  of  clumsy  barbarians  pecking  at 
the  trees  with  native  choppers  more  like  a 
toy  hoe  than  an  axe,  and  carrying  their  loads 
when  completed  a  quarter  of  a  mile  on  their 
heads  to  the  wood-stack,  while  the  forest 
laughs  at  the  feebleness  of  man.  I  made 
a  calculation.  Each  of  the  nine  hundred 
natives  employed  costs  on  the  whole  six 
p)ounds  a  year.  The  price  of  a  steam  tree- 
felling  plant,  with  a  mile  of  mono-rail  tram 
complete,  is  about  hs^  hundred  pounds.  The 
interest  and  sinking  fund  on  this  capital  outlay 
represent  the  wages  of  four  natives,  to  which 
must  be  added  the  salary  of  a  competent 
white  engineer,  equal  to  the  wage  of  forty 
natives,  and  the  working  expenses  and 
depreciation  roughly  estimated  at  the  wages 
of  twenty  natives  more ;  in  all  the  wage  of 
sixty-five  natives.  Such  a  plant,  able  to  cut 
trees  six  feet  in  diameter  through  in  four  or 
five  minutes,  to  cut  timber  as  well  as  fuel,  to 
saw  it  into  the  proper  lengths  for  every  pur- 
pose with  the  utmost  rapidity,  and  to  transport 
it  by  whole  truck-loads  lyhen  sawn  to  the 
railway  siding,  would  accomplish  a  week's 
work  of  the  sixty-five  natives  it  replaced  in  a 
single  day,  and  effect  a  sevenfold  multiplica- 
tion of  power.  It  is  no  good  trying  to  lay 
hold  of  Tropical  Africa  with  naked  fingers. 
Civilization  must  be  armed  with  machinery  if 
she  is  to  subdue  these  wild  regions  to  her 
authority.  Iron  roads,  not  jogging  porters ; 
tireless  engines,  not  weary  men  ;  cheap 
power,  not  cheap  labour ;  steam  and  skill, 
not  sweat  and  fumbling  :  there  lies  the  only 
way  to  tame  the  jungle — more  jungles  than 
one. 

On  this  we  talked — or  at  least  I  talked — 
while  we  scrambled  across  the  stumps  of 
fallen  trees  or  waded  in  an  emerald  twilight 
from  one  sunbeam  to  another  across  the 
creeper  flood.  It  is  of  vital  importance  that 
these  forests  should  not  be  laid  waste  by 


reckless  and  improvident  hands.  It  is  not  less 
important  that  the  Uganda  Railway  should 
have  cheap  fuel.  For  a  long  time  fuel  alone 
was  the  object,  but  now  that  an  elaborate 
Forestry  Department  has  been  established 
on  the  most  scientific  lines,  there  is  a 
danger  that  forestry  will  be  the  only  object, 
and  the  cost  of  fuel  so  raised  by  regu- 
lations, admirable  in  themselves,  that  the 
economy  of  the  Uganda  Railway  may  be 
impaired.  And  let  us  never  forget  that  the 
Uganda  Railway  is  the  driving-wheel  of  the 
whole  concern.  What  is  needed  here,  as 
elsewhere,  is  a  harmonious  compromise 
between  opposite  and  conflicting  interests. 
That  is  all. 

Presently  our  guide  began  to  tell  us  of  the 
strange  creatures  who  live  in  the  forest,  and 
are  sometimes  seen  quite  close  by  the 
fuel-cutters — very  rare  antelope,  enormous 
buffaloes,  and  astonishing  birds  and  butterflies 
beyond  imagination.  He  had  managed  to 
make  friends  with  the  Wandorobo — a  tribe  of 
forest-dwelling  natives  who  live  plunged  in 
these  impenetrable  shades,  who  are  so  shy 
that,  if  once  a  stranger  does  but  set  eye  upon 
their  village,  forthwith  they  abandon  it  ;*  but 
who  are  at  the  same  time  so  teased  by 
curiosity  that  they  cannot  resist  peeping, 
peeping  ever  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  fuel-cutters,  until  one  day  com- 
mercial relations  are  established  on  the 
basis  of  sugar  for  skins.  I  was  just  becom- 
ing interested  in  these  wood-squirrels  when 
we  broke  into  the  hot  blaze  of  the  noonday 
sun  beating  down  on  the  polished  railway 
track,  and  had  to  climb  up  on  to  our  cow- 
catcher in  order  to  hurry  on  to  a  real  steam 
saw-mill  ten  miles  farther  up  the  line. 

As  the  journey  advances  the  train  mounts 
steadily  higher  and  the  aspect  of  the 
country  changes.  The  forest,  which  has 
hitherto  lapped  the  line  closely  on  every 
side,  now  makes  fair  division  with  rolling 
hills  of  grass.  And  there  is  this  extra- 
ordinary feature  about  it :  where  the  forest 
areas  end,  they  end  abruptly.  There  is  no 
ragged  belt  of  trees  less  thickly  grown;  no 
transition.  Smooth  slopes  of  grass  run  up 
to  the  very  edge  of  virgin  forest,  just  as  in 
England  the  meadow  runs  to  the  edge  of  the 
covert.  The  effect  is  to  make  the  landscape 
surprisingly  homelike.  It  is  like  travelling 
through  a  series  of  gigantic  parks,  where  the 
hand  of  man  has  for  hundreds  of  years 
decided  exactly  where  trees  shall  grow  and 
where  they  shall  not. 

Towards  the  west  great  plains  are  visible, 
in    misty   apparition,   through    rifts   in    the 
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plateau.  At  length  we  arrive  at  the  summit 
of  the  escarpment,  and  stop  for  luncheon  by 
an  indicator,  which  registers  eight  thousand 
two  hundred  and  ninety  feet  above  the  sea- 
level.  Southward  rises  a  hill  perhaps  five 
hundred  feet  above  us,  from  the  top  of  which 
the  waters  of  the  Great  Lake  can  be  seen, 
like  the  waters  of  a  distant  ocean. 

Geographically  we  have  now  reached  the 
culminating  point  in  this  long  journey. 
Henceforward,  to  find  our  way  home,  we 
have  only  to  descend  guided  by  the  force 
of  gravity,  first  swiftly  along  the  railroad  to 
the  Victoria  Lake,  then  sedately  with  the 
stream  of  the  Nile  to  the  Mediterranean. 
The  lofty  table -lands  of  East  Africa,  with 
their  crisp,  chill  air  and  English  aspect,  must 
now  be  left  behind — not  without  many  regrets 
— and  the  traveller  will  alight  upon  a  middle 
world  spread  at  a  level  of  about  four  thousand 
feet,  in  which  an  entirely  different  order  of 
conditions  prevails.  Downward  then  at  thirty 
miles  an  hour,  along  the  side  of  spacious 
valleys,  around  the  shoulders  of  the  hills, 
across  thin-spun  iron  bridges,  through  whose 
girders  one  glances  down  at  torrents  flashing 
far  below — onward  to  the  Lake.  Within  an 
hour  the  temperature  has  sensibly  altered. 
An  overcoat  is  no  longer  necessary,  even  if 
you  ride  in  front  of  the  engine.  .  In  two 
hours  the  climate  is  warm  and  damp  with 
the  steamy  heat  of  the  Tropics.  The  fresh- 
ness has  gone  out  of  the  air,  and  in  its  place 


that  sense  of  sultry  oppression  which  pre- 
cedes the  thunderstorms  so  common  at  this 
season  of  the  year. 

In  order  to  avoid  a  hot  night  on  the  Lake 
shore  we  stopped  at  Fort  Ternan,  a  placeless 
name,  some  forty  miles  from  Kisumu,  and 
rather  more  than  a  thousand  feet  above  it. 
And  here  the  storm  which  had  been  brooding 
all  the  afternoon  over  the  western  face  of  the 
Mau  Escarpment  burst  upon  us.  Even  after 
ten  months  on  the  South  African  veldt  I  was 
astonished  by  its  fury.  For  nearly  two  hours 
the  thunder  crashed  and  roared  in  tremendous 
peals. 

Like  water  flung  from  some  high  crag, 
The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 
A  river  steep  and  wide, 

while  the  rain  dashed  down  in  sheets  of 
water,  one  single  gust  of  which  would  drench 
you  to  the  skin.  But  our  train  is  an  effective 
shelter.  We  dine  comfortably  in  the  midst 
of  the  tempest,  and  afterwards  in  a  cooler 
atmosphere  look  up  towards  repentant  stars 
and  a  tear-stained  sky. 

At  dawn  we  are  at  Kisumu.  There  is  a 
stir  of  men,  a  crowded  platform,  soldiers  in 
order,  groups  of  Indian  traders,  hundreds  of 
Kavirondo  natives  in  their  fullest  undress, 
bunting,  and  introductions.  Large  white 
steamers  lie  alongside  the  jetty,  and  beyond 
these  the  waters  of  the  Lake  gleam  their 
broad*  welcome .  to  the  sunrise.  Kisumu,  or 
Port  Florence  as  it  is  sometimes  called,  is 
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^the  western  terminus  of  the  Uganda  Railway 
and  the  chief  port  on  Lake  Victoria.  It 
possesses  what  I  am  told  is  the  highest  dock- 
yard in  the  world,  and  is  the  place  at  which  all 
the  steamers  now  plying  on  the  Lake  have  been 
put  together.  One  eight-hundred-ton  cargo 
boat  is  actually  in  process  of  construction,  and 
will  be  launched  in  a  few  months'  time  to 
meet  the  growing  traffic  of  the  Nyanza.  The 
station  itself  is  pretty  ;  its  trim  houses  and 
shady  trees,  backed  against  the  hills,  overlook 
the  wide  expanse  of  Kavirondo  Bay  and  its 


encircling  promontories.  Unluckily,  it  is 
unhealthy,  for  the  climate  is  depressing  and 
the  sewage  accumulates  in  tl^e  tideless  and 
shallow  inlet.  Some  day  one  of  two  things  will 
happen:  either  the  waters  of  the  Victoria 
Nyanza  will  be  raised  by  a  dam  across  the 
Ripon  Falls  and  Kavirondo  Bay  will  be  pro- 
portionately deepened  and  cleansed,  or  the 
railway  will  be  deflected  and  prolonged  to  its 
natural  terminus  on  the  deep  waters  of  the 
lake  at  Port  Victoria, 

The  Kavirondo  tribe,  the  greatest  in  this 


KISUMU   STATION, 
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part  of  the  country,  had  organized  an  imposing 
demonstration.  In  dense  array  they  lined 
the  road  from  the  station  to  the  Commis- 
sioner's house,  and  our  party  walked  through 
their  midst  in  a  perfect  hubbub  of  horns 
and  drums  and  shrill  salutations.  AH  the 
warriors  carried  their  spears,  shields,  and 
war-paint,  and  most  of  them  wore  splendid 
plumes  of  ostrich  feathers.  The  Kavirondo 
are  naked  and  unashamed.  Both  sexes 
are  accustomed  to  walk  about  in 
the  primitive  simplicity  of  Nature.  Their 
nudity   is   based   not  upon  mere  ignorance 


I  wake  up  the  next  morning  to  find  mysei 
afloat  on  a  magnificent  ship.  Its  long  and 
spacious  decks  are  as  snowy  as  those  ofi 
pleasure  yacht.  It  is  equipped  with  baths. 
electric  light,  and  all  modern  necessities. 
There  is  an  excellent  table,  also  a  wdl- 
selected  library.  Smart  bluejackets— with 
ebon  faces — are  polishing  the  brasswork: 
dapper,  white-clad  British  naval  officers  pace 
the  bridge.  We  are  steaming  ten  miles  an 
hour  across  an  immense  sea  of  fresh  water 
as  big  as  Scotland,  and  uplifted  higher 
than  the  summit  of  Ben  Nevis.      At  tiroes 


KAVIKONDO   WARRIORS. 


but  reasoned  policy.  They  have  a  very 
strong  prejudice  against  the  wearing  of 
clothes,  which  they  declare  lead  to  im- 
morality; and  no  Kavirondo  woman  can 
attire  herself  even  in  the  most  exiguous 
raiment  without  sullying  her  reputation. 
They  are  said  to  be  the  most  moral  of 
all  the  tribes  dwelling  on  the  Lake 
shore.  It  is  a  pity  that  Herr  Diogenes 
Teufelsdrockh,  of  the  University  of  Weiss- 
nichtwo,  did  not  meet  them  in  his  rugged 
wanderings,  for  they  would  surely  have 
enabled  him  to  add  another  page  to  his 
monumental  work  on  the  functions  of  the 
tailor. 


we  are  in  a  complete  circle  of  lake  and 
sky,  without  a  sign  of  land.  At  others  we 
skirt  lofty  coasts  covered  with  forest  and 
crowned  with  distant  blue-brown  mountains, 
or  thread  our  course  between  a  multitude  of 
beautiful  islands.  The  air  is  cool  and  fresh, 
the  scenery  splendid.  We  might  be  yachting 
off  the  coast  of  Cornwall  in  July.  We  are 
upon  the  Equator,  in  the  heart  of  Africa,  and 
crossing  the  Victoria  Nyanza,  four  thousand 
feet  above  the  sea ! 


(To  be  continued) 
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I. 


HAVE  told  the  tale  of  the 
Red  Cow  Anarchist  Group  in 
another  place  and  at  another 
time;  indeed,  I  am  startled  to 
remember  that  it  was  fourteen 
years  ago.  As  a  fact,  the 
credit  of  that  tale,  if  it  have  any,  is  due  to 
my  disreputable  friend,  Snorkey  Timms, 
who  told  it  me,  as  he  has  told  me  others. 
He  it  was  who  first  discovered  Sotcher,  the 
founder  and  victim  of  the  Red  Cow  Group, 
and  he  it  was  who  told  me  also  this  other 
tale  of  an  earlier  group  of  Sotcher's  founding. 
Teddy  Mills,  it  would  seem,  was  a  shoe- 
maker, who  lived  and  worked  in  a  very  small 
house  in  Rodd  Street,  Bethnal  Green — a  very 
small  street,  which  could  only  be  reached  by 
making  several  turns  and  twists  through  and 
out  of  other  streets  nearly  as  small. 

Teddy   Mills,   small,   bristly,   and  wild  of 
eye,  was  Sotcher's  newest  convert.    As 
a  jobbing   shoemaker,  in   accordance 
with  the  mysterious  lavvs  which  make 
all   jobbing   shoemakers  swarthy   and 
ill -shaved    and    politiciilly    rtbenious, 
Teddy  Mills  was  prom  isi  ng  material,  and 
Sotcher,  lank, 
greasy,    and   un- 
washed,   fresh 
from    the    Anar- 
chist   Club    in 
Berners      Street, 
Shadwell,       fast- 
ened on  him  at 
once.      For,    in- 
deed,     Teddy 
Mills  made  good 
material  in  other 
respects  than  that 
of      his      native 
readiness  to  join 
in  the  abuse  and 
overthrow     of 
whomsoever    he 
might  suspect  of 
superiority,  in 
fortune  or  quali- 
ties,   over    him- 
self; f o r  one 
thing,  he    had 
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good  work,  and,  consequently,  money  which 
might  be  cadged. 

On  the  other  hand,  Teddy  Mills  had  a  wife, 
who  was  very  intractable  material  indeed. 
Sotcher's  impassioned  teachings,  received 
with  enthusiasm  by  Teddy  Mills,  brought 
from  Mrs.  Mills  no  better  tribute  than  a 
sniff  of  contempt ;  and  the  lady's  opinion  of 
Sotcher  himself,  wholly  unfavourable,  she 
expressed  with  much  freedom  and  no  polite- 
ness. And  so  it  came  about  that,  from  the 
day  of  Sotcher's  appearance,  things  went  less 
smoothly  in  the  Mills  household.  Teddy 
Mills's  time  soon  seemed  to  be  divided 
between  listening  to  Sotcher  and  quarrelling 
with  Mrs.  Mills,  so  that  very  little  was  left  for 
mere  business,  and  the  making  and  mending 
of  shoes  became  more  and  more  a  theory  of 
yesterday  and  to-morrow,  and  less  and  less  a 
practice  of  to-day. 

"  Well,"  Mrs.  Mills  would  say,  appearing 


•  I  VB  DONE  MY   DAYS  WORK,    CKPT  CLBAKIN     UP. 
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suddenly  with  a  red  face  and  tucked-up 
skirts  after  a  day's  washing,  "  I've  done  my 
day's  work,  'cept  clearin'  up.  Ow  much  'a' 
you  done  ?  " 

"  I've  done  more'n  you  think,"  her  husband 
would  reply,  with  evasive  dignity. 

"  Yes,  that  you  'ave,  if  you've  done  any- 
think  but  sit  an'  jaw  along  o'  that  dirty, 
greasy,  spongin'  thief  Sotcher.  I  'eard  'im. 
I  'eard  'im  tellin'  you  to  do  away  with  the 
p'lice.  You'd  look  fine  doin'  away  with  the 
p'lice,  you  would  !  You'll  do  away  with  me 
if  there's  much  more  of  it !  'Ow  long  am  I 
to  keep  the  place  goin'  like  this  ?  " 

"When  the  social  revolution  comes," 
Teddy  Mills  explained,  "we  sha'n't  neither 
of  us  'ave  to  work  more'n  an  hour  or  two  a 
day,  'cos  everybody '11  'ave  to  work." 

"  An  hour  or  two !  Ho  !  An'  'ow's  this 
place  to  be  kep'  clean  an'  food  cooked  an' 
all  in  an  hour  or  two  ?  But  p'r'aps  a  woman's 
work  don't  count.  An  hour  or  two,  says  you ! 
An'  'ow'U  your  dear  friend  Sotcher  like  it,  I 
wonder  ?  A  whole  hour  !  Did  'e  ever  do  an 
hour's  work  in  'is  life  ?  " 

"Mr.  Sotcher's  a  speaker,  I  tell  you,  a 
pioneer — one  as  teaches  the  propaganda " 

"Proper  what?  Gander?  It's  a  proper  goose 
'e  teaches  when  'e  comes  'ere  a-preachin'  to 
you,  with  'is  free  this  an'  free  that,  an'  free 
drinks  between  whiles !  /  ain't  agoin'  to 
stand  it  much  longer,  so  I  tell  you  !  I  ain't 
agoin'  to  work  'ere  for  you  an'  'im  too  on 
nothink.  I  can  earn  my  livin'  alone,  I  can, 
an'  I  will,  if  there  ain't  a  change  !  " 

Mrs.  Mills  tried  Sotcher  with  direct  personal 
insult,  but  with  no  better  effect  than  to  turn 
his  unceasing  discourse  to  the  denunciation 
of  marriage  as  an  oppressive  and  inconvenient 
institution,  which  should  shortly  be  abolished 
with  the  police,  the  magistracy,  and  every 
other  relic  of  privileged  authority,  temporal 
and  spiritual. 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  one  fine  morn- 
ing Sotcher  arrived  at  the  gate  of  Mills's  front 
garden  to  find  Teddy  standing  by  the  post 
clutching  his  tousled  hair  perplexedly,  and 
staring  gloomily  up  the  street. 

"  She's  gone,"  he  reported,  briefly. 

"  Gone  where  ?  "  asked  the  visitor,  gazing 
up  the  street  also,  and  seeing  nothing. 

"  I  dunno,"  replied  Teddy.  "  She's  hooked 
it,  that's  all.  I  did  a  bit  o'  work  last  night 
an'  took  it  'ome  this  mornin',  an'  when  I 
came  back  there  was  this  on  the  table." 

He  extended  a  crumpled  scrap  of  paper,  on 
which  Sotcher  read  the  scrawl :  "  Good-bye^ 
t^m  agoing  to  work  for  myself  now. ^^ 

"  Selfishness,"  commented  Sotcher.     "  The 


selfishness  prevalent  at  the  present  time  is 
due  to  the  rotten  state  of  s'ciety  an'  the 
oppression  o'  the  privileged  classes.  When 
we  'ave  the  social  revolution,  an'  free  an' 
absolute  liberty  o'  the  individual,  then  selfish- 
ness'U  be  swep'  out  o'  the  world." 

"Yes,"  answered  Teddy,  blankly,  "but 
what— what  am  I  agoin'  to  do  till  it  is  ?  " 

"  Wave  aloft  the  banner  o'  free  an'  unre- 
stricted brotherhood  an'  liberty  in  face  o' 
the  bloated  circles  o'  class  an'  capitalistic 
privilege,"  replied  Sotcher,  with  the  fluency 
of  a  fresh-oiled  machine. 

"Yes — jesso,"  responded  Teddy  Mills, 
turning  his  uneasy  glance  toward  the  little 
front  door  ;  "  but  what  about  the  washin'  ?  " 

Sotcher's  eloquence  was  not  to  be  turned 
aside.  "Comrades  with  a  glorious  mission 
like  us,"  he  pursued,  "  can't  waste  time  over 
washin'.  I  don't"  The  truth  of  this  remark 
was  visible  to  the  naked  eye.  "  We  fix  our 
eyes  forward  an'  up'ard,  tramplin'  under  the 
feet  of  Free  Initiative  the  relics  of  barbareous 
authority,  an'  overthrowin'  the  bloodstained 
temples  of  capitalistic  monopoly  !  " 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  responded  Teddy  ;  "  but 
when  I  said  washin'  I  wasn't  thinkin'  so  much 
of  our  washin'.  She's  bin  takin'  in  washin' 
lately,  an'  earnin'  a  bit,  an'  I  shall  miss  it" 

This  was  a  more  serious  matter,  and 
Sotcher  paused  thoughtfully.  He  considered 
the  situation  for  a  moment,  and  then  pro- 
duced a  brilliant  project. 

"Comrade  Mills,"  he  said,  lifting  and 
exhibiting  to  Teddy's  gaze  the  palm  of  a  very 
grubby  hand,  "  this  is  an  'istoric  moment  1 " 

"  Is  it  ?  "  asked  Teddy,  innocently. 

"  It  is.  It's  lucky  your  wife's  gone,  an'  so 
put  the  scheme  into  my  *ead.  We  don't  want 
'er.  We'll  found  the  first  real  anarchist  colony! " 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Teddy,  interrogatively. 

"That  'umble  'ome  o'  yours,"  proceeded 
Sotcher,  "  will  be  'anded  down  the  ages  on 
golden  trumpets,  an'  inscribed  on  the  'earts 
of  generations  to  come.  We'll  begin  the 
social  revolution  there  ! " 

"  All  right,"  assented  Teddy.  So  complete 
was  his  belief  in  Sotcher,  that  if  the  projwsal 
had  been  to  redistribute  the  solar  system  there 
he  would  have  said  "All  right,"  just  the  same. 

"  We'll  bring  in  one  or  two  comrades  an' 
live  together  in  the  full  brother'ood  of 
anarchy,  an'  give  a'  example  to  the  toilin' 
millions  about  us.  We'll  'ave  perfect  indi- 
vidual freedom  an'  voluntary  co-operation, 
an'  the  'ole  world'll  take  a  lesson  by  us,  an' 
bust  out  in  the  glorious  daybreak  of  Universal 
Autonomy ! " 

"  All  right,"  said  Teddy  again. 
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11. 
SoTCHER  invited  the  co-operation  of  two 
more  comrades,  and  he  did  not  bring  them 
from  the  Anarchist  Club.  Four  he  judged  a 
convenient  total  number,  since  the  house  had 
four  rooms,  and  he  did  not  bring  the  two 
new  comrades  from  the  club  because  he 
knew  the  club  of  old.  There  they  were  all 
talkers  as  fluent  as  himself,  and  not  listeners. 
Sotchcr  wanted  listeners.  It  was  for  that 
reason — partly — that  he  sallied  forth  "  spread- 
ing the  light "  ;  for  that,  and  because  the 
Anarchist  Club  was  the  worst  place  he  knew 
for  borrowing  in. 

So  he  brought  fresh  material.  He  brought 
one  Billy  Snider,  a  furtive  person  with  an 
elusive  squint  and  a  curious  property  of 
hooking  smaller  than  he  really  was,  though 
he  was  not  large  at  best.  Billy  Snider,  it 
seemed,  was  an  "  individual  expropriator." 
For  years,  in  the  matter  of  private  property, 
he  had  been  puning  anarchistic  principles 
into  practice  without  knowing  it,  and  the 
bloated  bourgeois  called  him  a  thief. 

Sotcher  also  brought  a  certain  Joe  Budd, 
a  very  large  man  of  much  muscular  develop- 
ment, with  a  face  like  knotted  timber  and  a 
black  eye  that  was  sometimes  the  right  and 
sometimes  the  left,  and  occasionally  double, 
but  always  there.  Mr.  Budd  was  not  under- 
stood to  be  partial  to  any  particular  profession, 
and  the  beer  required  for  his  sustenance  had 
hitherto  been  chiefly  contributed  by  friends, 
who  preferred  to  see  him  in  a  good  temper. 
Sotcher  had  laid  his  account  with  care,  for  if 
Teddy  Mills  would  work  at  his  trade  and  Billy 
Snider  "expropriate"  out  of  doors  for  the 
benefit  of  the  community,  while  Joe  Budd  kept 
off"  inconvenient  interference,  and  terrorized 
such  persons  as  brokers'  men,  then  Sotcher, 
for  his  part,  was  ready  to  supply  all  the  talk 
the  enterprise  might  require. 

It  was  a  great  occasion  for  Sotcher  when 
the  four  assembled  that  evening  and  he,  for 
the  first  time,  addressed  a  group  that  was  all 
his  own. 

"  Comrades  ! "  he  cried,  with  a  sweep  of  the 
arm  that  might  have  included  a  thousand, 
"  we  are  'ere  to  open,  to  inaugurate,  or  as  I 
may  say  to  begin,  the  Social  Revolution  I  In 
this  'ere  'umble  'ome  we  are  to  set  rollin'  the 
ball  that  shall  pave  the  way  for  the  upheaval 
of  'umanity,  and,  spreadin*  its  wings  to  the 
uttermost  ends  of  the  earth,  write  its  name  in 
letters  of  fire  across  the  'cavens  I  The  only 
law  an'  order  for  free  men  is  anarchy  !  We 
shall  live  'ere,  comrades,  in  perfeck  freedom 
under  a  brotherly  compact  that  won't  bind 
nobody.     We  shall  set  a'  example  o'  free  life 


with  no  law  an'  no  authority  as'll  open  the 
eyes  o'  the  toilin'  proletariat  an'  stir  them  to 
copy  our  noble  proceedins  an' go  on  to  over- 
throw the  p'lice  an'  the  Gover'ment  an'  the 
water  rates  an'  all  the  disgustin'  machinery 
of  organized  oppression  I  " 

"  'Ear,  'ear  !  "  cried  Teddy  Mills. 

"  Our  watchword  shall  be  liberty,  an*  down 
with  privilege  an'  monopoly.  What  is  liberty, 
my  comrades  ?  Is  it  magistrates  an'  prisons, 
an'  p'lice  at  the  corner  of  every  street  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  interjected  Billy  Snider,  fervently. 

"It  is  not,  comrades.  The  p'lice  is  the 
protector  of  the  real  criminals,  the  plunderin' 
so-called  upper  classe§  !  Stands  to  reason 
no  honest  man  would  want  pertectin'  by 
p'lice.  P'lice  is  brute  force— the  brute  force 
as  the  privileged  classes  is  'edged  theirselves 
in  with  ;  paid  myrmidons  makin'  slaves  o 
the  people.  We  don't  want  no  myrmidons, 
do  we  ? "  ("  No  ! "  again  from  Billy.) 
"  O'  course  not.  U'e'd  disdain  to  be  seen 
speakin'  to  'em.  Very  well,  then,  what  does 
anybody  else  want  with  'em?  What  but 
privilege  an'  monopoly?  We  will  break 
down  all  privilege  an'  monopoly !  Our 
comrade  'ere,  our  comrade  Billy  Snider,  has 
been  break  in'  down  monopolies  for  years. 
Not  on  a  grand  scale,  p'r'aps,  but  wherever 
'e  could  in  a  small  way,  an'  'e's  suffered  for  it. 
In  fact,  'e's  not  long  out  from  six  months  for 
break  in'  down  some  bloated  capitalist's  mono- 
poly of  a  gold  watch  an'  chain.  It's  property 
as  is  the  real  robbery,  an'  all  expropriators 
are  our  brothers.  We  now  begin  the  social 
revolution,  comrades.  Liberty  for  all,  volun- 
tary co-operation,  free  initiative,  free  contrack, 
subject  to  perpetual  change  an'  revision  ;  do 
what  you  like  an'  take  what  you  want — them's 
our  principles,  an'  our  only  law  i§  that  there 
is  no  laws.  I  'ave  'ere  a  box  which  will  'old 
the  money  of  the  community,  an'  I  begin  by 
offerin'  it  to  Comrade  Mills,  who  will  'ave  the 
honour  o'  bein'  the  first  to  give  up  'is  private 
ownership,  an'  placin'  whatever  money  'e  'as 
in  the  funds  of  the  group." 

Teddy  Mills,  amid  encouraging  murmurs, 
dropped  into  the  box  the  sum  of  sixteen 
shillings  and  sevenpence  ;  a  large  part  of  it 
would  be  due  next  Monday  for  rent,  but  a 
week's  rent  is  not  a  thing  to  bother  about 
when  you  are  starting  a  revolution. 

Billy  Snider's  contribution  was  rather  less, 
and  Joe  Budd  was  discovered  to  have  sud- 
denly fallen  asleep.  Sotcher  produced  a  six- 
pence and  three  pennies  with  much  solemnity. 

"  I  ain't  so  fortunate  as  you,  comrades," 
he  explained,  "  in  bein'  able  to  contribute 
quite  so  liberal,  but  sich  as  it  is  it  is  my  all, 
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I     AVE     ERK   A    BOX    WHICH    WILL   'OLD  THE   M<»NEV    OF   THE   COMMUNITY." 


an'  give  freely.  Doubts  'ave  been  cast 
on  the  tanner,  though  only  by  slaves  of 
the  capitalist,  sich  as  barmen.  This  is  our 
capital,  comrades,  in  this  '«re  box,  an'  all 
money  as  comes  in  goes  to  it ;  an'  what  any- 
body wants  'e  takes.  We  won't  vote,  for 
majority  tyranny  is  the  worst  of  all  tyrannies, 
but  I  suggestwe  begin  bygettin'in  a  little  beer." 

The  suggestion  was  agreed  to,  and,  with 
the  advent  of  the  beer,  Joe  Budd's  nap 
terminated  with  as  much  suddenness  as  it 
had  begun. 

"I  like  your  speech-makin',"  observed 
Billy  Snider  over  the  beer  to  Sotcher.  "  You 
put  it  first-rate.  That  about  monopolies,  you 
know.  That's  my  principles,  but  I  couldn't 
ha*  put  it  so  'andsome.  An'  that  about  free 
contrack,  too,  an'  changin'  your  mind  when 
you  like." 

"One  o'  the  first  principles  of  anarchy," 
remarked  Sotcher.  *'  Free  contrack  between 
man  an'  man,  perpetual  subjeck  to  revision 
and  cancellation.  It  is  forbidden  now  by 
the  rule  of  the  brutal  majority." 

"Yes— 1  know  that,"  observed  Snider; 
"an'  I've  suffered  for  it.  1  went  a-book- 
makin'  once  to  Alexander's  Park  Races.  I 
"* '  very  well,  an'  made  a  'ole  lot  o'  contracks. 


layin'  the  odds.  But  when  I'd  got  my  satchel 
pretty  full  o'  the  backers'  money  an'  they  was 
lookin'  at  the  'orses,  an'  I  'ad  time  to  think 
things  over,  why,  I  changed  my  mind  about 
the  contracks,  same  as  anybody  might  do, 
an'  started  to  go  'ome.  Why  not?  But 
the  brutal  majority  treated  me  shameful. 
Chucked  me  into  a  pond,  they  did,  an'  1 
'adn't  got  more'n  about  a  quarter  of  a  suit  o' 
clothes  to  go  'ome  in." 

"  All  owin'  to  the  rotten  system  o'  s'ciety," 
commented  Sotcher.  "The  rule  o'  the 
majority's  just  as  bad  as  any  other  rule  ;  but 
there's  to  be  no  rule  an'  no  majority  now, 
no  commerce  an'  profit-huntin';  free  exchange, 
free  every  think  !  " 

It  is  impossible  to  set  going  an  entirely 
new  system  of  life  without  a  little  friction, 
and  the  friction  began  at  bed-time.  There 
was  only  one  bed  in  the  place,  and  Billy 
Snider,  having  with  much  foresight  dis- 
covered this  fact  in  time,  went  to  bed 
first,  unostentatiously.  When  this  treachery 
became  apparent,  Joe  Budd's  righteous  indig- 
nation was  worthy  of  the  occasion.  He  took 
the  slumbering  betrayer  of  the  rights  of  man 
by  a  leg  and  an  arm  and  hauled  him  out  on 
the  floor. 
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"D'ye  call  this  equal  rights?"  he  demanded. 
"  You  sleepin'  comftable  in  a  bed  an'  us  on 
the  floor  ?  Ought  to  be  ashamed  o'  yerself. 
You  ain't  got  no  more  rights  in  that  bed  than 
we  'ave ;  an'  as  I  pulled  you  out,  I'm  goin'  to 
sleep  in  it."     Which  he  did. 

In  the  morning  it  was  perceived  that  Billy 
Snider  had  risen  early  and  gone  out. 

"  Gone  on  a  job,"  commented  Sotcher. 
"  Hope  he'll  bring  back  something  good." 

At  this  moment  Joe  Budd,  whose  hand 
had  strayed  carelessly  over  the  edge  of  the 
money-box  as  it  lay  on  its  shelf,  uttered  a 
gasp,  and  pulled  down  the  box  bodily.  It 
was  empty ! 

Joe  Budd's  opinion  of  Billy  Snider  when 
he  pulled  him  out  of  bed  was  mere  flattery 
to  the  opinion  he  expressed  now.  He  kept 
at  it  so  long  that  at  length  Teddy  Mills  took 
up  a  pair  of  boots  that  were  partly  mended 
and  set  to  work  to  finish  them.  The  sight 
of  Teddy's  industry  somewhat  calmed  Joe, 
and  presently  he  asked,  "  How  long'U  you  be 
getting  them  done  ?  " 

"  Not  more'n  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  Teddy 
estimated. 

"Right,"  returned  Joe,  sitting  down  and 
feeling  for  his  pipe.  "  I'll  take  'em  'ome  for 
you." 

But  here  Sotcher  interposed.  "  Don't  you 
bother,  comrade,"  he  said  ;  "  they  mightn't 
know  you.     /'//  take  'em  'ome." 

"No,"  replied  Joe,  taking  his  pipe  from 
his  mouth  and  looking  very  squarely  into 
Botcher's  eyes.     "  I  bet  you  won't." 

Sotcher  let  it  stand  at  that  and  resigned 
himself  to  watch  Teddy's  work.  When  it 
was  done  and  the  largest  sum  that  could 
possibly  be  charged  was  decided  on,  Joe 
Budd  was  given  precise  directions  to  find  the 
chandler's  shop  where  the  boots  were  due, 
and  departed  with  them  under  his  arm. 

"  Comrade  Joe  Budd,"  observed  Sotcher, 
gazing  thoughtfully  at  the  ceiling,  "  is  a  noble 
soul,  as  every  friend  o'  the  social  revolution 
must  be  But  from  the  point  o'  view  o'  the 
group,  p'r'aps  it's  a  pity  'e  took  them  boots 
'ome.'i 

"  Why,"  asked  Teddy,  "  'e  won't  stick  to 
the  money,  will  'e  ?  " 

"Stick  to  it?  No— not  stick  to  it;  not 
stick  to  it  long,  anyway.  But  'e's  a  noble, 
impulsive  soul,  an'  liable  to  get  thirsty  very 
sudden.  An'  'e  deals  very  free  an'  large,  as 
regards  thirst." 

But  Mr.  Budd's  thirst  was  destined  to  be 
unrelieved  as  yet.  In  five  minutes  he  burst 
into  the  room  in  a  state  of  exacerbated  ill- 
temper,  and  exhibited  strong  signs  of  a  desire 


to  catch  Teddy  Mills  by  the  throat.  Teddy 
took  up  a  position  behind  a  table,  with 
dodging-room  on  either  hand. 

"  What  d'ye  mean  ?  "  demanded  Joe  Budd. 
"  What  d'ye  mean  by  sendin'  me  out  for 
nothin'  ?  The  chap  at  the  chandler's  shop's 
been  an'  took  it  off"  your  bill,  an'  'e  says  you 
owe  'im  one  an'  ninepence  ha'penny  beside  ! " 

"  Does  'e  ? "  Teddy  answered,  blankly. 
"  It's  very  likely.  My  wife  used  to  run  a  bill 
with  'im,  but  I  didn't  know  'ow  it  stood." 

Here  Mr.  Budd  was  aware  of  something 
very  like  a  chuckle  from  Sotcher. 

"  What  ? "  he  exclaimed,  diverting  his 
wrath  in  the  new  direction.  "  Laughin',  was 
ye?  Laughin'  at  me?  Call  that  liberty, 
I  s'pose  ?     All  right — gimme  that  'at." 

Sotcher's  hat  was  a  sad  thing,  but  he  wore 
it  indoors  and  out  as  an  expression  of  con- 
tempt for  social  forms.  Joe  Budd  snatched 
it  from  his  head,  and  drove  out  the  dent  in 
the  crown  with  a  punch  of  his  fist. 

"You  take  a  liberty  with  me,"  he  said, 
"an'  ril  take  one  with  you  —  that's  equal 
rights.  I'll  expropriate  this  'ere  'at,  an'  swop 
it  for  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  —  that's 
free  exchange ;  an'  if  I  'ave  any  o'  your  lip 
you'll  get  a  free  punch  on  the  nose  I " 

And  therewith,  carrying  the  clock  under  his 
arm,  Mr.  Joe  Budd  walked  out  for  the  day. 

It  was  a  dull  day's  work  for  Teddy  Mills, 
spite  of  Sotcher's  eloquence.  Sotcher  ex- 
plained that  little  difficulties  were  inevitable 
in  the  early  stages  of  so  glorious  an  under- 
taking as  theirs,  but  that  things  would  go 
more  smoothly  every  hour.  Late  in  the 
evening  Joe  Budd  returned,  very  red  in  the 
face,  a  trifle  thick  in  the  voice,  but  noisy  and 
argumentative  withal. 

He  took  the  money-box  from  the  shelf  and 
shook  it  contemptuously.  "  Empty,  o'  course," 
he  said.  "  You  two  ain't  done  much  for  this 
'ere  community  to-day,  but  I  will." 

He  dropped  a  pawn-ticket  into  the  box, 
and  put  it  down  before  them.  "  That's  the 
ticket  for  the  clock,"  he  pursued.  "  All  there 
is  in  the  box.  Seems  to  me  you  expect  me 
to  keep  this  'ere  show  goin'  all  by  myself. 
Well,  any'ow,  I  done  my  share  today— 
Where's  my  supper  ?  " 

He  glared  from  Teddy  Mills  to  Sotcher, 
and  back  to  Teddy  again.  But  with  that  his 
attention  was  drawn  in  another  direction  by 
the  stealthy  entrance  of  Billy  Snider. 

Snider  slid  in  quietly,  though  with  an 
elaborate  air  of  careless  indifference.  Joe 
sprang  up  and  seized  him  by  the  arm. 
"  Where's  that  money  ?  "  demanded  tj^e  out- 
raged Budd. 
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•CARKYING  THE  CLOCK    UNDER    HIS   ARM,    MR.    JOE   BUDD   WALKED  OUT   FOR     IHK    DAV.' 


"Money?  What  money?"  asked  Billy, 
with  much  innocent  surprise. 

"  What  money  ?  You  know  what  money ; 
all  the  money ;  the  money  in  the  box  !  " 

Billy  Snider  wriggled  uncomfortably  and 
looked  from  one  to  another.  .  "In  the  box ? 
Oh,  that  ?  Well,  I  wanted  it,  you  know,  so  I 
just  took  it — like  we  arranged." 

"  Like  we — like  we — why,  you  took  it  all ! " 

"Yes,  I  know.     I  wanted  it  all." 

Joe  Budd  wasted  no  more  words,  but 
swung  Billy  Snider  across  the  room  and 
pushed  him  backward  over  the  table.  "  You 
turn  out  yer  pockets,"  he  commanded,  "  or 
I'll  tear  'em  out  o'  your  trouseys  an'  bash 
you  arterwards.     Go  on  !     Turn  'em  out !  " 

Billy  Snider  glanced  toward  the  other  com- 
rades, but  saw  no  encouragement.  Very 
grudgingly  he  extracted  several  shillings  and 
a  few  coppers  from  one  Irouser-pocket  and 
put  them  on  the  table 

"  Go  on  !     Out  with  the  rest  ! " 

With  another  reluctant  effort  Billy  added 
some  more  shillings,  but  Joe,  with  a  preference 
for  quicker  business,  thrust  his  fingers  into  his 
victim's  waistcoat-pockets  with  no  reluctance 
whatever,  and  there  found  three  sovereigns ! 

"Three  quid!"  cried  Joe.  "Look  at 
that !  An'  last  night  'e  'adn't  got  fifteen  bob 
to  pay  Tnto  the  funds  !  " 


He  released  Billy  and  turned  from  one 
comrade  to  another  a  look  of  grieved  surprise. 
"  Seems  to  me  I've  bin  made  a  victim  of  in 
this  'ere  business,"  he  said.  "  You're  all 
in  it,  I  b'lieve.  Well,  well — I  won't  appoint 
myself  treasurer,  'cos  that  'ud  be  officialism 
an'  authority,  an'  agin  the  sacred  principles 
of  anarchy.  I  won't  be  treasurer,  but  I 
will  take  care  o'  the  money.  Where's  my 
supper?"  he  proceeded,  with  a  sudden  burst 
of  wrath.  "  'Kre,  you,  Mr.  Bloomin'  Jawme- 
dead,  take  that  an'  get  my  supper  1 " 

It  was  Sotcher  who  was  addressed,  and 
"  that "  was  a  vigorous  bang  in  the  eye. 
Sotcher  staggered  and  gasped,  and,  with  a 
tender  hand  over  the  bruised  feature,  began 
a  noisy  protest  based  on  the  rights  of  sove- 
reign humanity. 

"  Rights  ! "  retorted  Joe  Budd.  "  It's  equal 
rights  for  all,  ain't  it  ?  Very  well ;  I've 
punched  you  in  the  eye— you've  got  just  as 
much  right  to  punch  me.  Goin'  to  ?  Eh? 
Ain't  you  ?  'Cos  if  you  ain't,  go  an'  get  my 
supper.  That's  voluntary  co-operation,  that 
is.  *  Anarchy  is  order '  is  what  you  told  me 
yerself,  an'  I'm  goin'  to  'ave  my  orders  carried 
out  'ere.  I  ain't  agoin'  to  belong  to  a  free 
community  an'  be  done  out  o'  my  rights. 
This  'ere's  a  brother'ood  of  free  initiative, 
whether  you  like  it  or  no  1 " 
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Late  that  night,  when  Joe  Budd  had 
retired  in  state  to  the  bed  that  had  been 
Teddy's,  Billy  Snider  suggested  the  propriety 
of  a  simultaneous  attack  on  the  common 
oppressor.  But  Sotcher,  still  tenderly 
fingering  the  black  eye,  was  sure'  that  his 
principles  would  never  permit  him  to  partici- 
pate in  an  act  involving  the  Tyranny  of  the 
Majority. 

And  in  the  morning  it  was  found  that 
Billy  Snider  had  risen  early  again.  He  had 
not  interfered  with  the  box  this  time,  for  the 
pawn-ticket  lay  undisturbed.  But  Joe  Budd, 
swathed  in  a  blanket,  came  downstairs  in  a 


minutes  in  company  with  that  foe  of  all  his 
dearest  principles— a  policeman. 

"  Tve  bin  robbed  in  this  'ouse,"  Sotcher 
complained,  clamorously.  "  Fve  bin  robbed 
o*  two  pound  one  an'  four  in  this  'ouse,  an' 
ril  'ave  the  lor '  of  somebody  !  That's  the 
master  o'  the  'ouse,  constable,  an'  'is  name's 
Mills.  Ain't  'e  responsible  ?  I've  bin  robbed 
in  this  'ouse,  I  tell  you,  an'  I  won't  stand  it ! 
'E's  responsible  in  the  eye  o'  the  lor.  Two 
pound  one  an'  four  was  in  my  pockets,  an' 
while  there's  lor  an'  magistrates  an'  p'lice  in 
this  country  I  mean  to  'ave  my  rights.  There's 
the  man  o'  the  'ouse,  constable  ! " 


*' SOTCHKR   STAGGKRRD   AND   GASPED." 


typhoon  of  violent  language,  to  announce 
that  his  clothes  were  all  gone,  with  the 
money  in  the  pockets. 

Now  it  chanced  that  Joe  Budd's  was  the 
best  suit  of  clothes  in  the  house,  while 
Botcher's  would  never  have  paid  for  carrying 
off.  But  although  Sotcher's  clothes  were  left, 
and  not  a  rag  the  worse,  instantly  he  paled, 
it  was  observed,  at  the  announcement  of 
Billy's  second  evasion,  and  clapped  his  hands 
to  his  pockets.  There  were  several  seconds 
of  agonized  and  contorted  investigation,  and 
then  the  orator  straightway  vanished  into  the 
outer    street,    whence    he   returned    in    five 


Boys  came  running,  and  women  with  aprons 
over  their  heads  ;  and  the  Rodd  Street  Revo- 
lution wound  up  ignobly  in  a  street  row  of  the 
most  ordinary  Bethnal  Green  type,  the  centre 
whereof  was  marked  by  the  towering  helmet  of 
the  policeman,  about  which  swirled  the  excited 
forms  of  Teddy  Mills,  Alfred  Sotcher,  and  a 
large  and  violent  man  in  a  blanket.  While  in  the 
distance  was  perceived  the  rapidly  approaching 
form  of  Mrs.  Mills,  who  had  heard  rumours  of 
strange  doings  at  the  home  she  had  left  tem- 
porarily with  a  view  to  giving  her  husband  a 
salutary  shock,  and  was  most  vigorously 
resolved  to  investigate  matters  for  herself. 
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HE  following  are  the  solutions  of  the 
two  puzzles  which  were  left  to  the 
reader  last  month  : — 

The  Sheep-Fold. — "  A  farmer  had  a  pen 
made  of  fifty  hurdles,  capable  of  holding  a 
hundred  sheep  only.  Supposing  he  wanted 
to  make  it  sufficiently  large  to  hold  double 
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THE   Si>l.lJriON    TO   THE   SHEKP-POLO    PUZZLE. 

that  number,  how  many  additional  hurdles 
must  he  have  ?  "  That  is  the  ancient  puzzle, 
and  this  is  the  answer  that  is  always  given 
and  accepted  as  correct  :  Two  more  hurdles 
would  be  necessary,  for  the  original  pen  was 
twenty-four  by  one  (as  in  Fig.  A),  and  by 
moving  one  of  the  sides  and  placing  an 
additional  hurdle  at  each  end  (as  in  Fig.  B) 
the  area  would  be  doubled.  The  diagrams 
are  not  to  scale.  Now,  there  is  no  condition 
in  the  puzzle  that  requires  the  sheep  fold  to 
be  of  any  particular  form.  But  even  if  we 
accept  the  point  that  the  i^en  was  twenty-four 
by  one,  the  answer  utterly  fails,  for  two  extra 
hurdles  are  certainly  not  at  all  necessary. 
For  example,  I  arrange  the  fifty  hurdles  as 
in  Fig.  C,  and  as  the  area  is  increased  from 
twenty-four  "  scjuare  hurdles  "  to  one  hundred 
and  fifty-six,  there  is  now  accommodation  for 
six  hundred  and  fifty  sheep.  If  it  be  held 
that  the  area  must  be  exactly  double  that  of 
the  original  pen,  then  I  construct  it  (as  in 
Fig.  I))  with  twenty-eight  hurdles  only,  and 
have  twenty«two  in  hand  for  other  purposes 
on  the  farm.  Even  if  it  were  insisted  that 
all  the  original  hurdles  must  be  used,  then  I 


should  construct  it  as  in  Fig.  E,  where  I  can 
get  the  area  as  exact  as  any  farmer  could 
possibly  require,  even  if  we  have  to  allow  for 
the  fact  that  the  sheep  might  not  be  able  to 
graze  at  the  extreme  ends.  Thus  we  see  that, 
from  any  point  of  view,  the  accepted  answer 
to  this  ancient  little  puzzle  breaks  down. 
And  yet  attention  has  never  before  been 
drawn  to  the  absurdity. 

The  Puzzle  Wall. — The  answer  given 
in  all  the  old  books  is  that  shown  in  Fig.  i, 
where  the  curved  wall  shuts  out  the  cottages 
from  access  to  the  lake.  But  in  seeking  the 
direction  for  the  "  shortest  possible "  wall 
most  readers  to-day,  remembering  that  the 
shortest  distaftce  between  two  points  is  a 
straight  line,  will  adopt  the  method  shown  in 
Fig.  2.  This  is  certainly  an  improvement, 
yet  the  correct  answer  is  really  that  indicated 
in  Fig.  3.  A  measurement  of  the  lines  will 
show  that  there  is  a  considerable  saving  of 
length  in  this  wall. 
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No.   XI.—SMITH,    BROWN,    JONES,    AND   ROBINSON. 


O  someone— perhaps  a  Talbot,  a  Mont- 
morency,   or    a    Brahozon  —  who    had 
about      **  common      names," 
the    historian,    once    retorted, 
are     the    names    of    greatest 
Take  away  the  achievements 


}    spoken 
"    Froude, 
**  Those 
honour. 


BISHOP  MILES  SMITH, 


of  the  Smiths  and  the  Browns,  and  what  a  different 
thing  English  hiscory  would  be." 

As  for  the  mighty  clan  of  the  Smiths,  a  gap  indeed 
would  there  be  m  our  annals  if  they  had  never  lived — 
and  a  still  more  terrific  gap  would  be  created  in  society 
if  all  l>caring  that  name  suddenly  vanished  into  the 
Ewi^^keit,     We  may  take   their   present   numbers  in 
Britain  and  America  at  well  over  a  million.     When 
Lord  Strathcona,  then  Sir  D<mald  Smith,  was 
standing  for  Parliament  in  Canada,  a  partisan 
brought  down  the  house  by  his  reply  to  an 
opposition  taunt,   **  Who  is  Smith  ?     What  is 
Smith?      Why  is   Smith?"      "Always,"  he 
said,  **  pin  your  faith  to  a  Smith  wherever  you 
find  him.     There  are  no  frills  on  a  Smith.     If 
you  want  boldness  and  pluck,  vote  for  Captain 
John  Smith  ;   if  you  want  a  master  of  logic, 
vole  f  »r  Adam  Smith  ;  if  you  want  wit  equal- 
ling the   wit  of  archangels,   vote  for  Sydney 
Smith  ;  and  if  you  want  ability  and  patriotism, 
vote  for  Donald  Smith." 

Let  us  tear  a  leaf  out  of  Anglo-Saxon  his- 
tory, or  insert  a  new  one  there,  reciting  the 
deeds  of  the  Smiths,  the  Browns,  the  Joneses, 
and  the  Robinsons.  There  are  other  common 
names,  but  let  us  take  these  four  great  English 
tribes.  Suppose  we  l)egin  by  calling  the  roll  of 
honour  of  the  Smiths.  They  have  an  alternative 
name  in  the  Norih,  for,  as  Lord  Strathcona 
writes  to  The  Strand,  '*I  am  aware  that 
those  of  the  name  of  Smith,  or  Gow,  are 
recognised  in  Scotland  as  a  clan  or  sept,  known 
indifferently  as  the  Smith  or  Gow  Clan." 

The  earliest  Smith  known  to  our  national 
biography  was  Sir  Thomas  of  that  ilk,  who 
became  one  of  the  principal  Secretaries  of 
Slate  in  the  reign  of  the  sixin  Edward.  A  few 
decades  passed  and  Bishop  Miles  Smith,  son 
of  a  Hereford  butcher,  won  renown  as  a  learned 
Orientalist.  He  was  one  of  the  select  coterie  to 
whom  the  authorized  lran>lali()n  of  ihe  Bible 
was  entrusted.     On  the  iQlh  December,  1606, 
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^JOHN   RAPHAEL  SMITH. 

At 


the  lion-hearted  Captain  John  Smith  set 
out  from  Black  wall  to  found  N'irginia.  To 
Kent  belongs  the  honour  of  producing 
the  first  Governor  of  the  East  India  Com- 
pany, Sir  Thomas  Smith,  while  Henry 
Smith,  a  scion  of  the  great  Nottingham- 
shire family,  was  one  of  the  judges  who 
signed  the  death-warrant  of  Charles  I. 
Ihe  Rev.  John  Smith,  of  Nantwich,  is 
known  as  a  distinguished  divine,  while 
his  namesake,  the  baronet,  won  eminence 
as  a  scholar.  The  science  of  political 
economy  owes  its  genesis  to  the  celebrated 
Scotsman,  Adam  Smith.  William  Smith 
was  in  his  time  a  famous  Drury  Lane 
actor,  while  Charlotte  Smith  and  John 
Raphael  Smith  achieved  distinction  in 
the  paths  of  literature  and  art  respec- 
ti>cly.  That  monumental  work,  *'The 
English  Flora,"  still  survives  to  keep 
green  the  memory  of  Sir  J.  E.  Smith,  the 
great  botanist. 

In  1799  the  doughty  Admiral  Sir  Sidney 
Smith  successfully  defended  St.  Jean 
d'Acre  against  the  great  Little  Corporal's 
most  obdurate  attacks.  Three  years  later 
his  clerical  namesake — the  famous  wit — 
was  founding  xht  Editibui gh  Review^  while 
the  publication  ot  "  Rejected  Addresses" 
by  those  clever  brothers  Jamesand  Horace 
Smith  in  181 2  convulsed  the  literary 
world  with  laughter.  Sport  has  produced 
no  more  illustrious  son  than  Thomas 
Assheton  Smith,  the  celebrated  cricketer 
and  M.F. H.  Thomas  Southwood  Smith, 
M.D.,  was  a  well-known 
/\  ^=^     sanitary    reformer.       South 
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THOMAS   A.  SMITH, 


Sir  J.  e.  SMITH. 
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GEORGE  SMITH. 


Africa  has  dedicated  several  towns,  in- 
cluding l^dysmith  and  Harrismith,  to  the 
memory  of  Sir  Harry  George  Wakelyn 
Smith,  the  distinguished  victor  of  AUwal. 
Albert  Smith,  contributor  to  Funch  and 
author  of  the  diverting  "Adventures  of 
Mr.  Ledbury,"  l^ars  a  name  familiar  to 
many.  Henry  John  Smith  was  as  dis- 
tin^ished  a  mathematician  as  George 
Smith  was  a  divine  ;  while  the  Right  Hon. 
W.  H.  Smith,  leader  of  the  House  and 
First  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  requires  no 
further  mention. 

Dr.  Goldwin  Smith  has  won  a  foremost 
place  for  himself  in  the  ranks  of  living 
historians.  The  Hon.  W.  F.  D*  Smith, 
M.P.,  ably  represents  the  Strand  Division 
in  Parliament ;  while  Major-General  Sir 
C.  H.  Smith  is  a  distinguished  soldier 
who  has  seen  service  in  South  Africa  and 
Egypt.  Australia  num])ers  the  Hon.  Sir 
E.  T.  Smith  amongst  her  cleverest  legis- 
lators, and  Sir  Francis  Villeneuve-Smith 
is  an  ex- Premier  of  Tasmania.  Mr.  Henry 
Babington  Smith,  C.B.,  holds  a  high 
position  in  the  Civil  Service.  The  Right 
Hon.  Sir  J.  Parker  Smith  is  a  Privy 
Councillor,  while  the  Very  Rev.  J.  A. 
Smith  is  t'  e  well-known  Dean  of  St. 
David's.  Mr.  Morton  Smith,  Recorder 
of  Rochester,  and  Mr.  F.  E.  Smith, 
K.C.,  M.P.,  have  both  achieved  emi- 
nence at  the  Bar ;  but  in  the  great  clan 
of  Smith  no  name  is  more  illustrious 
than     that    of     Lord     Slrathcona,     the 
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Author. 


UONATHAN   BROWN./ 


C«ntreJ  Sir  GEORGE 

BROWN. 


%ir  J.  CRICHTON- 
BROWNE. 


Rev.  J.  C.  BROWN. 


Then  we  come  to  the  Browns.  With  i 
reference  to  the  project  to  form  the  Brownes 
into  a  clan,  Sir  James  Crichton  -  Browne 
writes  to  The  Strano  :  **  I  suppose  it  is 
the  Irish  Brownes  whom  it  is  proposed  to 
deal  with  in  that  way,  and  therefore  I  am  not 
personally  interested  in  the  matter.  I  am 
pure  Lowland  Scotch,  my  family  having  been 
for  generations  settled  in  Berwickshire.  The 
name  was  originally  Brown^  but  my  great- 
grandfather, having  obtained  a  commission 
in  the  Royal  Artificers,  as  they  were  then 
called  (afterwards  the  Sappers  and  Miners, 
now  the  Royal  Engineers),  found  on  arriving 
at  Chatham  that  the  commanding  officer's 
name  was  Browne — I  suppose  one  of  the 
Oranmore  Brownes— and  very  sillily,  out  of 
compliment  to  him,  changed  the  spelling  into 
Browne.  That  was  a  hundred  and  thirty 
years  ago,  and  Browne  it  has  ever  since 
remained. 

The  earliest  famous  Browne  was,  of  course, 
the  great  metaphysician.  Fifty-three  years 
after  the  author  of  **  Keligio  Medici "  had 
bieen  laid  to  rest  the  founder  of  the  Brunonian 
system  of  medicine  first  saw  daylight  in  a  little 
Berwickshire  village,  and  so  learned  was  the 
young  physician  that  the  country  people  firmly 
l)elieved  he  could  *'  raise  the  devil.  *  James 
Baldwin  Brown,  LL.D.,  was  the  author  of 
several  historical  works,  while  Jonathan 
Brown  made  a  grpat  reputation  as  a  preacher. 
Few  soldiers  have  had  a  more  brilliant 
military  career  than  General  Sir  George 
Brown,  who  played  an  active  part  in  the 
Crimean  War. 

America  has  produced  no  more  stalwart  son 
than    John    Brown,    the    great    anti- slavery 
agitator,  who  perished  on  the  gallows  for  his  ' 
belief,  or  the   Church  a    nobler    mind 
than  that  of  Harold  Browne,  Bishop  of 
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Winchester.  Although  both  II.  K. 
Browne  and  Ford  Madox  Brown  were 
devotees  of  xirt,  there  is  a  world  of  difierence 
between  the  side  -  splitting  caricatures  of 
*'Phiz"  and  the  dignified -almost  gloomy 
—  paintings  of  the  great  Pre  -  Raphaelile. 
"Artemus  Ward,"  the  American  humorist, 
is  a  name  familiar  to  many.  The  Rev.  H.  S. 
Brown  was  an  eloquent  Baptist  preacher, 
while  the  Rev.  J.  C.  Brown  spent  his  life 
as  a  missionary  at  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope.  Sir  James  Crichton-Browne  bears  a 
distinguished  name  in  the  world  of  medicine. 
General  Sir  Samuel  Browne,  V.C,  was  a  dis- 
tinguished soldier,  while  Mr.  J.  II.  Balfour- 
Browne,  K.C.,  author  of  :i:any  works  on  legal 
sul)jects,  is  noted  for  his  forensic  skill. 

There  are  few  better-known  men  in  engi- 
neering circles  than  Sir  Benjamin  Chapman 
Browne,  or  in  the  world  of  medicine  than 
Sir  C.  Gage  Brown,  medical  adviser  to  the 
Colonial  Office.  The  Bishop  of  Bristol  has 
written  a  number  of  ^\prkS  on  historical  sub- 
jects. The  work  of  that  inimitable  draughts- 
man, Mr.  Tom  Browne,  is  well  known  to 
readers  of  Thr  Strand,  while  Lord  Oran- 
more  and  Browne  is  a  familiar  figure  at 
Westminster. 

While  it  is  true  that  no  single  Jones  has 
yet  attained  universal  fame,  yet  the  Jones 
family  roll  of  honour  is'  studded  with  the 
names  of  men  of  whom  any  country  might 
well  be  proud.  There  is,  for  example,  Inigo. 
Jones,  the  celebrated  architect,  and  many 
noble  buildings  scattered  up  and  down  the 
country  survive  to  testify  to  the  skill  of  this 
"  English  \'ilruvius."  Another  famous  l>earer 
of  this  name  was  the  Rev.  William  Jones,  of  I 
Nayland,  founder  of  the  British  Crilic 
and  author  of  divers  religious  works. 


/L  MORTON  BROWNB.i) 
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Sir  S  BURNE-JONES. 


Sir  A.  E.  JONES, 
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HENRY  ARTHUR  JONES. 
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The  Rev.  David  Jones  was  a  distinguished 
divine,  while  the  vicar  of  Langan  achieved 
great  notoriety  as  a  preacher  of  the  "  Revi- 
valist" order.  There  has  been  a  no  more 
brilliant  Orientalist  than  Sir  William  Jones, 
who  became  a  judge  in  the  Calcutta  High 
Court  in  1783.  It  is  said  that  he  knew 
thirteen  languages  thoroughly  and  twenty- 
eight  fairly  well. 

The  American  War  of  Independence  gave 
birth  to  many  adventurers,  but  none  more 
widely  known  than  the  famous  Captain  Paul 
Jones.  "  Gentleman  Jones,"  the  actor,  was  a 
prime  favourite  with  theatre-goers  in  the  early 
part  of  the  last  century,  while  Leslie  Grove 
Jones  won  much  notoriety  by  his  violent  letters 
in  the  Times ^  under  the  pseudonym  **  Radical." 

The  pictures  of  Sir  E.  Burne-Jones  are 
familiar  to  all.  Admiral  Sir  L.  T.  Jones  was 
a  gallant  sea-dog  of  the  old  school.  Sir  D.  B. 
Jones,  M.P.,  has  gained  a  reputation  as  a  keen 
debater.  Captairill.  ^Mansel -Jones,  V'.C.,  is 
one  of  the  heroes  of  the  South  African  War 
and  won  the  coveted  Cross  by  a  deed  of 
exceptional  bravery. 

The  Recorder  of  Newcastle,  Mr.  Atherley- 
Jones,  K.C.,  figured  largely  in  the  public  eye 
during  the  recent  Druce  case.  Colonel  E. 
Pryce  -Jones  is  an  enthusiastic  Volunteer. 
General  Sir  Howard  Jones  has  seen  much 
active  service  with  the  Royal  Marines,  while 
the  Hon.  George  Jones  is  a  member  of  the 
"New  Zealand  Legislative  Council  and  a  zealous 
temperance  reformer.  Mr.  Henry  Arthur 
Jones,  the  brilliant  author  of  '*  Mrs.  Dane's 
Defence,'*  needs  no  further  introduction.  Sir 
Alfred  Jones  is  well  known  in  the  commercial 
world  and  is  president  of  the  Liverpool 
Chamljer  of  Commerce. 
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We  are  told  by  the  author  of  "  The  Biglow 
Papers  "  that  :— 
John  P 
Robinson  he 
Says  they  didn't  know  everything  down  in  Judce. 

And  one  of  the  things  they  didn't  know  in 
ancient  times  was  Robinson,  although  Jews, 
Greeks,  and  Romans  were  naturally  well 
acquainted  with  equivalents  for  Smith,  Brown, 
and  Jones.  There  had  to  be  a  Teutonic 
Robert  before  there  was  a  Robin  and  the  son 
of  Robin.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  first  of 
the  name  of  any  note  was  a  Dean  of  Durham 
who  flourished  in  the  sixteenth  century,  and 
was  known  as  Thomas  Rolx^rtson  or  Thomas 
Robinson  without  distinction.  Robinson 
seems  almost  the  youngest  of  the  familiar 
names,  and  the  other  clans  had  to  take  their 
turn  **  before  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson." 

In  1827  the  Right  Hon.  Frederick  John 
Robinson,  first  Earl  of  Ripon,  succeeded 
Canning  in  the  Premiership.  He  has  l>een 
described  as  the  weakest  Prime  Minister  who 
ever  held  office  in  this  country.  The  l)eautiful 
*'  Perdita"  was  not  a  Robinson  by  birth,  and 
in  view  of  her  conjugal  misfortunes  it  is  to  be 
doubted  whether  she  regarded  the  name  with 
much  complacency. 

Like  the  clan  of  Jones,  the  Robinsons  have 
given  many  distinguished  sons  to  the  Church. 
The  Rev.  Robert  Robinson  was  a  Baptist 
minister  and  hymn  writer,  while  the  Rev. 
Thomas  of  that  ilk  became  vicar  of  Leicester 
and  published  several  works  on  religious 
subjects. 

Sir  Hercules  Robinson,  first  Lord  Rosmead, 
was  one  of  the  greatest  of  our  Colonial 
Governors.  There  is  no  more  erudite  authority 
on  art  than  Sir  John  Charles  Robinson.     Sir 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

THE    KEY    OF   THE    PARLOUR. 

LFRI  DA  was  behind  the  secret 
panel,  and  the  panel  had  shut 
with  a  spring.  She  had  come 
there  hoping  to  find  the  jewels 
that  had  been  hidden  two 
hundred  years  ago  by  Sir 
Edward  Talbot  when  he  was  pretending  to 
be  the  Chevalier  St.  George.  She  had  not 
had  time  even  to  look  for  the  jewels  before  the 
panel  closed,  and  now  that  she  was  alone  in 
the  dusty  dark,  with  the  door  shut  between 
her  and  the  brightly  -  lit  parlour  where  her 
brother  was,  the  jewels  hardly  seemed  to 
matter  at  all,  but  what  did  so  dreadfully  and 
very  much  matter  was  that  closed  panel. 
Edred  had  tried  to  open  it,  and  he  had  fallen 
off  the  chair.  Well,  there  had  been  plenty 
of  time  for  him  to  get  up  again. 

*'  Why  don't  you  op>en  the  door  ? "  she 
called,  impatiently.  And  there  was  no 
answer.     Behind  that  panel  silence  seemed  a 
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thousand  times  more  silent  than  it  ever  had 
before.  And  it  was  so  dark.  And  Edred 
bud  the  matches  in  his  pockt:t. 

'*  Cdred  !  Edred  T'  she  called,  suddenly, 
and  very  loud*  "Why  don't  you  open  the 
df  >or  ? '' 

And  this  time  he  answered. 

*'  Because  I  can't  reach,"  he  said. 

"  Get  on  the  chair/'  Elfrida  was  trying 
very  hard  not  to  be  exlremely  cross.  It  was 
rathtr  ^ni]i\d  of  EdrL^d,  she  couldn't  help 
feeling. 

*^  I  can't  get  on  tht;  chair/'  said  Edred's 
voice^  growing  mare  melancholy  with  each 
word. 

"  Wliy  not  ?  " 

"  It's  smashed.  The  arms  are  off  and  the 
back's  split.  And  I  tell  you  my  Iqj's  all 
twisted  and  hurt  in  the  knickerbocker  part." 

There  was  a  rather  long  pause,  which 
Elfrida  occupied  in  reminding  herself  that 
one  should  always  try  to  make  the  best  of 
things. 

*'  Never  mind,"  she  said*;  "  you'll  catch  it 
about  the  chair,  though.  I  shall  go  up  into 
the  little  room  and  wait.  I  expect  it's  light 
there.  And  if  the  jewels  are  there,"  she 
added,  not  quite  without  malice,  "it'll  be 
jolly  playing  with  them.  Don't  you  wish 
you'd  come  in  w^hen  I  told  you,  instead  of 
breaking  chairs  and  getting  bumped  heads 
and  twisted  knickerbockers  ?  " 

"  A"<7,"  said  Edred,  most  definitely,  "  I 
don't.     I'd  rather  be  out  here." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  There's  no  knowing  how  long  you'll  be 
shut  up  there." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Elfrida,  bravely.    "  Mrs. 
Honeysett'll  let  me  out  the  minute  she  comes 
home." 
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**  She  can't  get  in  when  she  does  come 
home/'  said  Edred's  mournful  voice.  "  Don't 
you  remember  ?     We  locked  the  doors." 

**  Well,  go  and  unlock  them,  then," 
Elfrida  said,  impatiently. 

"  I  can't,"  said  Edred,  in  tones  of  in- 
creasing despair.     "  I  can't  go  anywhere." 

Elfrida  concluded  that  his  leg  was  seriously 
injured. 

"  I  say — I  am  sorry  if  you're  really  hurt, 
old  boy,"  she  said.  "  Never  mind,  Emily'll 
come  back  some  time.  You  can  shout  to 
her,  and  she  can  get  through  the  parlour 
window,  like  Talbot  did  when  he  was  pre- 
tending to  be  the  King." 

"No,  she  can't,"  was  the  reply  of  the 
wretched  Edred ;  "  nor  yet  J  can't  get  out 
and  go  and  fetch  Emily  from  the  station. 
There's  bars  to  the  window  now — don't  you 
remember  ?  " 

"Is  your  leg  well  enough  for  you  to  go 
and  fetch  her  from  the  station  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  leg's  all  right."     His  tone  could  - 
not  have  been  more  gloomy  if  both  his  legs 
had  been  all  wrong. 

"Then  why  on  earth  don't  you  go  and 
unlock  the  doors  and  cut  down  to  the  station 
and  fetch  her  ?     Don't  be  so  stupid." 

"  Because  I  can't  get  out  of  this  room. 
Stupid  yourself,"  was  his  immediate  retort. 

"Oh,  it  is  aggravating,"  cried  Elfrida, 
stamping  her  foot  in  the  dusty  darkness 
behind  the  panel,  "to  be  here  and  not  to 
be  able  to  see  anything,  or  understand  what 
you're  talking  about.     Why  can't  you  get  out 

of  the  room ?  "  she  pulled  herself  up  on 

the  edge  of  "  Stupid  ! " 

She  might  as  well  have  said  it,  for 
Edred  understood.- 

"It's  not  me  that's  the  stupid  this  time," 
he  remarked,  with  melancholy  triumph. 

"  Why  can't  you  get  out  ? "  Elfrida 
shouted. 

And  Edred,  goaded  to  a  louder  shout  still, 
replied  in  it : — 

"  I  can't  get  out  because  you^ve  got  the  key 
in  your  pocket !  "  • 

I  feel  that  I  ought  to  make  that  the  end  of 
the  chapter  and  leave  you  to  wonder  till  next 
month  how  Elfrida  got  out,  and  how  she 
liked  the  not  getting  out,  which  certainly 
looked  as  though  it  were  going  to  last  longer 
than  anyone  could  possibly  be  expected  to 
find  pleasant. 

But  that  would  make  the  chapter  too 
short,  and  there  are  other  reasons.  So  I  will 
not  disguise  from  you  that  when  Elfrida  put 
her  hand  to  her  pocket  and  felt  something 
there  —  something    hard   and    heavy  —  and 


remembered  that  she  had  put  the  key  of  the 
parlour  there  because  it  was  such  a  nice  safe 
place,  where  it  couldn't  possibly  be  lost,  she 
uttered  what  is  known  as  a  hollow  groan. 

"  Aha  !  You  see  now,"  said  Edred,  out- 
side ;  "  you  see  I'm  not  so  stupid  after  all." 

Elfrida  was  thinking. 

"  I  say,"  she  called  through  the  panel, 
"  it's  no  use  my  standing  here.  I  shall  try 
to  feel  my  way  up  to  the  secret  chamber.  I 
wish  I  could  remember  whether  there's  a 
window  there  or  not.  If  I  were  you  I  should 
just  take  a  book  and  read  till  something 
happens.  Mrs.  Honey  sett's  sure  to  come 
back  some  time." 

"  I  can't  hear  half  you  say,"  said  Edred, 
"  you  do  whiffle  so." 

"  Take  a  book ! "  shouted  his  sister. 
"  Read  !  Mrs.  Honeysett  —  will  —  come  — 
back — some — ti  me. " 

So  Edred  got  down  a  book  called  "  Red 
Cotton  Nightcap  Country,"  which  he  thought 
looked  interesting,  but  I  don't  advise  you  to 
try  it.  And  Elfrida,  her  heart  beating  rather 
heavily,  put  out  her  hands  and  felt  her  way 
along  the  passage  to  the  stairs. 

"  It's  all  very  well,"  she  told  herself;  "  the 
secret  panel  is  there  all  right,  like  it  was  when 
I  went  into  the  past ;  but  suppose  the  stairs 
are  gone— or  weren't  really  ever  there  at  all  ? 
Or  suppose  I  walked  straight  into  a  wall  or 
something  ?  Or  perhaps  not  a  wall — a  well  I " 
she  suggested  to  herself,  with  a  sudden  thrill 
of  terror,  and  after  that  she  felt  very  carefully 
with  each  foot  in  turn  before  she  ventured  to 
put  it  down  in  a  fresh  step. 

The  boards  were  soft  to  tread  on,  as 
though  they  had  been  carpeted  with  velvet, 
and  so  were  the  stairs — for  there  were  stairs, 
sure  enough.  She  went  up  them  very  slowly 
and  carefully,  reaching  her  hands  before  her, 
and  at  last  her  hands  came  against  somethinjg 
that  seemed  like  a  door.  She  stroked  it 
gently,  feeling  for  the  latch,  which  she  pre- 
sently found.  The  door  had  not  been  opened 
for  such  a  very  long  time  that  it  was  not  at  all 
inclined  to  open  now.  Elfrida  had  to  shove 
with  shoulder  and  knee,  and  with  all  the 
strength  she  had.  The  door  gave  way— out 
of  politeness  I  should  think,  for  Elfrida's 
knee  and  shoulder  strength  were  all  quite 
small— and  there  was  the  room  just  as  she 
had  seen  it  when  the  Chevalier  St.  George 
stood  in  it  bowing  and  smiling  by  the  light  of 
one  candle  in  a  silver  candlestick.  Only  now 
Elfrida  was  alone,  and  the  light  was  a  sort  of 
green  twilight  that  came  from  a  little  window 
over  the  mantelpiece,  that  was  hung  outside 
with  a  thick  curtain  of  ivy.     If  Elfrida  had 
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come  out    of  the  sunlight  she  would  have 
called  this  a  green  darkness.     But  she  had 
been  so  long  in  the  dark  that  this  shadowy 
dusk  seemed  quite  light  to 
her.  All  the  s£ime  she  made  ^_ 

haste,  when  she   had   shut 
the  door,  to  drag  a  chair  in 
front  of  the  fireplace  and  to 
get  the  window  open.      It 
opened  inwards,  and  it  did 
not  want  to  open  at  all.    But 
it  also  was  polite  enough  to 
yield    to    her    wishes,    and 
when  it  had  suddenly  given 
way  she   reached    out   and 
broke  the  ivy  leaves  oft'  one 
by   one,  making  more  and 
more  daylight  in  the  secret 
room.  She  did  not  let 
the  leaves  fall  outside, 
but    on    the    hearth- 
stone,   "  for,"   said 
she,  "we  don't  want 
outside    people    to 
get    to     know     all 
about   the   Ardens* 
secret  hiding-place. 
Vm  glad  I  thought  of 
that.  I  really  aw  rather 
like  a  detective  in  a 
book." 

When  all  the  leaves 
were  plucked  from  the 
window's  square  and 
only  the  brown  ivy 
boughs  left,  she 
turned  back  to  the 
room.  The  furniture 
was  all  powdered 
heavily  with  dust,  and 
what  had  made  the 
floor  so  soft  to  walk  upon  was  the  thick 
carpet  of  dust  that  lay  there. 

There  was  the  table  on  which  the  Chevalier 
St.  George — no,  Sir  Edward  Talbot — had 
set  the  tray.  There  were  the  chairs,  and 
there,  sure  enough,  was  the  corner  cupboard 
in  which  he  had  put  the  jewels.  Elfrida  got 
its  door  open  with  I  don't  know  what  of 
mingled  hopes  and  fears.  It  had  three 
shelves,  but  the  jewels  were  on  none  of  them. 
In  fact,  there  was  nothing  on  any  of  them. 
But  on  the  inside  of  the  door  her  hand,  as  she 
held  it  open,  felt  something  rough.  And 
when  she  looked  it  was  a  name  carved^  and 
when  she  swung  the  door  well  back,  so 
that  the  light  fell  full  on  it,  she  saw  that 
the  name  was  "E.  Talbot."  So  then  she 
knew  that  all   she   had   seen  in  that   room 


SHE  SAW  THAT  THE   NAMB  WAS   *  E.  TALBOT. 


previously  must  have  really  happened  two 
hundred  years  before,  and  was  not  just  a 
piece  of  magic  Mouldiwarpiness. 

She  climbed  up  on  the 
chair  again  and  looked  out 
through  the  little  window. 
She  could  see  nothing  of 
the  castle  walls,  only  the 
distant  shoulder  of  the 
downs  and  the  path  that  cut 
across  it  towards  the  station. 
She  would  have  liked  to  see 
a  red  figure  or  a  violet  one 
coming  along  that  path.  But 
there  was  no  figure  on  it. 

What  do  you  usually  do 
when  you  are  shut  up  in  a 
secret  room  with  no  chance 
of  getting  out  for  hours  ?  As 
for  me,  I  always  say  poetry 
to  myself.  It  is  one  of  the 
-uses  of  poetry — one  says  it 
to  oneself  in  distressing  cir- 
cumstances of  that  kind,  or 
when  one  has  to  wait  at 
railway  stations,  or  when 
one  cannot  get  to  sleep  at 
night.  You  will  find  poetry 
most  useful  for  this  purpose. 
So  learn  plenty  of  it,  and 
be  sure  it  is  the  best  kind, 
because  this  is  most  useful 
as  well  as  most  agreeable. 

Elfrida  began  with  "  Ruin 
seize  thee,  ruthless  King," 
but  there  were  parts  of  that 
which  she  liked  best  when 
there  were  other  people 
about,  so  she  stopped  it 
and  began  "  Horatius  and 
the  Bridge."  This  lasted  a 
long  time.  Then  came  "  The  Favourite  Cat 
Drowned  in  a  Tub  of  Goldfish,"  and  in  the 
middle  of  that,  quite  suddenly  and  I  don't 
know  why,  she  thought  of  the  Mouldiwarp. 

"We  didn't  quite  quarrel,"  she  told  her- 
self; "at  least,  not  really,  truly  quarrel.  I 
might  try,  anyhow." 

•  So  she  set  to  work  to  make  a  piece  of  poetry 
to  call  up  the  Mouldiwarp  with.  This  was 
how,  after  a  time,  the  first  piece  came  out : — 

The  Mouldiwarp  of  Arden, 

By  the  nine  gods  it  swore 
That  Elfrida  of  Arden 

Should  be  shut  up  no  more. 
By  the  nine  gods  it  swore  it, 
And  named  a  convenient  time,  no  doubt, 

And  bade  its  messengers  ride  forth, 

East  and  west,  south  and  north, 
To  let  Elfrida  out. 
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But  when  she  said  it  aloud  nothing 
happened. 

"1   wonder,"  said    Elfrida,  "whether   it's 
because  we  quarrelled,  or  because  it  just  says 
he  let  me  out  and  doesn^t  ask  him  to,  or 
because  I  had  to  say  *  Elfrida'  to  make  it 
sound  right,  or   because   it's  such  dreadful 
nonsense?     Til  try  again." 
She  tried  again.     This  time  she  got : — 
Behind  the  secret  panel's  lines 
The  pensive  Elfrida  reclines, 

And  wishes  she  was  at  home  ; 
At  least,  I  ain  at  home,  of  course, 
But  things  are  getting  worse  and  worse  ; 
Dear  mole,  come,  come,  come,  come  ! 

She  said  it  aloud,  and  when  she  came  to 
the  last  words  there  was  the  white  Mouldi- 
warp  sitting  on  the  floor  at  her  feet  and 
looking  up  at  her  with  eyes  that  blinked. 

"  You  are  good  to  come,"  Elfrida  said. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  want  now  ?  "  said  the 
mole. 

"  I — I  ought  to  tell  you  that  I  oughtn't  to 
ask  you  to  do  anything,  but  I  didn't  think 
you'd  come  if  it  really  counted  as  a  quarrel. 
It  was  only  a  httle  one,  and  we  were  both 
sorry  quite  directly." 

"  You  have  a  straightforward  nature,"  said 
the  Mouldiwarp.  "  Well,  well,  I  must  say 
you've  got  yourself  into  a  nice  hole  ! " 

"It  would  be  a  very  nice  hole,"  said  Elfrida, 
eagerly,  "  if  only  the  panel  were  open.  I 
wouldn't  mind  how  long  I  stayed  here  then. 
That's  funny,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  the  mole.  "Well,  if  you 
hadn't  quarrelled  I  couRl  get  you  into 
another  time — some  time  when  the  panel 
was  open — and  you  could  just  walk  out. 
You  shouldn't  quarrel.  It  makes  everything 
different.  It  puts  dust  into  the  works.  It 
stops  the  wheels  of  the  clock." 

"The  dock,"  said  Elfrida,  slowly ;  "couldn't 
that  work  backwards  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  said  the 
mole. 

**  I  don't  know  that  I  quite  know  myself," 
Elfrida  explained  \  "  but  the  daisy  clock. 
You  sit  on  the  second-hand  and  there  isn't 
any  time  ;  and  yet  there's  lots  when  you're 
not  sitting.  If  I  could  sit  on  the  daisy  clock 
the  time  wouldn't  be  anything  before  .some- 
one comes  to  let  me  out.  But  I  can't  get  to 
the  daisy  clock,  even  if  you'd  make  it  for  me. 
So  thats  no  good." 

"  You  are  a  very  clever  little  girl,"  said  the 
Mouldiwarp,  "  and  all  the  clocks  in  the  world 
aren't  made  of  daisies.  Move  the  tables  and 
chairs  back  against  the  wall.  We'll  see  what 
we  can  do  for  you." 

While  Elfrida  was  carrying  out  this  order 


the  white  mole  stood  on  its  hind  feet  and 
called  out  softly  in.  a  language  she  did  not 
understand.  Others  understood  it  though, 
it  seemed,  for  a  white  pigeon  fluttered  in 
through  the  window,  and  then  another.  All 
the  room  seemed  full  of  circling  wings  and 
gentle  cooings,  and  a  shower  of  soft  white 
feathers  fell  like  snow. 

Then  the  mole  was  silent,  and  one  by  one 
the  white  pigeons  sailed  back  through  the 
window  into  the  blue-and-gold  world  of  out 
of  doors. 

"  Get  up  on  a  chair  and  keep  out  of  the 
way,"  said  the  Mouldiwarp.    And  Elfrida  did. 

And  then  a  soft  wind  blew  through  the 
little  room — a  wind  like  the  wind  that  breathes 
softly  in  walled  gardens  and  shakes  down  the 
rose  leaves  on  sparkling  summer  mornings. 
And  the  white  feathers  on  the  floor  were 
stirred  by  the  sweet  wind,  and  drifted  into 
little  heaps  and  lines  and  curves  till  they 
made  on  the  dusty  floor  the  circle  of  a  clock 
face  with  all  its  figures,  and  its  long  hand 
and  its  short  hand  and  its  second-hand.  And 
the  white  mole  stood  in  the  middle. 

"  All  white  things  obey  me,"  it  said. 
"  Come,  sit  down  on  the  minute-hand,  and 
you'll  be  there  in  no  time." 

"Where?"  asked  Elfrida,  getting  off  the 
chair. 

"  Why,  at  the  time  when  they  open  the 
panel.  Let  me  get  out  of  the  clock  first. 
And  give  me  the  key  of  the  parlour  door. 
It'll  save  time  in  the  end." 

So  Elfrida  sat  down  on  the  minute-hand 
and  instantly  it  began  to  move  round— faster 
than  you  can  possibly  imagine.  And  it  was 
very  soft  to  sit  on — like  a  cloud  would  be  if 
the  laws  of  Nature  ever  permitted  you  to  sit 
on  clouds.  And  it  spun  round  so  that  it 
seemed  no  time  at  all  before  she  found  her- 
self sitting  on  the  floor ;  and  heard  voices, 
and  knew  that  the  secret  panel  was  open. 

"  I  see,"  she  said,  wisely,  "  it  does  work 
backwards,  doesn't  it  ?  " 

But  there  was  no  one  to  answer  her,  for  . 
the  Mouldiwarp  was  gone.     And  the  while 
pigeons'  feathers  were  in  heaps  on  the  floor. 
She  saw  them  as  she  stood  up.     And  there 
wasn't  any  clock  face  any  njore. 

Edred  soon  got  tired  of  "Red  Cotton  Night- 
cap Country,"  which  really  is  not  half  such 
good  fun  as  it  sounds,  even  for  grown-ups,  and 
he  tried  several  other  books.  But  reading 
did  not  seem  amusing,  somehow.  And  the 
house  was  much  too  quiet,  and  the  clock 
outside  ticked  so  much  too  loud,  and  Elfrida 
was  shut  up.  And  there  were  bars  to  the 
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windows.  And  the  door  was  locked.  He 
walked  about,  and  sat  in  each  uf  the  r hairs 
in  turn,  but  none  of  them  was  comfortable. 
And  his  thoughts  were  not  com furtable  either. 
Suppose  no  one  ever  came  to  let  them  out. 
Supposing  the  years  rolled  on  and  found  him 
still  a  prisjonerT  when  he  was  a  white-haired 
old  man,  hke  people  in  the  Bastille  or  in 
iron  masks  ?  His  eyes  filled  with  tears  at 
the  thought.  Fortunately  it  did  not  occur 
to  him  that  unless  someone  came  pretty 
soon  he  would  be  unlikely  to  live  to  a 
great  age,  since  people  cannot  live  long 
without  eating.  If  he  had  thought  of  this, 
he  would  have  been  even  more  unhappy 
than  he  was — and  he  was  quite  unhappy 
enough.  Then  he  began  to  wonder  if 
anything  had  happened  to  Elfrida,  She 
was  dreadfully  quiet  inside  there  behind  the 
panel.  He  wished  he  had  not  quarrelled 
with  her.  Everything  was  very  miserable. 
He  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out,  as 
Elfrida  had  done,  to  see  if  he  could  see  a 
red  dress  or  a  violet  dress  coming  over  the 
downs.  But  there  was  nothing.  And  the 
time  got  longer  and  longer  :  drawing  itself 
out   like    a    putty   snake  when   you   rub   it 


"the  room  seemed  full  of  circling  wings." 

between  your  warm  hands.  And  at  last — 
what  with  misery,  and  having  cried  a  good 
deal,  and  its  being  long  past  tea-time — he 
fell  asleep  on  the  window-seat. 

He  was  roused  by  a  hand  on  his  shoulder 
and  a  voice  calling  his  name. 

Next  moment  he  was  in  the  arms  of  Aunt 
Edith,  or  as  much  in  her  arms  as  he  could 
be  with  the  window-bars  between  them. 

When  he  had  told  her  where  Elfrida  was, 
and  where  the  room  key  was,  which  took 
some  time,  he  began  to  cry  again,  for  he  did 
not  quite  see,  even  now,  how  he  was  to  be 
got  out. 

"  Now,  don't  be  a  dear  siUy^"  said  Aunt 
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Edith.  "If  we  can't  get  you  out  any  other 
way,  I'll  run  and  fetch  a  locksmith.  But 
look  what  I  found  right  in  the  middle  of  the 
path  as  I  came  up  from  the  station  ! " 

It  was  a  key  ;  and  tied  to  it  was  an  ivory 
label,  and  on  the  label  were  marked  the 
words,  "  Parlour  door — Arden." 

"  You  might  try  it,"  she  said. 

He  did  try  it.  And  it  fitted.  And  he 
unlocked  the  parlour  door  and  then  the  front 
door,  so  that  Aunt  Edith  could  come  in. 

And  together  they  got  the  kitchen  steps 
and  found  the  secret  opening  and  opened  the 
panel,  and  got  out  the  dusty  Elfrida.  And 
then  Aunt  Edith  lighted  the  kitchen  fire  and 
boiled  the  kettle,  and  they  had  tea,  which 
everyone  wanted  very  badly  indeed.  And 
Aunt  Edith  had  brought  little  cakes  for  tea, 
with  pink  icing  on  them,  very  soft  inside  with 
apricot  jam.  And  she  had  come  to  stay  over 
Sunday. 

She  was  as  much  excited  as  the  children 
over  the  secret  panel,  and  after  tea  (when 
Edred  had  fetched  Emily  back  from  the 
wild-goose  chase  for  a  parcel  at  the  station, 
on  which  she  was  still  engaged)  the  aunt  and 
the  niece  and  the  nephew  explored  the  secret 
stairs  and  the  secret  chamber  thoroughly. 

"  What  a  wonderful  lot  of  pigeons' 
feathers !"  said  Aunt  Edith ;  **  they  must  have 
been  piling  up  here  for  years  and  years." 

"  It  was  lucky  your  finding  that  key,"  said 
Edred.  "1  wonder  who  dropped  it  ?  Where's 
the  other  one,  Elf  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Elfrida,  truthfully. 
"  It  isn't  in  my  pocket  now." 

And  though  Edred  and  Aunt  Edith 
searched  every  corner  of  the  secret  hiding- 
place,  they  never  found  •that  key. 

Elfrida  alone  knows  that  she  gave  it  to  the 
Mouldiwarp.  And  as  Mrs.  Honeysett  de- 
clared that  there  had  never  been  a  parlour 
key  with  a  label  on  it  in  her  time,  it  certainly 
does  seem  as  though  the  mole  must  have  put 
the  key  he  got  from  Elfrida  in  the  path  for 
Aunt  Edith  to  find,  after  carefully  labelling  it 
to  prevent  mistakes.  How  the  mole  got  the 
label  is  another  question,  but  I  really  think 
that  finding  a  label  for  a  key  is  quite  a  simple 
thing  to  do^-I  have  done  it  myself  ;  whereas 
making  a  clock  face  of  white  pigeon  feathers 
is  very  difficult  indeed,  and  a  thing  that  I 
have  never  been  able  to  do.  And  as  for 
making  that  clock  face  the  means  of  per- 
suading time  to  go  fast  or  slow,  just  as  one 
wishes — well,  I  don't  suppose  even  j/^«  could 
do  that. 

Elfrida  found  it  rather  a  relief  to  go  back 
to  the  ordinary  world,  where  magic  moles  did 


not  upset  the  clock,  a  world  made  pleasant  by 
nice  aunts  and  the  old  delightful  games  that 
delight  ordinary  people,  games  such  as  "  Hunt 
the  Thimble,"  "  What  is  My  Thought  Like?" 
and  "  Proverbs."  The  three  had  a  delightful 
week-end,  and  Aunt  Edith  told  them  all 
about  the  lodgers  and  the  seaside  house  which 
already  seemed  very  long  ago  and  far  away. 

On  Sunday  evening  as  they  walked  home 
from  Arden  Church,  where  they  had  tried  to 
attend  to  the  service  and  not  to  look  too 
much  at  the  tombs  and  monuments  of  dead- 
and-gone  Ardens  that  lined  the  chancel,  the 
three  sat  down  on  Arden  Knoll  and  Aunt 
Edith  explained  things  a  little  to  them.  She 
told  them  much  more  than  they  could  under- 
stand about  wills  and  trustees  and  incomes, 
but  they  were  honoured  by  her  confidence, 
and  pleased  by  the  fact  that  she  seemed  to 
think  they  could  understand  such  grown-up 
happenings.  But  the  thing  that  remained 
on  their  minds  after  the  talk,  like  a  ship 
cast  up  by  a  high  tide,  was  this — that  Arden 
Castle  was  theirs,  and  that  there  was  very 
little  money  to  "  keep  it  up "  with,  so  that 
everyone  must  be  very  careful  and  no  one 
must  be  at  all  extravagant.  And  Aunt  Edith 
was  going  back  to  the  world  of  lawyers  and 
wills  and  trustees  early  on  Monday  morning, 
and  they  must  be  very  good  children  and  not 
bother  Mrs.  Honeysett,  and  never,  never  lock 
themselves  in  and  hide  the  key  in  safe  places. 

All  this  remained  as  the  lasting  result  of 
that  pleasant  talk  on  the  downs  in  that  soften- 
ing, lessening  light.  And  another  thing 
remained  which  Edred  put  into  words  as  the 
two  children  walked  back  from  the  station, 
where  they  had  seen  Aunt  Edith  into  the 
train  and  waved  their  good-byes  to  her. 

"It  is  very  important  indeed,"  he  said, 
"  for  us  to  find  the  treasure.  Then  we  could 
*keep  up'  the  castle  without  any  bother. 
We  must  have  it  built  up  again  first,  of 
course,  and  then  we'll  keep  it  up.  And  we 
won't  have  any  old  clocks  and  not  keeping 
together,  this  time.  We'll  both  of  us  go  and 
find  the  attic  the  minute  our  quarrel's  three 
days  old,  and  we'll  ask  the  Mouldiwarp  to 
send  us  to  a  time  when  we  can  really  see  the 
treasure  with  our  own  eyes.  I  do  think  that's 
a  good  idea,  don't  you?"  he  asked,  with 
modest  pride. 

**  Very,"  Elfrida  said  ;  "and  I  say,  Edred, 
I  don't  mean  to  quarrel  any  more,  if  I  can 
help  it.  It  is  such  a  waste  of  time,"  she 
added,  in  her  best  grown-up  manner,  "  and 
it  does  delay  everything  so.  Delays  are 
dangerous,  it  says  in  the  *  Proverbs '  game. 
Suppose  there  really  was  a  chance  of  getting 
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the  treasure,  and  we  had  to  wait  three  days 
because  of  quarrelling  ?  But  TU  tell  you  one 
thing  I  found  out.  You  can  get  the  mole  to 
come  and  help  you  if  ever  you  have  quarrelled 
a  little.  Because  I  did."  And  she  told  him 
how. 

**  But  I  expect,"  she  added,  "  it  would  only 
come  if  you  were  in  the  most  awful  trouble 
and  all  human  aid  despaired  of." 

**  Well,  we're  not  that  now,"  said  Edred, 
knocking  the  head  off  a  poppy  with  his 
stick.     "And  Tm  jolly  glad  we're  not." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Elfrida,  **  who  lives  in 
that  cottage  where  the  witch  was  ?  I  know 
exactly  where  it  is.  I  expect  it's  been  pulled 
down,  though.  Let's  go  round  that  way. 
It'll  be  something  to  do." 

So  they  went  round  that  way,  and  the  way 
was  quite  easy  t.o  find.  But  when  they  got 
to  the  place  where  the  tumble-down  cottage 
had  been  \n  Boney's  time,  there  was  only  a 
little  slate-roofed  house  with  a  blue  bill  pasted 
up  on  its  yellow-brick  face,  saying  that  some- 
body's A I  Ginger  Beer  and  Up-to-Date 
Minerals  were  sold  there.  The  house  was 
dull  to  look  at,  and  they  did  not  happen  to 
have  any  spare  money  for  ginger  beer.  So 
they  turned  round  to  go  home,  and  suddenly 
found  themselves  face  to  face  with  a  woman. 
She  wore  a  red  and  black  plaid  blouse  and  a 
bought-ready-made  black  skirt,  and  on  her 
head  was  a  man's  peaked  cap  such  as  women 
in  the  country  wear  now,  instead  of  the 
pretty  sun  bonnets  that  they  used  to  wear  when 
I  was  a  little  girl. 

"  So  they've  pulled  the  old  cottage  down," 
she  said ;  "  this  new  house'll  be  fine  and  dry 
inside,  I  lay.  The  rain  comed  in  through 
the  roof  of  the  old  one,  so's  ye  might  a'most 
as  well  be  laying  in  the  open  medder." 

The  children  listened  politely,  and  both 
were  wondering  where  they  had  seen  this 
woman  before,  for  her  face  was  strangely 
familiar  to  them,  and  yet  they  didn't  seem 
really  to  know  her,  either. 
-  "  Most  of  the  cottages  'bout  here  is  just 
as  bad  as  they  always  was,"  she  went  on. 
"When  Arden  has  the  handling  of  the 
treasure  he'll  see  to  it  that  poor  folks  lie 
warm  and  dry,  won't  he  now  ?  " 

And  then,  all  in  a  minute,  the  children 
both  knew,  and  she  knew  that  they  knew. 

"Why,"  said  Edred,  "you're  the " 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I'm  the  witch,  come 
from  old,  ancient  times.  If  you  can  go  back, 
I  can  go  forth ;  because  then  and  now's  the 
same  if  you  know  how  to  make  a  clock." 

"Can  you  make  clocks?"  said  Elfrida. 
"I  thought  it  was  only " 


"  So  it  be,"  said  the  witch.  "  I  can't  make 
'em,  but  I  know  them  as  can.  And  I've 
come  'ere  to  find  you,  'cause  you  brought  me 
the  tea  and  sugar.  I've  got  the  wise  eye,  I 
have.  I  can  see  back  and  forth.  1  looked 
forward  and  I  saw  ye — and  I  looked  back 
and  I  saw  what  you're  seeking,  and  I  know 
where  the  treasure  is,  and " 

"  But  where  did  you  get  these  clothes  ?  " 
Edred  asked  ;  and  it  was  a  question  he  was 
afterwards  to  have  reason  to  regret. 

"  Oh,  clothes  is  easy  come  by,"  said  the 
witch ;  "  if  it  was  only  clothes  I  could  be  a 
crowned  queen  this  very  minute." 

The  children  had  a  fleeting  impression  of 
seeing  against  the  criss-cross  fence  of  the 
potato-field  a  lady  in  crimson  and  ermine 
with  a  gold  crown.  They  blinked,  startled — 
and  saw  that  there  was  no  crimson  and  gold, 
only  the  dull  clothes  of  the  witch  against  the 
background  of  potato-patch. 

"And  how  did  you  get  here?"  Edred  asked 

"  That  speckled  hen  of  mine's  a-settin'  on 
the  clock  face  now,"  she  said.  "  I  quieted 
her  with  a  chalk  line  drawn  from  her  beak's 
end  straight  out  into  the  world  of  wonders. 
If  she  rouses  up,  then  I'm  back  there ;  and  I 
can't  never  come  back  here,  my  dears,  not 
more  than  once,  I  can't.  So  let's  make  haste 
down  to  the  castle,  and  I'll  show  you  where 
my  great-granny  see  them  put  the  treasure 
when  she  was  a  little  gell." 

The  three  hurried  down  the  steep-banked 
lane. 

"Many's  the  time,"  the  witch  went  on, 
"  my  granny  pointed  it  out  to  me.  It's  just 
alongside  where " 

And  then  the  witch  was  not  there  any 
more.  Edred  and  Elfrida  were  alone  in  the 
lane.  The  speckled  hen  must  have  recovered 
from  her  "  quieting  "  and  got  off  the  clock. 

"She's  gone  right  enough,"  said  Edred, 
"  and  now  we'll  never  know.  And  just  when 
she  was  going  to  tell  us  where  it  was.  I  do 
think  it's  too  jolly  stupid  for  anything." 

"  It's  you  that's  too  jolly  stupid  for  any- 
thing," said  Elfrida,  hotly.  "  What  did  you 
want  to  go  asking  her  about  her  silly  clothes 
for  ?  It  was  that  did  it.  She'd  have  told  us 
where  it  was  before  now  if  you  hadn't  taken 
her  time  up  with  clothes.  As  if  clothes 
mattered.  I  do  wish  to  goodness  you'd 
sometimes  try  to  behave  as  if  you'd  got  some 
sense." 

"  Go  it !  "  said  Edred,  bitterly.  "  As  if 
everything  wasn't  tiresome  enough  !  Now 
there's  another  three  days  to  wait,  because 
of  your  nagging.  Oh,  it's  just  exactly  like 
a  girl,  so  it  is." 
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"  Tm  —  rm  sorry,"  said  Elfrida,  awe- 
stricken.  ."  Let's  do  something  good  to 
make  up.  I'll  give  you  that  note-book  of 
mine  with  the  lead-pointed  mother-of-pearl 
pencil,  and  we'll  go  round  the  cottages  and 
find  out  which  are  leaky,  so  as  to  be  ready 
to  patch  them  up  when  we've  got  the 
treasure." 

"  I  don't  2vant  to  be  good,"  said  Edred, 
bitterly.  "/  haven't  quarrelled  and  put 
everything  back.  But  I'm  going  to  now,"  he 
said,  with  determination.  "I  don't  see  why 
everything  should  be  smashed  up  and  me 
not  said  any  of  the  things  I  want  to  say." 


"Oh,  don't!'*  cried  Elfrida ;  "it's  bad 
enough  to  quarrel  when  you  don't  want  to, 
but  to  set  out  to  quarrel— don't !  " 

Edred  didn't.  He  kicked  the  dust  up 
with  his  boots,  and  the  two  went  back  to  the 
castle  in  gloomy  silence. 

At  the  gate  Edred  paused.  "  I'll  make  it 
up  now  if  you  like,"  he  said.  "  I've  only 
just  thought  of  it — but  perhaps  it's  three 
days  from  the  ettd  of  the  quarrel." 

"I  see,"  said  Elfrida;  "so  the  longer  we 
keep  it  up " 

"  Yes,"  said  Edred  ;  "  so  let's  call  it  Pax, 
and  not  waste  any  more  time," 


{To  be  continued.) 
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The  Mysterious  Origin  of  Fires- 

Written  and  Illustrated  by  JAMES  SCOTT. 


UTBR  AKS  of  fire  are  often 
most  mysterious  in  their  origin. 
We  are  frequently  confronted 
with  problems  concerning  the 
cause  of  fires  in  houses, 
factories,  and  fields  that  are 
utterly  baffling  and  insoluble.  Yet  in  what 
simple  ways  we  may  be  victimized  the 
examples  given  in  this 
article  afford  most 
striking  proof. 

A  man  may  leave 
his  house  untenanted 
for  a  few  moments, 
and  almost  before  he 
has  passed  beyond 
sight  of  it  the  flames 
will  have  broken  out 
in  the  most  bewilder- 
ing manner.  A  hay- 
stack may  catch  fire 
and  involve  in  sus- 
picion the  last  person 
known  to  have  been 
near  it.  Natural  spon- 
taneous combustion 
will  often  be  respon- 
sible for  such  a  crisis, 
and  I  have  heard  of 
one  case  in  which  a 
box  of  matches,  un- 
intentionally left  by 
a  haymaker  in  the 
middle  of  a  stack, 
acted  as  the  centre  of 
a  conflagration. 

In    the    cases   now 
illustrated  the  enemy 

was  caught  in  the  act,  but  in  every  example, 
had  it  not  been  discovered  just  in  time,  there 
would  have  been  another  mystery  added  to 
the  long  list,  for  who  could  have  conjectured 
the  curious  origins  as  they  are  here  set 
forth? 

It  was  my  own  experience  to  observe  the 
suspicious  movements  of  a  reel  of  thread  in 
this  dangerous  connection  ;  and,  indeed,  the 
transaction  suggested  the  preparation  of  this 
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article.  A  newly-obtained  reel  of  linen  thread 
had  been  placed  on  a  mantel- shelf — thousands 
of  people  must  be  doing  such  a  thing  con- 
tinually—and I  noticed  that  the  springiness 
of  the  unfastened  thread  caused  a  mass  of 
it  to  be  raised  above  the  reel,  when  it  tumbled 
forward  and  gradually  unwound  its  coils, 
lowering  its  waving  extremity  nearer  and 
nearer  to  a  coal  fire, 
the  draught  of  which 
sucked  it  towards  the 
flame.  A  tiny  spark 
was  engendered 
(Fig.  i),  and  this  rose 
rather  prettily  along 
the  glossy  line  until  it 
reached  the  sharp 
edge  of  the  mantel- 
shelf, when  it  became 
extinguished.  This 
danger  was  obliter- 
ated ;  but  suppose 
that  the  shelf,  as  is 
often  the  case,  had 
borne  a  fringe  of  some 
inflammable  material. 
This  would  assuredly 
have  ignited,  and 
would  probably  have 
spread  the  flames  over 
the  entire  room.  It 
may  be  noted  that 
the  smootliness  and 
springiness  of  a  reel 
of  linen  thread  is  vt  ry 
different  from  the 
clinging  surface  of  a 
reel  of  cotton  thread. 
It  is  the  simplest  natural  operation,  when 
lighting  a  candle,  to  place  the  box  of  matches 
close  at  hand  in  the  vicinity  of  the  candle- 
stick. The  doing  of  this  trifling  act  nearly 
resulted,  one  summer-time,  in  a  catastrophe. 
Everyone  must  have  seen  how  limp  and 
helpless  a  candle  will  become  on  a  warm 
summer's  evening ;  and  it  was  on  account  of 
this  weakness  in  the  candle  that  the  danger 
arose.  Little  by  little  it  drooped  towards 
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of  setting  fire  to  the 
although,  when  such  a  tint 
action  as  that  is  sketched e 
detail,  extra  careful  peopfe 
might  be  led  to  suspect  ite 
the  idea  of  danger  would  ba^c 
occurred  to  ihem.  The  ^ 
bracket,  however,  might  hii« 
been  at  right -angles  to  ^ 
walJ  when  the  things  ^m. 
placed  on  the  shelf,  and  iba 
later  on  hav^e  been  tbiK^^ 
lessly  pushed    back  by 


l-lti»    :j.— rSIH   ktSLLT    CJF   HOT   WEATlirtB, 

the  slightly-open  box  of  safety  matches,  into 
which  it  at  length  plunged  its  fiame,  camming 
a  sudden  burst  of  Hre,  accentuated  by  the  pre- 
sence of  the  warm  wa\  which  had  fallen  from 
the  invt-ned  rxlremily  (Fig.  3).  The  table 
carried  stvural  odds  and  ends  of  the  charac- 
ter generally  to  be  found  on  a  workman's 
kitchen  table  ;  and  had  the  outbreak  not  been 
immediately  extinguished  the  whole  place 
might  Sdon  have  been  alight,  to  the  marvel  of 
its  inhabitants, 

A  specimen  of  frustrated  danger  arising 
from  a  s^as  bracket  n^ay  very  api>ropriately 
come  next.  One  could  hardly  foresee  that 
in  placing  a  child's  wiH^llen  balf  and  bat  on  a 
shelf  above  a  gas-jet  a  pos-dbility  was  aroused 


FIG.    3.— THE  CHILD  S   BALL   AND  THK  QAS-OLOBB. 


tJG.   4.— MOW   WATete  CAtr-SKtl  A   rtRt 

one  else.  At  any  rate,  the  ball,  under 
the  impulse  of  a  gust  from  an  open 
window,  was  seen  to  roll  ofii  fir*' 
cannoning  slightly  against  the  wall 
so  receiving  sufficient  impetus  to  jefi 
It  over  the  gas  globe,  into  which  it 
fell,  with  the  result  that  falling  pi«5^^ 
of  tired  wool  were  quickly  being 
blrivvn  heher  skelter  all  over  i^^ 
.ipartmeni,  where  they  might  have 
inElicied  extensive  damage  if  thtf 
had  remained  unchecked  in  their 
flight  (Fig.  3). 

A  sculler)' maid— or  anyone  tm 
for  that  matter  — would  not  think 
twice  about  placing  a  box  of  match^ 
on  the  ledge  of  a  sink,  even  in  ^^ 
event  of  a  lamp  being  situated  &(  ^ 
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lower  level  on  a  stool  near  by.     Now,  in  the 
following  case  the  combination   of  circum- 
stances was  indeed  remarkable.     The  waste- 
pipe  was  stopped  up, 
so     that    the    water 
dripping  from  the  tap 
slowly  filled  up  the 
sink.  Whenthewater 
had  risen  to  the  level 
of  the  ledge  it  grace- 
fully    tilted    the 
matchbox,   which 
fell    straight    on    to 
the  top  of  the  lamp- 
chimney,     shedding 
its      fiery     contents 
into   the  flare,  and, 
of  course,  consider- 
ably endangering 
surrounding   articles 
(Fig.  4).  Fortunately, 
matters    went    no 
farther,    but    I     am 
justified    in   suppos- 
ing   that,    had    they 
done    so,    all     con- 
cerned  would    soon 
have    been     asking, 
" How ///^  it  start?" 
without  having  the   remotest  chance  of  the 
truth  dawning  upon  their  minds. 

Moths  and  flames  are  universally  con- 
nected, yet  few  people 
suspect  that  danger 
could  arise  there- 
from. The  insects  are 
of  such  frail  structure 
that  generally  they 
get  destroyed  before 
it  is  possible  for  them 
to  inflict  injury;  and 
it  is  hardly  credible 
that  the  wings  would 
ignite  and  retain  the 
flame  long  enough  to 
enable  the  moth  to  fly 
to  its  surroundings. 
That,  however,  is 
what  occurred  on  the 
following  occasion. 
The  moth  was  a  large 
one,  and  its  wings 
must  have  been  very 
dry,  so  that  when  it 
floundered    through 


^r  p 


FIG.    5.— A   MOTH   WHICH   SET    FIRE   TO   A   CURTAIN. 


FIG.   6w— THB  EXTKAORDINAKY  CASE  OF    THE    CLOCK  AND  THB 
MATCHES. 


the  flame  it  set  fire  to  one  wing  and  darted  on 
to  a  curtain  near  by,  which  at  once  flared  up 
(Fig.  5).  It  is  possible  that  many  summer 
evening  fires  in  the 
cou  ntry  could  be  attri- 
buted to  a  source 
of  this  kind.  It  is 
notorious  that  mys- 
terious fires  often 
arise  at  sunset  in  the 
hot  months.  In  this 
case  the  adherent  wax 
may  have  helped  the 
wings  to  keep  alight. 
The  last  of  our 
examples  is  certainly 
the  most  extraordi- 
nary of  them  all.  A 
box  of  lucifers  had 
been  thrown  upon 
the  mantelshelf,  and 
an  American  clock 
evidently  put  in  front 
of  them  at  a  later 
period,  so  close  as  to 
be  in  actual  contact. 
Eventually  the  key- 
drop  on  the  back, 
during  its  slow  revo- 
lutions, had  managed  effectually  to  pinch  in 
and  hold  the  matches  tightly  between  itself 
and  the  shelf,  and  the  continual  pressure  and 
friction  on  the  heads 
resulted  in  their  igni- 
tion, which  soon  ex- 
tended to  their  com- 
panions (Fig.  6).  One 
might  vainly  try  to 
repeat  a  performance 
successfully  accom- 
plished by  chance. 
Everyone  has  seen  or 
heard  of  haphazard 
occurrences  which 
could  never  be  re- 
peated, however 
carefully  attempted. 
Something  sticks  in 
a  comical  position 
when  thrown — some- 
thing else  undergoes 
peculiar  manoeuvres 
— but  neveragain  is  it 
likely  to  occur,  either 
by  accident  or  design. 
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seen  in  the  picture. — Mrs.  K.  S.  Hayes,  665,  Niagara 
Street,  \  ictoria,  British  Columbia. 

"  BLOW-HOLES. 

THE  following  photograph  is  unique  in  itscli, 
and  at  a  j[lance  one  would  believe  it  to  be  a 
geyser  in  full  activity ;  but  this  is  not  so,  for  it  is 
situated  l)elow  high-water  mark,  and  at  low  tide 
appears  in  full  activity.  When  there  is  a  heavy  sea 
running  on  the  coast  the  water  is  often  ejected  to  a 
height  of  from  sixty  to  a  hundred  feet.  These  **  blow- 
holes," as  they  are  called,  are  situated  about  fifty 
yards  from  the  end  of  the  coral  reef  and  about  one 
hundred  yards  from  the  shore.  On  a  clear  day  the 
water  can  be  seen  at  a  great  distance  by  passing 
vessels,  and  appears  as  though  it  were  a  whale  spout- 
ing up  water.     There  are  a  number  of  smaller  holes 

"KICK   THK    FKINTER."  ) 

AMERICAN  advertisers  are  very  fond 
of  catch-phrase  advertisements  and 
**  eye-catcher  "  signln^ards.  A  good  instance 
of  this  is  seen  in  the  alxive  sign  on  a 
printer's  shop  in  Fulton  Street,  Brooklyn, 
N.Y.,  but  it  is  not  on  record  that  anyone 
has  accepted  the  invitation.  Other  signs  in 
the  neighbourhood  are  *' Peck  the  Baker" 
and  "Knock  the  Halter."  These  signs 
are  certainly  striking,  and  serve  well  in 
acting  as  aids  to  publicity,  and  so,  no 
dou])t,  materially  help  business.— Mr.  E.  J. 
Williams,  General  Delivery,  Post  Office, 
New  York,  U.S.A. 

STRANGE  RESULT  OF  AN   EXPLOSION. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  taken  in 
Nanaimo,  British  Columbia,  of  an 
occurrence  which  is,  I  think,  more  than  a 
little  out  of  the  ordinary.  It  shows  a  large 
cedar  tree,  fifly-seven  inches  in  diameter, 
about  which  is  coiled  a  length  of  railway 
track  iron.  An  explosion  in  the  powder 
works  causing  the  E.  and  N.  Railway  track 
to  be  torn  up,  one  bar  of  the  metal  was  thrown 
with  such  force  as  to  produce  the  extraordinary  result 


forming,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  photograph.  As  the 
tide  gradually  ebbs  the  stronger  becomes  the  ejection 
of  water.  I  was  taken  by  a  Fijian  to  see  this 
strange  formation,  and  at  first  I  was  rather 
disappointed  with  it,  owing  to  the  fact  that 
the  water  was  only  rising  about  ten  feet. 
I  got  fairly  close  to  it  and  rigged  up  my 
camera,  when  all  of  a  sudden  I  heard  my 
l)oy  shout  *•  Look  out  !"  but  before  I  could 
clear  my  head  of  the  focusing  cloth  there 
was  a  roaring  and  rushing  noise,  and  down 
came  a  great  volume  of  water.  It  was  with 
great  difficulty  that  I  managed  to  save  my 
camera.  The  cause  of  this  ejection  of  water 
is,  I  think,  owing  to  the  reef  being  hollow, 
and  the  rushing  in  of  the  sea  into  this  hollow 
forces  the  water  to  escape  through  these  holes. 
There  is  a  continual  roar  under  foot,  and  the 
air  coming  up  thiough  these  holes  will  force 
a  small  tin  some  considerable  distance  into 
the  air. — Mr.  N.  Stuart  Chalmers,  Savu- 
Savu,  Fiji  Islands. 
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HOW  MANY   STAMPS  HAVE  YOU  GOT? 

NO  doubt  many  of  our  readers  follow  that 
interesting  and  popular  hobby  of  collecting 
stamps,  and  have  often  been  at  a  loss  as  to  a  suitable 
method  of  keeping  a  record  of  the  number  they  have, 
and  the  following  method  of  registering  the  number, 
which  is  both  very  simple  and  neat,  may  therefore 
prove  to  be  very  useful.  Procure  a  small  piece  of 
paper  and  cut  it  in  an  oblong  shape  and  about  the 
same  size  as  Fig.  i.   Then  cut  eight  slits  in  the  paper, 

or   holder,   as 

indicated      by 

the     dotted 

lines  in  Fig.  i . 

Next  cut  four 

slips  of  paper 

and      label 

Fi<;.  I.  them     No.    o 

to   No.    9,  as 

shown  in   Fig .  2,  and  slip  them  through  the  slits  in 

the  holder.      These  slips  should,  of  course,  be  cut 

just  a  shade  smaller  in  breadth  than  the  slits 

in  the   holder  to  enable  them  to  pass  freely 

through.     Now  gum  the  holder  at  the  ends 

and    the  spaces   between  the  slips  and  stick 

in    your    album.       It    is   best    to  stick    the 

register   in   the   centre  of  the   inside  of  the 

cover.     By  pulling  the  slips  up  or 

down   (as  shown    in    Fig.    3)   you 

can     now     register     your     stamps 

up    to    No.    9,999.       Very    pretty 

little     registers    can    be    maae   by 

cutting  the  holders  from  a  piece  of 

coloured     paper.      This   ingenious 
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swimming  near  their  boat,  and  tried  to  get  a  snapshot' 
of  it  for  quite  a  time  without  success.  Finally,  just 
as  they  were  about  to  abandon  the  attempt,  the  h\g 
fellow  rose  almost  out  of  the  water  at  their  very  side, 
and  one  of  the  party,  by  quick  work  and  good  luck, 
secured  this  picture  with  a  Kodak. —  Mr.  Louis  J. 
Stellmann,  The  Press  Club,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


I 


SEND 


you 


NATURE'S  NUMERALS, 
a    photograph   showing   the    curious 


*8o" 


register  was  sent  by  Mr.   F.  Stuart  Maud- 
ling,  5,  Lawn  Crescent,  Kew  Gardens. 


A  LUCKY  SNAPSHOT. 

THIS  remarkable  photograph  was  taken 
off  Calalina  Island,  the  well-known 
summer  resort  near  Los  Angeles,  Cali- 
fornia. After  a  fishing  cruise  a  party  of 
tourists     discovered     an     enormous     seal 


_  figure  which  is  found  on  the  under-side  of  the  wings  of 
certain  South  American  butterflies.  Sometimes  the  mark  is  *'  88," 
and  the  bullerflies  are  known  to  the  colonists  by  these  numerals. 
—Mr.  Alfre<l  A.  Basiin,  52,  Basingstoke  Road,  Reading. 

ANOTHER  CURIOUS  ILLUSION. 

IF  you  ask  what  Fig.  I  represents,  nine  people  out  of  ten  will 
tell  you  that  it  is  a  triangular  piece  of  wood  fastened  to  a 
folding  screen  on  the  inside,  or  something  to  that  effect.  It 
represents  in  reality  a  solid  rectangular  block  of  wwxl,  with  a  notch 
cut  in  one  side. 
Fig.  2  shows  the 
view  looking  in 
the  direction  of 
the  arrow,  the 
position  of  the 
notch  bei  ng 
shown  by  the 
dotted  lines. — 
Mrs.  Elder, 
Newbold,  Eden- 
bridge,  Kent. 
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A   MONSTER  OPTICAL  DELUSION. 

THE  accompanying  photograph  is  a  view  showing  the  lower 
h.ilf  of  the  stator  of  a  three  thousand  kilowatt  turbine, 
recently  erected  at  a  large  electric-lightinjp;  station  in  the  North 
of  England.  The  rotary  portion  which  fits  into  this  bed  is  a 
piece  of  machinery  weighing  sixteen  tons,  but  upon  turning  the 
photograph  upside  down  the  rotar  appears  to  have  been  already 
fixed  into  its  bed,  making  a  most  curious  optical  delusion.— Mr. 
W.  Pratten,  1 1,  Sunbeam  Street,  Beeston  Hill,  Leeds. 


A^ 


A  FLORAL  RARITY, 
it  may  interest  some  of  the  readers  of  your  Magazine, 
I  send  you  a  photograph  of  what  is  locally  known  as  the 
Black  Lily  of  Burma.  As  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  ascertain, 
only  two  specimens  of  the  lily  exist,  one  of  which  is  said  to 
be  in  Kew  Gardens,  the  other  l)eing  in  the  possession  of  a 
resident  of  Rangoon,  Burma.      The  specimens  were  obtained 


from  the  jungles  round  about  "  Papen,' 
on  the  borders  of  Siam,  and  arc  sud  tc 
be  very  rare,  search  having  ^led  in  find- 
ing any  more  examples.  'l*he  flower  fr« 
which  the  photc^raph  was  taken  was  fee? 
inches  across,  the  p>etals  being  vet)  dm 
green  veined  with  purple  and  the  stamns 
a  dark  purple,  and  somewhat  resem\^«di 
bunch  of  violets  with  leaf  backgri'Uixi.— 
Mr.  A.  Joyce,  c/o  Bank  ijf  Burma,  Ll^'-, 
Rangoon. 

THE  SWALLOWS'    REVENGE. 

HERE  is  a  photograph  of  a  sw^Wi 
nest,  found  under  the  spout  on  tk 
out.side  wall  of  one  of  our  /arm- buildingi 
If  you  look  at  the  photograph  yon  »tI1 
see  that  one  shows  a  sf>ar row's  head  i« 
the  outside  of  the  nest  near  the  top.  The 
only  reason  for  this  is  that  the  sparr* 
must  have  been  an  intruder  whilst  'J* 
swallows  were  building.  Or  perhaps  t 
was  a  last  year's  nest  of  which  tbe 
sparrow  had    taken   possession,    and  w« 


sitting  on  eggs  very  closely,  when  the 
swallows  came  back  and  fastened  the 
intruder  in  by  the  neck  with  the  mv^^- 
Seeing  that  swallows  are  such  spitefnl 
birds,  it  is  quite  possible  for  them  to  do 
this.— Mr.  J.  H.  Revill,  Blacklow  \\t!^ 
Roby,  near  Liverpool. 


AN  EGG  AS  A  RAT-TRAP. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  showing  the  untimely 
fate  which  befell  a  too  inquisitive  rat.  It  bad 
managed  to  force  its  way  into  an  ostrich  egg,  but  then 
found  that  getting  out  was  quite  another  matter,  and 
so  perished  in  the  miserable  manner  shown  in  the 
following  picture,  which  was  sent  to  me  by  Mr. 
William  Fisher,  Mahalapye,  B.  Bechuanaland.-^Miss 
r,.  Gardiner,  78,  Guilford  Street,  W.C 
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A  PROBLEM  IN  THE 
BALANCE. 

THKRE  is  a  problem 
connected  with  an  ordi- 
nary balance  such  as  that  here 
represented  which  some  of 
the  readers  of  The  Strand 
Magazlne  may  like  to  in- 
vestigate. If  the  pan  or  dish 
in  which  articles  are  placed 
to  be  weighed  be  tilted  as 
shown  in  the  drawing,  one 
would  fully  expect  to  see  this 
end  of  the  balance  sink  as 
the  weight  of  the  pan  is 
shifted  farther  from  the  pivot 
on  which  the  beam  is  poised, 
but,  curiously  enough,  it  rises,  as  if  made  lighter  by 
the  change  of  position.  Contrarily,  if  the  dish  is 
tilted  in  the  opposite  direction — towards  the  pivot — it 
sinks,  as  if  with  extra  weight.  If  two  equal  weights 
are  hung  on  a  rod  supported  in  the  centre  and  adjusted 
so  as  to  be  exactly  level,  and  if  one  of  the  weights 
be  now  shifted  farther  from  the  point  on  which  the 
rod  rests,  the  moved  weight,  of  course,  sinks,  so  that 
the  explanation  of  the  curious  effect  produced  on  the 
scales  must  lie  in  the  mechanism  of  the  latter. — Mr. 
H.  T.  Flather,  48,  Hill  Street,  St.  Albans,  Herts. 


A     CLOCK    MADE 
OF  STRAW. 

THERE  is  pro- 
bably no 
more  unsuitable 
material  wth  which 
to  build  a  clock 
than  straw.  Yet 
this  has  been  ac- 
complished recently 
by  a  German  shoe- 
maker, who,  during 
his  leisure  time,  has 
made  the  ingenious 
piece  of  mechanism 
illustr  ated  here- 
with. One  would 
think  that  at  least 
certain  of  the  mov- 
able parts,  or  the 
springs,  would  be 
fashioned  of  some 
hard  material  such 


'  more  strength,  one  sliding 
within  the  other.  No  less 
than  fifteen  years  was  re- 
quired to  complete  this 
wonderful  clock. — Mr.  Fer- 
dinand Greiner,  Riickers, 
Schlesien. 

MYSTERIOUS  MARKINGS. 

I^HE    workmen    on    my 
father's    estate    were 
cutting   up   some  fallen 
timber   in   the    park,    when, 
on  splitting  open   a  certain 
l)eech  tree,  a  peculiar  mark- 
ing in  the  form  of  a  cross, 
with   an    **  M "  above,    was 
discovered  in  the  centre  of  it.     The  whole  measures 
about    twelve    inches    by  six,    and    is   very   clearly 
marked,    as    the   accompanying    photograph   shows. 


No  one  has  any  explanation  to  offer  as  to  how  these 
marks  came.  Perhaps  some  of  your  readers  could 
do  so.  In  the  photograph  the  two  moieties  are  dis- 
played side  by  side. — Miss  Rosemary  E.  Greville- 
Nugent,  Clonyn  Castle,  Delvin,  Co.  Westmeath, 
Ireland. 

CAN  YOU  READ  THIS? 

THE  accompanying  card  was  posted  and  delivered 
in  Peterhead.  The  address  is  Peter  Allan, 
Draper,  Peterhead.  Although  P.N.  is  only  shown 
on  the  card,  you  will  observe  that  all  the  letters 
required  to  make  the  complete  address  are  to  be 
found.  I  consider  this  a  shorter  address  than  the  one 
shown  in  the  January  number  of  The  Strand,  so 
send  it  to  you  for  your  *' Curiosities"  page. — Mrs. 
M.  M.  Allan,  Balmoor  Terrace,  Peterhead. 


as  bone,  wood,  or  metal,  yet 
nothing  else  was  employed  but 
straw.  The  figures,  hands,  dial, 
pendulums,  chain,  weight,  gears, 
and  the  whole  skeleton  consist  of 
this  breakable  stuff.  By  pressing 
a  button,  which  comes  out  auto- 
matically on  one  side,  the  clock- 
work is  wound  up,  and  runs  for 
five  hours.  There  are  eight  pen- 
dulums, which  allow  regulation 
of  speed.  The  chain  is  fourteen 
inches  long  and  without  end,  like 
that  of  a  bicycle.  The  diameter 
of  the  dial  is  eight  inches.  There 
were  probably  some  thousands 
of  stalks  used  in  the  work,  each 
being  three  and  four  fold,  to  give 
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SOLUTION  TO  THK 
CHESS  PROBLEM  IN 
THE    LAST   NUMBER. 

THE  following  dia- 
gram gives  the 
solution  to  Mr.  Gil- 
bert s  problem,  which 
was  to  command  every 
square  on  the  chess- 
board by  using  three 
queens  and  two  castles. 
This  problem  was  a 
variation  of  Mr. 
Black  burne's,  who  used 
four  queens  and  one 
castle,  which  again  was 
an  improvement  on  Mr. 
Sam  Loyd's  original 
problem,  which  re- 
quired the  use  of  five 
queens.    Mr.  J.  Wallis, 
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SOMETHtNO  LIKE  A  WARNlNG. 

BKING  on  ffl  mnin  rond  in  A*jIiwc!I,  ffer^i 
this  gate,  with  Its  peoiHttr  In^cHpii' 
rally  oiu^s  much  comment.  )l  iitAlid^  c 
belonging  to  Mr*  C.  H.  V,  Walkden,  wh4»t 

has    suflered    5<^ver£    dcpredntiuTu^^    uriil     *li 
phUost>pliical    cndea^vour    to     cape     wilh     lii^    f^t^ 
d.nfrs.  -  Mr.     H-     \V,     BovirmMi,     l^br     l^cteM 
Ashwcll.     Baldockj  ^ 

R.S.O.,  Herts. 


51,  Hols  worthy  Square,  <ira>':i  \i\n  Knad,  W.C, 
who,  it  may  be  mentinni'if,  litis  UfL-n  for  many 
years  in  the  employment  of  this  firnu  hsLs  solved 
the  problem  with  the  assisUince  of  four  cjtiecns  and 
a  pawn  !  It  is  assumed  Uiat  a  ■^jimrc  ih,  atisu.'kod 
if  occupied  by  a  piece.  Next  tnnnth  we  ^hall  give 
the  solution  to  this  most  ingt'oiuns  ptahlcm,  which 
we  hardly  expect  to  see  excelled* 


THI 


A  BIRD  OVER  FIFTy  YEARS  OLD. 

IE  accompanying  ph^^tftgmph  is  that  fif  a  bird 

which  was  on  show  ai  fhu 
Kxhibition  held  in  1851,  an!  is 
therefore  over  fifty  years  of  :tt;r. 
This  is  not  quite  so  extra'^'MJj 
nary  as  it  may  at  first  ap|M',u . 
considering  it  is  only  w 
mechanical  facsimile.  V^  fuu 
it  sings  the  l>eak  works  in  pci 
feet  concordance  wilh  the  nitir:-, 
while  the  iJiil  seems  alnioxt  ^ 
part  of  a  living  songster,  tv.  iv 
now  and  then  it  pauses,  turiiiiiL; 
its  head  as  though  to  look  iir 
you.  Its  feathers  are  t[rj3K 
bright  and  fresh,  allhoij«<!i  1 
little  worn  with  age,  and  \W 
works  are  of  the  most  inlriN  ;nr 
nature.  -Mr.  W.  C.  T.  Miiiu 
Penllands,  Castlebar  R-juiJ, 
Ealing,  W. 


A  WONDERFUL 
CARVING. 

■"T^HE  adjoining 
i  phoUjprapU  b  3i 
ati  article  I  have  in 
my  pussiission-  The 
curio  IS  inside:  a  bollliJ 
ami  k  m  tended  t^^ 
represent  the  Cruci* 
ft^iori.  with  the  two 
ihievci  hanging  on 
the  cro^,  and  is 
ctirvcd  out  of  real 
ivory.  The  rork  is 
curved  out  in  wood, 
and  n  peg  runs 
tliroujjb  the  cork 
inside  ihr  hotrk%     II  is 


very  c>ld  —  one    luituftr'I 
'T  more,     Of  CJitn 
nnihiiig  very  remni 
(.he  carving   in   it^clt^  li^iE, 
ihe  flicA   in  umbcr^  ttic  1 

IS  llOlV     k     got     l{lt*i 

i,ij:h.  *  nu      V    Ul 

ininglm 
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emiAiscences  &  KeilecUoAs. 

|y    Slk    JOHN    HARE. 

Simply  Topping! 

FRY'S 

COCOAS 

AND 

IHOCOUTES 


My  African  Journey,    b 
WINSTOM  CHURCHILi 


^ 


SPLENDID!    THANKS!! 

One  docs  not  hear  ihts  or  a  similar  expression  of  glad  feeling  as  often  as  one  could  wish,  and  its 
aljisence  is  freqaently  due  to  man's  dilinorine5s  in  tacercising  a  proper  care  for  his  healtfi.  The 
habit  of  procrastinalion  is  strong  in  human  nature*  A  slight  indisposition^  a  feeling  of  being 
a  hit  '*bebw  par'*  is  give  n  very  little  heed  to^  with  the  result  that  alarming  symptoms  often 
ensue.  It  Is  a  Iruism  thai  most  sickness  takes  its  rise  in  indigestion,  or  a  torpid  state  of  the 
Liver  and  Bowels^  conditions  where 

BEECHAM  S  PILLS 

may  be  depended  upon  with  ab^olutu  confidence  to  effect  a  cure*  Therefore,  never  permit  the 
trouble  to  gain  a  hold  upon  ynnr  constitution— check  it  at  the  outset.  \\\h ether  it  he  a  case  of 
Indigcslion--l^iUonsinL■^S"C^mstipalion— or  an  Aminnic  and  impure  state  nf  ilie  hKiod— you 
should  atonceiiet  about  fitrUfyinE:  yourself  by  entermj^  upon  a  courste  of  flEECHAH'ft  PIlXS^ 
All  ^JiNalions  of  depression  and  undue  f^iligue  will  di  sap  pearly  our  energies  will  .speedily  revive 
— you, will  retrain  all  your  lost  vigour— and  ere  Itjng  you  will  join  with  itn^  of  thousands  in 
saying  that  for  '*  putting  one  right  "  Beecham's  Pills 

DESERVE   ALL  PRAISE. 


Prepared  only  by  THOMAS  BEECHAM,  St.  Helens,  Unc. 
SOLD  EVERYWHHRB  IN  BOXES,  PRICE  1/1  j<^  (56  Pills)  and  Z,9  (168  Pills). 


JAEGER. 


Pure  Wool 


COOL  IN  SUMMER 


i\L 


Linen  and  Cotton  do  not  protect  tile  body.  When  damp  they 
become  clammy  and  cause  serious  chills. 

JAEGER  Pure  Wool  Day  &  Night  Wear  is  cool  in  Hot  Weather. 
It  allows  the  perspiration  to  escape.  The  skin  remains  dry,  and  at  an 
equable  temperature,  preventing  chill.  (Read  "  Health  Culture/'  sent  free.) 

Moderate  fixed  prices.     Perfect-fitting.     Well-made. 


London— 126,  Regent  St.,  W. 

456.  Strand,  Charing  Crou.  W.C. 
30.  Sloane  Street.  S.W. 

115,  Victoria  Street,  S.W. 
(CIo«c  to  A.  &  N.  Stores.) 
85  &  86,  Cheapside.  E.G. 


Illustrated  Price  List 
&  Patterns  sent  free. 

Sold  in  most  towns.    Address  sent  on  -,.,■„— irffw 
Head  Office.  95.  MUton  Street.  London,  E.C 


Digitized  by  VrtOUV  IC 


INDEX  TO  ADVERTISERS.  BEE  PAGES  84  AND  G5 
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DISTINCTIVE    AND     SATISFYING     QUALITY. 


SUMMER  TWEED8,  COSTUME 
CLX>THS,  COTTONS,  LINENS, 
SILKSy    Etc.,  in  great  variety. 


BLOUSE  MATERIALS  in  many 
designs — they  are  dainty,  delicate,  and 
artistic. 


24   RorAL    WAKKAVn. 

'*I  hare  itiU  th«  ildrt  I  had  from  jrou  lix  or  Mv«a  yean  ago— «oin«  dark  groj  tweed.     It  ba«  beeo  washed  twioed 
and  itill  look!  dke  oew."— Miss  V..  ravenham.  Kent    I8/3>De. 


•PKCML   VALUC    SBROK. 

For  Ladies     0  / 1  I  i/      M  Ina  wide. 

and  Children.  ^/  1  1/2  medium  weight 

PLAIN  8KIRT.  madt  to  mmturt, 

for  aO/S.  or  Ooetume  for  51/S. 


•PBOIAL  VALUB   OOATINa 

Dark  Navy      X/||         Mint.  wide, 
for  gentlemen.  O/  1  I    neat,  nnart  twilL 
CAMBRIDGE  SUIT.  tNode  (o 


Our  Royal  Navy  Serges  can  be  worn  in  the   Sun,  by  or  in   the  Sea,  and   still  retain   their   beauty   of  colour.     In   many 

make^,    including    n    lar^r    ran^r   in    Cfgam.       Lig^kt-Weijikt  Fahics  ffir  li'rtrm   Cihvates   a  Specmiity^ 

i*rt#teF-jw,  Pn«  Lwfi,  otfJ  SilJ  Mmwrtmud  Fortm  jm^  free.      An-y  IniVlh  woitl. 

Addrwsi  ECERTON  BURHEH.  LTO..  L  DEIT..  WELUHCTDH.  SOMERSET.  EWCLAWP. 


i^ 


SAMUELS 

PVJAKA 

SUITS 


yozury  in 


Bed 


Suii-ilfor  direct  Sale 
aL  tower  prices  than 
any  oi1iii:r  rnaker.^. 
We  hitv«  a  speciiJ 
line  fnnde  in  thf 
newest  <i  tsigns  of 
Ceylon  Flannel,  the 
miLterial  ihAC  make^ 
^ic«tHng  luKurious,  at 

4  9  por  Slrtti 
3  aults  for  14/- 

f'lrrri'iyi'    raid 
t'r\Tl/-4   KiniftJom. 

Uiii«hrlnk£Lfcile     and 
Fast  O«lour«. 

Tin    ■'  irnr  Mii*l'ilj'  '"1"^^ 

1  •I'-':     ^  ft   ill    nn:»E    MlJliJ 

»;  J I  ■  ■]  "^    M  er^  I J  for  t  nk  Itijt 

The  Trouble    to  iwijilI    to 

Tw  Tcni  cjtn  MiTe  nmtlj 

4  '  frrt  m.  liiilE. 

Tttmm,-  WriU   fur 

mHttrcitat       GitaloffM 

vritk  xpeiHai  jititim*  und 

Iffwf  ?r>  to  50  T5#?    Of  Tit, 

J.  *  a.  SAMUELS. 

r<l:iirr   MAinif^r.iciri. 

9*»    Sa,    SB     A     JDOt 

London    Boad, 

Llir«rpaoJ. 


BARGAINS  FOR  LADIES 

Not  from  the  Manufacturers,  but,  Better 

Still,  from    large  Job   Bupers,  selling 

#  in     manw     cases      much    below     cost. 

Dainty  hemstitched,  carefully -6nished 
"Lyneena"  Handkerchiefi,  ct  a  fabric 
^._^..  -.  finer  than  silk,  and  more  duraUe  and 
BAKQAIN  j  pleasing  than  linen,  3/"  per  doe.  post  free. 
NOa  1«  I  Sample  one  3d.  post  free. 

Or  with  daintily-«yorked  initial.  3/9  per 

doz.  post  free. 

Sample  one  4d.  post  free. 

COBB  WiHto  for  our  compact  Barsalnt  Catalogue 
■  ■■^""  of  Ladies'  and  Qent's  Qoods  — not  an 
elaborate  book,  but  one  which  will  save  you  pounds. 


«•«. 


MORTIMERS,  SufFolk  House, 

OT4,  266,  2<S,  tOMth  M.,  Watktay,  Sheffield,  I 


Enff. 


liest 


Screen  your  si 
windows  with 

DUROBELLE 

(Tbadb  Mark  No.  SOUM). 

Allen's  new  Curtain  and  Casement  Fabrics  are  not  merely 
labelled  "fast  coloers.**  but 

aUARAKTEEO  FADELESS. 

Although  **  Durobelle "  is  made  in  the  most  eaqaisite  and 

elusive  art   tints,  we  undertake  to  replace,  free  ci   cost, 

ainy  length  in  which  the   original  colours   do   not   prove 

absolutely  permanent 


Patterns,  containing  delightful  range  of  tints  and  textnrea  fer 
the  Summer,  post  free  from  the  Sole  Proiirietors : 

J.  Ja   ALLEN|   Ltdai     I^URNtMOUriSk 


DELICIOUS  SANDWICHES. 

There  is  nothing  more  tempttng  for  the 
Uffhter  repasts  St  the  day  than  a  dainty 

Fish  Paste  or 
Potted  Meat 
Sandwich. 

The  wnrld-funons  qnalitles  of 

SHIPPAM'S 
"Chichester"    Brand 

make  them  an  alwajs  welcome  addition 
to  the  tabic.  Guaranteed  made  fhxa 
only  the  very  best  meats,   fish,  or  game. 

Gold  Medal  AwsunIs. 
Sample  of  each,  or  twojara,  on  receipt 
[1/2.  If  difficult  to  obtain,  write  to  C.  8HIPPAM,  CHICHESTER 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE, 


i#r.t^. 


r 


*'►*  V 


Juhn  Nolile  of?«rs  ladies  the  Newest  and  He&t 
in  Dresijwear — in    a    variety  more  pleasing  and   at  prices 
more  attractive  than   can  be  found  aiiywiiere  else  in  the  Kingdom, 
Noble's  Newest  5^>page  Fashion  Guide   will   prove  of  inxmense  assiistance 
to  ev*ery  lady  desirous  of  being  well  dressed  on  the  least  possible  expenditure 
II  ^hows  dll  ihe  mofil  recent  defticuSi  e,ivc<^  aW  ibe  ihoe^l  fastiJoiiabte  colours, 
de^ritx-s  all  (.be  ^icjitTest   fabricrs,  wbit^t  every    p4^c  fairly  tefcni  with 
Tcmarkable  values.    A  postcard  will  brin^  you  -i  copy  of  tkt^  6ook  FREE, 


Smart  for  Summer 


Model 

029 


22/6 


OoHlumA  Lri  Crsitin  Sartfa,  witri  Hvtio^  ^ruwii, 

ami  X^vy  Hi:r.|.i#.  Ir(t:Ju'i«-.  Ctsliiiuiublfl  Stan  Cfi&t, 
laicmullv  rrnl;jn)hI#r«T4  in  C»«im  sinl  ^tarteof  «rir*. 

ifni]  cuff&  Di  i^^ihiciiabLt^  iCiipei]  mairrial.  The  fivs- 
KfifFd  Skirf  is  iullv  »(rlis— wiih  plea  is  at  bark— tmn- 
mc'l  or  hem  with  mJTcrHl  ^f  np>p n]^ ^-^nd  Kqmira 
raoflel  of  ElenanrB  and  g'ood  ■>[^n  En  ttock  ttrc^  ro 
flf  f^^fCfi  ^  36.  ui  rl  3[i  uis  tust  %  »,  X4.  afii  *11<1  d 
ifi^.   M'.i  ift :  ji,  4B.  4iui  4a  inL    4^  tCL     ^AmAga 

This    rJtrlqjhtfu^    ilF'vi^n    iL'-Jin    at-o    ti«  dbUincd    in 
exceptional  quiltviintlkit     AQiil    Cmmiirr 
*|[h  Cream  tnd  (rtk  Bint^  ^^'  P*'*" 

TiimDus      ■  RaJI&naa  '    a0^  ,JP    Carniira 


pii4 


Frocks  for  the 
Little  Ones  fiV 

Model 


386 


FROM 


6/11 


A  mi^rr  cTi Arms'"  c  or  vet  tt'Pr^  prnili'i^l 
dre^s,  for  hT  little  g^rl  lOuiil  l%ie<liy  b4 

Eictured:  il'An  llik  Ltioital!tractlveii«><Iei- 
,jke  aU  loTin  NoEila^  EareMtill^  it  is 
ro^mv>  *^\\  designed  uid  unHiviilied 
rulu*.  The  tuidiee  ii  lined  »n  I  ^\*tX\\f 
niJirlr  kich  yuJir  uf  (yj^~iie<1  siilk  and  ifV 

l^mofl  llce.W  Ih  fjlTiry  »[iEch*ii  I'tUnnO 
Elimpi  4n>li  Il1ir?f3  qu-irFi^T  pulf  ilecrfi^ 
The  full  &k'iirE  ia  i^thei^  »t  the  waift, 
»nd  irimratd  if  it^k  jrradulied  tucba  at 
lv?m.  Ill  CtcHm.  EW^rvC,  Pal*  Gref, 
Ci-iniKQn.  and  Navy  CbCl^inaVtt- 
EjiUrJT  leeigllif  {neck  to  bcmj  and  rT5««* 
a*  37  3a  33  3*  39iT»l 

B/ll     7/9     ■«      «s     lOil     iiy9 

F«liee  5I  eiira  anj-  *  M. 


jOHNNOBLEttfOiP^ii^NMCIIESTER  ',' 


aors 


Senri 

2  6 

And  up  *ni  P<^pd  ytm,  nftiriaKn  mid  a,  full 
Kite  Hli<titi«  S^ldt'  Otit,  with  Ml  re  SpHr^ 
IfikUori].  rnmt*kti?  Ifllll  |f  1  m ntn I f*d  Tun 
l!i^>!  lTi-4](Uiitf  t--  m      J^  lrUH-4-  iBijmM.'  aS 

mf^lilhly      I'ri.-T*  fr^trpi   Id  C      rnViU.\utr 

ford  FurnlBhlng  Co,  il'tpit,  9U  4-'^4ldi 
4fll,  NL->r  t'n;«»  U-wul,  l^-nd-iti 


DELICtOUS  COFFEE. 


WHITE 
^iBLUE 

For   Breakfast  &   after    Dinner, 


SXAMMBRING 

UMJMPEACHABLE   TKBTIMOHI AL. 

■■  1j#jriiiniiuni'.  K(w»».  Slar.  fi  :iStli.  im^. 
'  Ttfnr  J^ir.— It  Uov4>r  iwo  j<»ini  A«n  ihJit  I  hitd  th»  «fx^t  rortLiii*?  in 
^■eriittic  aL<]MAtii{^l  wirh  jail,  In  *  ww  ir^ck*  I  kmi  wfvu  hri.>1  iw^n  h 
eijfs*  tfl  iKii  jirn.'lti«lly  tfie  wbolf  of  mj  Hfi ,  and  1  Ihmk  I  run  ktfi'lj 
■If  r  *M  rurftl  of  itumturrifiiii.  ii«  wdf  44  tht  ^tlfrisJanT  n^n.ii:isn*w-, 
Itslelj  thr^iuirh  fijlli.iwtri^  jr.iitr  fti<-thal, 

■   Bnlirvit  mn'-^  jfoiim  raithrmllr.  ffliimMlf  A  .t.  K" 
ItHitvjcw  on  wTdtcD  *firli'^Li*M>  t<*  Wr  JL  C.  ncmrxLic,  Ufl.  Jle»|ffiT>| 
3Dutt  UaaiAletui,  LoudiKL.  W.a 


Why  Pay  More  for 
CYCLES  NO  BETTEB  7 

iUiv  dlrr-'i  fromttii^  rartorjf  on  tfnilAfa'  1 
r.'  rjlftt,  and  ilVi"  dMil^Ti"  ^itiMtll  Mm 
At^^»i  rMjr  jiTBalJjr   n>dlH'■^d  prion*  MW 

Mead  Flyers  ^Htiaii  inM^riAi^ 

t.T  i)ii«  ht'flt  Brltliiita  i»t><;ligLCii>  >.  in  tbr 
iuH*i  i!A>n'«ii«^  in  Onwniry  anrt  HinuLujtluuii- 
Thirsf  4  re  KHrtrnnt«^  •  to  lA  y* itrw 

tkikd    nttJ?d  wiCh    a.!!    iairtt    I  mj>n>r«ni*iiW 

4  arrlaKI*  pJllll.    T."hjnHTft*i«l  quaUtjf,  unupprcweb- 

aMA    irm^ii         h.^    Iii'l    buy    4k    rjrcle     utitil     yiu     •* 
Hr  i!n[.*rl.  Art  1  i*M»  !«»■«.  t'  «s  A  n|™t«'j»'T  1^^^ 
.1  rn'.Mip.HiHn'Li''»<l''r,'    TIIAt»ETKRltt«  ^'  * 
■,•,    rhl'Ti    £n  fArti  .nitrict  wtm  •Ifi'pJy  at.  CmiN?.       Write 

MEAD  CYCLE  CO,  Dipt  *ti 

V  K  n  twl  fll .  P»ri^1«  «t  .H^ir.  f^r\  Luh 
.     r^ ,  •  Maq#:  n4BjtvmmM§^i.^d 
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SHEFFIELD  CUTLERY  &  PLATE 

DIRECT 


DIAMOND  RINGS 


SHEFFIELD] 


Skiving  mLddlf 

50  p«r  cent. 

l-dnji  iuiii.litia' c&tmlpga«  Frtttt. 

TKt  CkriaUan  ComrnanweaJUh,  Ifith  Mardi,  199%,  mja :  "  We  cmn 
honeatlj  hut  we  arv  surpriied  that  luch  articles  can  be  lupplied  at  so 
small  a  oosL  The  table  kniTas  (6/-  dos.)  are  both  strong  and  hand- 
some, and  would  be  cheap  at  double  the  price.  The  same  remark 
applies  to  the  nickel  silrer."  SAHPUiS 

Money  returned  orOoods  exchanged  if  not  Mprored.  ON 

Cheques  crossed  "  London  Citj  k  MidUnd  Bank."      APPROVAL. 

THB  SHBPFIBLD  GOODS  HANUPACTORING  CO., 
&M.  Oepk.  Havttloek  Works,  ToontfBtrMt,  SHBPFIBLD. 
Established  orer  gYears. , 


FACTORY. 


bought  of  us  are      ]»<^  Diamond  «  Hoop. 

TAKiN  BACK   »»'-'*^  "•"««•• 
ANY  TIME  AT  FULL  PRICE. 


Triple  Motion 

White  Mounlain 

Ice  Cream  Freezer 

J^UflbtruLlcn.  CuitariU.  PinMLtkfv,  rhflM 

.    Fruits,    B«r«rBjfn.      sn    dpw    tiid   anUitf 

■  nM'«t[it.i.  art"  jin*iriK«i  in  mir 

Imautiful  ho^'jlc,   '*  PROZBH 

DAINflSS'*    is«nt    fr*« 

I  iip<w  reiqurai'?.    Ii  jLlnc^rriiKpf 

I  ihc  Tri[»lf  ^[ntirrn  li^  Crflnm 

^^^^  and    iTtfHl     ^"viitiCit^i^ 

All  k»diiy-  Hi^jri^  unl  Ir^niDonifrnrm 

seklthr  '  WhtiH-  V<^itTiEAt^t    fri'tt.r. 

^  It  jou  runiiipl  (^EttAhi,  tt!l  itm. 

^  Ouit4»man    A  Cck,  Ltd^ 

Dcpt.  m.  ^Mitii,  Aldftmumbuiy, 

IxiiuJuh,  l-4.ti. 


Have  You   Received   One  ?   600"  nia^rated'^Bargain^^^Tfre? 


LOOK! 

Only 

12i  Gns. 

Worth 
18  Gns. 

RICHARDS  A  C00DINC8,  Manafactorers  (DepL  53),  Bull  Street,  BIRMINCHAM,  Eng. 


Lot  773. -THC  BIRMINQHAM  OHIVAL 

Bedroom  Suite,  made  of  Solid  Satin 
Walnut  or  Chippendale,  vi*.  :  5ft.  Ward- 
robe, 4ft.  Cheval  Dressing  Chest  with  side 
mirrors,  3ft.  5in.  Washstand  with  Cup- 
board.  Swing  Mirror,  and  Towel  Rails, 
also  2  Chairs— a  Nfagnificent  Set,  beauti> 
fully  made  and  finished. 

lEMEMIEI,  our  t2i  BUIIEU. 

CARRfAGE  PAID  TO  ANV  PART 
OF  UNITED  KINGDOM, 


^MUSIO  IN  THE  HOME^ 

The  'HIRPER'  Electric  Piano 

is  supplied  fitted  as  an  upright  or  horizontal 
Grand  Piano,  and  is  sent  on  approval  if  desired. 

Cash  price  from  72  Guineas. 
OR      SMALL      MOWTHLY      PAYMBMTS. 

" MU8ETTA"   PLAYER. PIANOS 
and  PIANO-PLAYERS 

are    the    Best   and    Cheapest    on    the    market. 
Cash  price  from  25  Guineas,  or  Small  Monthly  Payments. 

CnU  in  and  hear  thtm.  or  urite  for  full  partiadart  to  the 

« HARPER"   ELECTRIC   PIANO  CO.,  Ltd., 
83,  N«w  Oxford  Streot,  W.,  And 
258  -  262,     HoUoway     Romd,     W. 


PROCTORS 


PASTILLES 


ACT  UKE  A  CHARM  ON  THE 

THROAT,  CHEST,  £  VOICE 

A  boon  for  Con^,  Asthma,  Oatarrh,  Larrn- 
•      "   BroBoho- 


tfltia. 


Hoarsanass.    and    all 
Laryngeal  affections. 


INVALUABLE  TO  8INCER8, 

SPEAKERS,  TEACHERS. 

One  or  two  Pinelyptne  Paatlllea  taken  on 
Roinc  out  will  prevent  cold  and  tore  throat,  and 
assist  cTen  the  moet  delicate  to  defy  the  weather. 

Try  II- box  to-day  from  your  Chemiat  or  Store. 

PINELYPTUt  DEPOT,  NEWOASTU-ON-TYNir 
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^^   ^  ^^     IMJO 


WHEN     BUYING   A   VENTILATED   GARMENT,    DO   NOT 
SIMPLY  ASK    FOR    CELLULAR,   BUT  ASK   FOR 


CELLULAR 


LOOK  FOR  THIS 
OVAL     LABEL 


SO  as  to  make  cartatti  you  set  the  genuine  and  orifftnai  make. 


BEWARE    OF    IMITATIONS   SOLD    UNDER  SIMILAR   NAMES. 

A  P  D  T  B  Y      Cellular  Q«rment«  «r«  made  from  a  cloth  composed  of  amall  cella,  la  which  the 

^^ air  U  enclosed.    The  body  Is  thas  protected  from  the  effects  of  ootar  heat  or  cold, 

while  the  action  of  the  pores  of  the  skin  Is  not  Impeded. 

niuitrated  Price  List  of  full  range  of  AERTEX  CELLULAR  Roods  for  Men,  Women  &  Children,  with  list  of  1,600  Depots 
where  these  goods  may  be  obtained.aent  PoAt  Free  on  application  toTHE  CELLULAR  CLOTHINO  Co.,  Fore  St.  Londoo.E.C. 


LONDON-KOBKBT  SiOTT.  JjtiK.  H.  Qiiniii  VJrlr-rU  St.  EC. 

BATH    i  UiupK  a  SO^U'it,  tllgh  i^ti^-t 

Br  R  HI  I  MO  HAM'  MVAM  *  <.V,.  Ltii,.  Mi.  Hew  8trett 
BO  I^TO  H     H I  0 4 ,  A  M>  I'J  K  KKi^LE  V.  li  Bnuliiuwftttfl 
BR  A  D  FO  R  D  -  IL  It  t  US  N .  M  U  FF  i  in  >.  Ltd..  liar fc*  E  Bti*et 
BRIQHTOK-KnHT.  Nt^KhllAJI  A  i^>Nl? 
BRiaTOL-AKTIIlJK  t>IT  AMT^A  in   OUr^Blrwt 
CARDIPF-E    ItUMEHT^    •^f\  ^ukrHLmC 
COVENTRY -HAV\VAlll>  ft  K'J^.  Ifl    BrodilKq,U 

UBLJN      F    G    ^H.I^WKLU  itl.GTMrtoji.^trcvl 
BE>1H  BURGH     siTAKK   jmua.  ».  ^Utb  HiWl'o 


0LA800W-PETTI0REW  ft  STEPHENS  Saadiieh«U  Street 
HUDDBRSPIBLD-W.  H.  DAWSON.  T£t  Kt>*  Bittmi 
HULI^OEE  k  PERCIVAU  16.  Market  pUi:v 
LBBDB-HYAM  A  00..  Ltd..  48.  BrijmE< 
LIYBRPOOL-LIVERPOOL  HOSIErV  CO..  fi.  Lcml  Stnct 
HAIICHBSTBR-CRA8T0N  A  SON.  &,  QUKiiMm  Ht^m 
IIBWCA8TLB-OM-T.-ISAA0  WAUTi  >N  i.  00  .  lim.,GrmlEcn-&l 
NOTTIMOHAH-DIXON  A  PARKER,  Lti> .  U«t«rtiAl<> 
OXPORD-W.  £.  PAYERS.  13.  Queen  Stmt 
PLYHOUTH-PERKIN  BROS..  13.  Bedfarl  ^ir»t 
PRBSTON-R.  LAW80N  A  SONS.  ISO  A  tsi,  Fli1i«r«it« 
BHBPFIBLD-J.  HARRISON  A  SON.  at.  HItfa  fltnct 
'WOLVBRHAHPTOll-A.  HALL.  81,  Dhrll^Lod  Stnti 
YOHK-AN PERSON  A  SONS.  8S.  Oon«T  SithT 


WHITES  TrJ^i^g 


S 


ien.  No8ieelinBan4- 
Equallj  oorafortiible  in  i  ^ 

.,po«tion.  Consoitatioosai 

Price  Ldflte  Free.     Inaiat  on  having  White  ^ 

TroM.     ThOK  b^rarimathe  Co:$  name  are  alott^ 

•  geHuine.     All  kinds  of  ElMtio  Ooodt,  Belt*,  etc. 

Not$  ldbvtKefitor«$iAnittkN(wp.Ae.}  White*!  Moo^Main 

- ent  Lerer  TroM  Co.,  Ltd..  96.  Shaftrtbury  Are..  Piccadilly 

Dirent.    Bit.60yeara     ladyCouaaUant.    KindlfmenitOHtkiUMag. 


Ik  Compactum  Tent  (in..u..i..i) 


Specially  fitted 
and  adapted  fur 
either  QAROIN 
or  BATNINQ  to 
supply  a  much 
needed  require- 
ment, being 
Commodiou.s, 
Durable,  and 
OHCAP. 


Complete,  with  Mallet   C»rrlai«  P&td 


retomedifnotapprored.  AVALlBB 
to  pack  abnre  W  extra.  Send  to^lay 
andyoQ  will  be  plea«e<l  with  it  ' 


NOTE  tlZI- 

Height— 8fi. 
Diameter—  7ft.  6 

NOTE  PRIOE- 

Plain  Cloth— 

«1  6  0 

Striped  Cloth— 

£1 10  O 

Green  Rot  proof- 
«1  12  6 


lib  with  Order.  Money 


a  WARE  Jk  80N8,  Tent  and  Blind  Makers,  HULL. 

B$tabli»hed  SO  Tean. 


CYCLISTS 


PUNCTURE 

PREVENTION 

ISNOMYTIL 


We  know  there  have  been  countless  inventions  —  and 
failures,  but  then,  there  has  never  before  been  a 

"SPHINX"  BAND 

This  device  does  not  slow  the  tyre.  Adds  only  an  oonce 
or  twj>-to  weight.  Is  not  a  liquid  to  clog  the  \*alves  or 
ruin  the  rubber,  but 

IT  DOES  PREVENT  PUNCTURES. 

Your  cycle  agent  can  and  will  demonstrate  this  to  ypu 
in  a  manner  that  must  convince  jrou ;  if  he  cannot,  write 
us,  we  will  send  you  some  convincing  testinionia's  and 
tell  you  where  to  get  the  bands. 

THK  COUNTY  OHKMICAL  CO,  Ltd.,  O^pt.  SI, 
BIRMINQHAM. 
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limperlarsiilBliDanl 


I    CASH,  £10  10s. 
or  Easy  Payments. 


DCaORlPTlON*— 5fr.  wiJe,  7fL  fiiii.  high.  Depth,  back  to  fToni,  a^n.  ThrM 
Oiplhit^ircjs  with  ?thc1i-cs  nnri  r(mw«r  cdlarette^  T*o  brawer*  of  ftnipk  capncity,  PLiie 
iJrniii'dr  litirtl  ^ind  ttfied  whh  iiren^n  bai^  felt.  British  Silvered  and  iie^'cHcd  Plate 
Mirror,  4ein.  by  siiin,  FulMunj|th  cornice,  Rhclt,  and  pediment.  RovutiruEjj  Curved 
and  ^fcl1lyo:L  Uotjnded  and  jvluiped  columns.  A  High-Gr^de  Ptcce  of  Ftirtiicurt 
SitiM  Threu£hcu£t  nhsitiutriy  h^  rv«/'rr  w  siajm/i^.  Interiors  in  Sulid  Oak.  Made 
in  Thoroufilily  Seasoned  Oiik  < Brown  or  FtioiedX  Walnut,  or  Mahogany. 

Order*  hy  Post  from  Home  or  Abroad  recnve  prompt  :ittention.    All  Goods  tern  Carriage 
Paid  to  any  part  of  ihe   L'nilcd  Kingdom. 

AatJsfftction  guararitoMl  or  nthtm  In  t»n  of  aJl  mofl«v  iMld. 

EDCC  _^'^  *i"  ^n*i  yoti  fre^  by  po^t  our  large  illuALrated  CAtalt^gue  *!,' 
riiCC*     conLaii)ing    price    lists,    csiicnalM,   hmls   on    furnishing,       etc. 

It  OMtt  you  nothing  and  oavoo  you  poundo. 

LIVERPOOL—Pembroke  Place. 

GLASGOW— 510.  Sauckiehall  Street. 
BELFAST— 38-40.  High  Street. 
BLACKBURN— Ainsworth  Street. 
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"Truth"   Investigates 

SENSATIONAL     REPORT. 

AFTER     INQUIRY     INTO     HUNDREDS     OF     CASES, 

EVERY    CLAIM    MR.    SANDOW    MAKES    OF 

HIS    EXERCISE    METHOD    AND    PRO- 

THE     GREATEST     HEALING 


Every  Man   or   Woman,    Young  or  Old,    who   may  still  cberisb 
Illness  and  as  a   means    towards  Keeping  In  First' Rate 


No  fewer  than  eight  pages,  in  the  form  of  a  Biip- 
pleraent  to  the  great  weekly  newspaper^  ** Truth,"  have 
recently  been  devoted  to  an  exhaustive  inquiry  into  the 
claims  of  Physical  Culture  as  a  curative  treatment, 
and,  in  particular,  an  inquiry  into  the  methods  and 
results  of  this  treatment  as  carried  on  hj  Mr.  Sandow 
at  his  now  well-known  headquarters  in  St.  James's 
Street,  London. 

Reference  has  often  been  made  in  the  columns 
of  the  daily  Press  to  Mr.  Sandow's  claims  to  be 
able  to  cure  a  variety  of  illnesses,  some  of  them 
of  a  really  serious  descriyjtion,  entirely  by  exercise, 
and  discarding  altogether  either  drugs  or  dieting 
restrictions. 

Indeed,  a  very  great  number  of  newspaper  readers 
have  actually  been  under  Mr.  Sandow's  exercise 
treatment.  To  these  the  startling  confirmation  of 
Mr.  Sandow's  claims  which  "Truth"  publishes 
will  not  come  as  a  surprise,  because  they  have 
learned   from   personal    experience    whether   or   no 
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The  *•  Truth  "  report  which  is  offered  freely  to  every 
inquirer. 


he  was  successful  in  doing  for  their  health  what  he 
promised. 

But  there  must  be  manjr  hundreds  or  even  thousands 
who  have  read  of  what  is  claimed  for  the  Physical 
Culture  Treatment  of  illness,  but  have  remained  in 
doubt  as  to  whether  it  really  could  accomplish  the 
remarkable  health  wonders  put  forward  so  confidently. 

A  Point  for  Elderiy  Invalids. 

Then  tliere  are  a  very  large  class  of  invalid  ladies 
and  elderly  gentlemen  who,  whilst  perhaps  quite 
convinced  of  the  genuineness  of  the  Sandow  treat- 
ment, have  lieen  under  the  erroneous  impression  that 
it  was  a  method  adapted  for  the  young  only. 

It  is  for  this  reason  that  so  considerable  prominence 
is  now  given  to  making  known  that  a  copy  of  this 
supplement,  reprinted  from  "Truth,**  toprether  with 
Mr.  Sandow's  own  book  on  Physical  Culture  as  a 
cure,  may  be  had  for  the  asking  of  every  sufferer  from 
and  of  the  illnesses  to  which  it  is  applicable. 

In  the  course  of  this  report  of  its  investigation  into 
Mr.  Sandow's  methods,  no  point  which  could  safe- 
guard the  interests  of  sufferers  has  been  omitted. 

The  result  is  that  ** Truth"  confirms  every  claim 
which  has  ever  been  put  forward  by  Mr.  Sandow  for 
his  exercise  treatment. 

For  the  benefit  of  those  who,  owing  to  illness  or 
lack  of  physical  conditions,  have  the  most  potent  of 
all  reasons  for  being  interested  in  the  subject,  the 
following  extract  is  quoted  from  the  report  of 
"  Truth ^*  investigator : 

"Many  people  came  to  the  Institute  only  to  be 
*  toned  up  —people,  that  is  to  say,  who  were  not 
definitely  ilL  but  who  are  seeking  a  reserve  force  of 
strength  ana  health  which  may  carry  them  through 
heavy  business  or  social  strain.  A  typical  instance 
is  that  of  Mr.  S.  F.  Edge,  who  prepared  himself  for 
his  famous  twenty-four  hours*  motor  ride  at  Brook- 
lands  by  a  course  of  the  Sandow  treatment.  So  far  aa 
actual  illness  is  concerned,  the  Sandow  system  of  cura- 
tive physical  culture  is  employed  at  the  Institute  in  the 
treatment  of  four  princi  pal  groups  of  illnesses.  They  are : 

* '  1.  Weaknesses  and  diseases  of  the  chest  and  lungs. 
* •2.  Digestive  and  kidney  troubles. 

"3.  Illnesses  arising  from  failure  in  some  function 
of  the  nervous  system. 

"4.  Skeletal  deformities,  as,  for  instance,  curvature 
of  the  spine. 

Striking  Figures. 

"Daily  reiwrts  are  kept  of  every  case  undertaken, 
and,  furnished  with  an  imposing  batch  of  them,  I 
was  left  to  my  own  devices  for  a  time  while  Mr. 
Sandow  attended  to  some  of  the  patients  waiting  to 
interview  him. 

"Taking  those  for  one  day,  I  find  that  the  cases 
may  be  grouped  under  the  following  heads  :— 

Per  cent 
Cases  of  dyspepsia  in  its  many  fonns  ..         ,,^    44 

„      „    nervous  disorders,  insomnia,^M  l^.V    16 

„      ,,   gout,  rheumatism     4 
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the  Sandow  Treatment. 

99  PER  CENT.  OF  SUCCESSES. 


THB    GREAT    NEW'SPAPBR    *" TRUTH"    ENDORSES 
IVONDERFUL.      CURES      ACCOMPLISHED      BY 
CLAIMS   CURATIVE   PHYSICAL.   CULTURE 
FORCE     IN     THE     W'ORLD. 


some  doubt  as  to   the  Efficacy  of  Physical  Culture  as  a  Cure  for 
Health  should  Read  the   *•  Truth*'  Investigator's  Report. 


Cases  of  paralysis...         3 

„      „    heart  affections            5 

,,      ,,   chest  and  lung  complaints 10 

„      ,,   various  other  ailments           5 

„      „    no  special  illness,  but  treated  for 
reduction  of  obesity  or  for  general 

physical  improvement      13 

Ninety-nine  per  Cent.  Benefited. 

"I  learned  that  ultimately,  of  all  the 
eases  treated  over  the  latest  period  fop 
which  figures  were  available,  the  treat- 
ment had  only  failed  entirely  in  less  than 
one  per  cent,  of  cases.  Satisfactory 
improvement,  therefore,  was  produced  in 
over  99  per  cent  of  eases,  and  the  treat* 
ment  had  completely  achieved  the  objects 
for  which  it  was  undertaken  in  no  fewer 
than  94  per  cent,  of  cases/' 

''Truth's"  investigator  concludes  his  report  as 
follows  :— 

*'  Let  me  sum  up  my  impressions  by  saying  that, 
as  an  unprejudiced  outsider,  without,  it  is  true, 
much  medical  knowledge,  but  with  a  lively  scepticism 
as  to  the  virtues  of  *  cure-alls*  of  all  descriptions— a 
scepticism  based  upon  somo  exf^ericnce — I  am  con- 
vincfKi  that  Phj'sical  Culture— in  the  right  hands— is  a 
powerful— a  verv  powerful— weapon  ready  to  the 
hands  of  those  who  nave  set  out  to  fight  the  good  fight 
against  disease.  Esi>ccially  I  am  of  opinion,  from  the 
proofs  which  have  been  submitted  to  me,  that  it  is  a 
most  potent  remedy  for  those  illnesses,  of  digestive  or 
nervous  origin,  which  are  the  least  amenable  to  other 
methods  of  cure. 

"To  go  in  for  'exercise*  without  knowledge  is, 
in  a  word,  as  risky  an  experiment  as  it  were  to  take 
all  the  drugs  in  a  chemist's  shop  seriatim  when 
endeavouring  to  cure  a  cold  in  the  head  On  the 
other  hand,  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  man 
or  woman  who  places  him  or  herself  in  Mr.  Sandow*s 
bands,  either  tor  the  cure  of  one  of  the  various 
ills  which  I  have  enumerated  above,  or  for  the 
(general  'toning  up*  of  an  overstrung  system, 
IS  thereby  caking  a  definite  step  towards  cure  or 
alleviation." 

Medical  men,  from  the  greatest  specialists  to  the 
btisy  local  practitioners,  nave  said  the  same  of 
BIr.  SandoVs  work. 

Sir  Arthur  Conan  Doyle's  Testimony. 

The  testimony  of  Dr.  Sir  Arthur  Ck)nan  Doyle 
will  be  of  special  interest  to  readers  of  this  magazine. 
He  has  written  as  follows  :— 


"Probably  no  man  has  d«>ne  more  during  the  last 
decade  for  us  as  a  nation  than  he*' ;  and  so  one  might 
proceed  and  read  whole  columns,  but  the  purpose  of 
this  account  will  have  been  achieved  if  sufferers  are 
led  to  consult  Mr.  Sandow  in  the  first  place  by  writing 
for  a  copy  of  his  booklet  and  his  "Truth**  account 
and  then  it  is  almost  sure  that  they  will  be  cured,  and 
all  by  simple  exercises ! 

The  Sandow  course  is  not  expensive — indeed,  is 
very  cheap  compared  with  the  good  to  be  obtained, 
and  may  be  undertaken  at  the  luxurious  establish- 
ment which  Mr.  Sandow  hss  equipped  for  patients 
to  take  the  cure  in  complete  privacy,  or,  when  this 
is  incompatible  with  the  patient  s  occupation  or  means, 
then  it  may  be  carried  out  entirely  by  correspondence 
in  the  privacy  of  the  patient's  own  home. 

Readers  are  invited  to  write  to  or  call  upon  Eugen 
Sandow,  Health  Education  Bureau,  32a,  8t  James*8 
Street,  London,  S.W..  for  Mr.  Sandow's  booklet  and 
a  reprint  of  **  Truth's  **  report.  In  writing  they  should 
give  full  details  of  the  trouble  for  which  they  are  con- 
sidering the  advisability  of  the  adoption  of  the  Physical 
Culture  Cure,  for  Mr.  Sandow  can  then  letter  jud^e 
of  their  requirements,  and  can  also  often  send  addi- 
tional advice  relative  to  their  particular  case. 


EucEN  Sandow,  .^ 

tvA^se  work  of  curing  illness  has   received  such   wonderful 
confirmation  in  the  **  Truth"  investigation. 
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SUNMEB  CLOTHING 
BARGAINS. 

FLANNEL  8UIT8.    FANCY  VESTS. 
THOR   HEALTH   SHIRTS 

direct  to  you  from  the  Factory  at  Leeds, 
the  centre  of  the  Clothins  trade.  HUh- 
Srade  garments  at  unheard-of  prices.  The 
Thor  nanie  stands  the  world  over  for 
quality,  style,  and  fit.  The  Thor  trade 
mark  on  every  article  Is  our  guarantee. 


A  splendid   .    . 

FLANNEL  LOUNGE 
SUIT 

for  the  SEASIDE.  Roll 
or  step  collar.  Coat,  Vest, 
and  Trousers  to  match. 
Bespoke  made  to  your  own 
measures.  Absolutely  cor- 
rect style,  perfect  g^^ /g% 
fit,  beautiful  finish,  Z7/0 
Post  Paid. 

Why  spoil    your    ordinary 
apparel     when     27/6    will 
purchase    such   a   fine  ser- 
viceable suit? 

Two     Special      Lines     of 

White  Flannel  Trousers  at 

6/11  and  8/11. 


THOR  CELLULAR  HEALTH  SHIRT. 

Breathes  air  to  the  skin— Cool,  Light,  Durable  and 
EconomicaL  The  finest  shirt  for  hot  weather  wear. 
A  special  specimen  shirt,  O  /1 1  -^"V  *»"  P®*'  P»i<l« 
Also  in  Pure  Wool  &  Silk.  ^/  ■  ■   Worth  4/6.  3for8/t 

THOR  FANCY  VESTS 

Made  in  most  beautiful  com- 
binations of  colours.  This 
samole  vest  at  4/11  is  worth 
double  the  money.  It  is 
only  the  laree  quantity  we 
sell  that  enables  us  to  give 
you  such  a  grand  Only 
vest  at  this  low  A/H^ 
price.  ....■•/■■ 
Post  Paid. 

THOR  TAN  WIUOW 
CALF   10/6    BOOT. 

Extremely  fashionable  boot, 

well   made,    light,   flexible, 

Rnd  durable  ;  equal  to  boots 

sold  at  12/6.     Also  in  Ghc*  ->^  x-^ 

Kid  and  Box  Calf    Other  qualities,  14/6, 16/6,  &  21/- 

Also  Golf  and   Sporting    Boots.       Thor   Ca.nvaa 

8hoM  and   Boots  for  seaside.     Puro  Wool 

?  J?!?'*,.?®'?*'  sure  protection  against  chill,  1/11 

&   2/6.      I-ine  Ime  of  Qont.'s   Half  Hooo,  1/-. 

3  pairs  2/9;  6  pairs  6/3. 
We  want  you  to  test  Thor  Goods.      We  believe  you 
will  never  have  had  such  splendid  goods.    Write  to-day 
for  Illustrated  Catalogues,  Style  Books,  Patterns,  and 

our  simple  method  of  self-measurement. 

COLONIAI.   ORDBB8  Ncalv*  vry  oaMfal  and 

ImmadUto  eonsid«r»Uoii. 


THOR    MANUFACTURING 

IneorpomUiK   Bouthall   •   Co^ 
Dept.  L,  LEEDS. 


ca, 


New  Model. 


^ "NUTSHELL 
Automatic  Stropper 

RttiiKTiipfl.1  as  i]ie  moflt  «ffiui(<Qt  and  mliifBelorT  ol  mWimi^iv- 
.ijjji  Ui.S knifing  \U-i  Imt^n  wu1<?ly  iwkl  Ml  19«>wl 
mil  ml  J  nVlftvvtd  hy  uten.  Tijp  Prt>(Hrl«toni,  tji^ui  mn 
rn-'UTi'  t*Hr  Uiftr  unfiinc  IjtluntiOil  a.  xijorn  nneriJ  4j»i 
havp  »Li^bL  iitntiu  to  redm-fi  th*  (im*'.  Ta  efTect  il 
OUT  fctinflf  liiir  wiundnn«iPr  ^ffidonry  itm  ft  Df^blam  of 

i1ll1i.-ii     (-If         Kilt-      {■       is      U^, _._;!„      __.r_.  _j       *__  ' -- 


idty,  hut  U  IB  nttw  bApLjrjIv  KktvfHl.  bj  "ui  wtiitvfr  im 


■  II  "LDuiRpinriu.    Tl]e -' M;T^Ilt;txL"i#''rlftit  i 

-Minpl*',  sirrm*.  «cciirmt*-*i>  ii  h»j  t.r^i.^^»  ll  *iTl 

Np*  q]Hj(Jp[  fpsdy  ibartlj.  but  PfiLT  r»iJu-.Td  now,    l>rdtt  ■! 

tjtuv^  jiml  i«iL'iirv  11.^  niKflhliitt  tor  T'O^moDej   fc^k   if 

rptiirocd  witiiln  10  dityi.    Of  the  tVuprivKn*— 

A.     RHEINBERG    &    CO., 
32,    SNOW     HILL,     LONDON,     E.C 
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HAIR  DRII^L/. 


What    it    is    and 
A     Chat     about 
A    Generous 


what  It  does. 
IHair  Hys^iene. 
Free    Offer. 


All  agree  that  hardly  any  feature  of  the  human 
body  adds  more  grace  or  charm  than  a  luxurious 
crop  of  beautiful,  healthy  hair — at  once  the  delight 
of  man  and  the  envy  of  woman.  What  feature  of  a 
woman's  toilet  costs  her  so  much  worry  as  her 
**  coiffure/'  or  a  man  so  much  care  to  conceal  as  his' 
incipient  baldness? 

Like  everything  else  in  animated  Nature,  the 
beauty  and  loveliness  of  one's  hair  in  a  healthy 
condition  becomes,  under  other  circumstances,  not, 
only  a  positive  disfigurement,  but  a  constant  source 
of  worry,  trouble,  and  nerve-shatterine  irritation. 

Which  of  us  does  not  look  with  almost  holy 
horror  on  the  first  sign  of  grey  hair,  a  thin  patch  on 
the  head,  not  to  say  baldness  ?  And  how  many  are 
constantly  deploring  the  dry,  brittle,  lustreless, 
greasy,  or  scurfy  condition  of  their  scalp-covering? 
All  these  and  others  are  Nature's  protests  against 
neglect  or  wrong  treatment  of  the  hair.  Not 
wilful,  perhaps,  but  rather 
because  people  do  not  fully 
appreciate  the  importance  of 
•*  tiarlene  Hair  Drill."  It  is  so 
little  understood  and  taught ; 
it  is  even  less  practised.  But, 
thanks  to  past  efforts,  it  is 
becoming  better  understood. 

Properly  disciplined,  there  is 
no  reason  why  the  hair  should 
not  retain  its  colour,  lustre, 
brilliance,  and  luxurious  growth 
until  the  evening  of  life. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point 
out  the  importance  of  eradicat- 
ing the  scurf  extruded  from  the 
scalp  by  the  continuous  growth 
of  new  hair,  or  to  point  out  the 
obvious  truth  that  if  it  is  not 
removed  it  becomes  practically 
a  disease  with  a  thousand 
attendant  evils.  All  disorders, 
whether  oiganic  or  functional. 


^*  Hariene  Hair  Drill  ^''  as  performed  at 
the  mominfr  toilet.     Full  instructions  are 
contained  in  the  new  booklet  offered  fru 
to  readers, 
are  simply  liealthfiil   ones  subverted   or  intensified. 
Like  scurf,  every  single  hair- malady  can  be  traced  to 
its  root  cause,  and  can  be  remedied  by  the  expert. 
And  whether  the  hair  be 

Dry,  Thin, 

Bnttle,  Patchy, 

Lustreless,  Falling  out,  or 

Grey,  Losing  colour, 

there  is  a  remedy  ;  and  on  another  occasion  much 
more  may  be  said  of  the  rationale  of  the  true 
method  of  preventing  disease  and  ensuring  good 
hair-health. 

In  the  meantime  the  proprietors  of  "  Edwards' 
Harlene,'*  the  greatest  remedy  ever  discovered  for 
all  hair  diseases,  and  one  that  has  proved  its  merits 
by  yearly-increasing  sales,  are  prepared  to  supply  to 
all  interested  a  free  sample  of  their  invaluable 
remedy,  for  the  purpose  of  demonstrating  its  efficacy. 
Accompan>'ing  each  bottle  is  a  booklet  outlining  a 


system  of  **  Harlene  Hair  Drill "  that  cannot  fiul  to 
cure  the  most  obstinate  case  of  hair-sickness. 
Millions  have  tried  the  system  recommended,  and  it 
has  never  been  known  to  fail. 

WHAT  18  «« HARLENE  HAm    DRILL"? 

A  system  to  bring  out  all  that  is  best,  and  eliminate 
all  that  is  weak  or  undesirable. 

If  you  are  not  conscious  of  any  hair-sickness,  you 
still  require  **  Harlene  Hair  Drill."  It  is  preven- 
tative as  well  as  curative.  It  will  ensure  beauty  and 
plentiful  hair,  and  prevent  disease. 

**  Harlene,"  therefore,  is  good  for  you.  Any  reader 
can  test  the  remedy  for  himself  or  herself  by  filling 
up  the  form  below,  and  forwarding  it,  with  3d.  in 
stamps  to  cover  postage,  to  Messrs.  Edwards'  Harlene 
Co.,  95-6,  High  HoUxjrn,  where  applicants  vrill  at 
once  receive  the  necessary  supply  of  **  Harlene  "  gratis. 
Further  supplies  of  **  Harlene  "  may  be  had  from 
Chemists  and  Stores  through- 
out the  world  at  i/-,  2/6,  and 
4/6  per  bottle,  or  sent  post- 
paid on  receipt  of  postal  order. 

WARNING  I 

Just  a  word  of  warning  in 
conclusion.  Avoid  so-called 
remedies  for  inward  application  ; 
they  are  not  only  useless  for 
the  purposes  specified,  bat  are 
positively  harmful.  Specifics 
to  touch  the  roots  of  the  hair 
from  within,  would  be  strong 
enough  to  destroy  life  itself; 
or,  to  use  a  homely  illustra- 
tion, in  cultivating  a  garden 
one  does  not  work  from  below, 
but  from  the  surface.  And  the 
structure  of  the  scalp  is  a 
physiological  demonstration  that 
"Edwards'  Harlene"  method 
of"  Hair  Drill "  with  "  Harlene  " 

is  the  only  scientific  method  to  ensure  beneficial  and 

lasting  results. 


FORM.   OF  APPUCATION. 

TO  WEEK'S  nST  DEPT.,  EDWARDS'  HARLENE  CO., 

96-6,  NICN  HOLBORN,  LONDON,  W.C. 
Plcate  forward   ma,  as  per  offer  mentioiMd  io 


article  above,  the  special  free  bottle  of 
necessary  for  one  week's  practical  trial  of  this 
application  as  a  '*Halr  Drill."  I  enclose  three 
penny  stamps  to  cover  postage  (to  any  part  of  the 
world).    If  called  for  no  charge  wlU  be  matf 

Name 


Address 
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Umbrella 

photographed 
before  and 
after  repair,  is 
an  example  of 
what  can  be 
done  in  our 
workshops. 

A  com- 
plete ivrecR 

in  the  first  pic" 
ture,  the  second 
shows  the  poor 
"patient"  wrap^ 
ped  in  paper  on 
its  way  per  par^ 
eel  post  to  be 
"  Stanworthed." 

It  is  difficult  to 
recognise  the  battered 
wreck  of  the  first  pic' 
ture  in  the  smart, 
neatly-  rolled, 
dainty  •  looking. 
Umbrella  at  foot 
— repaired  and  re* 
covered  with  our 
famous '  Defiance ' 
Silk  Union  No. 
17B,  lUid  delivered 
Post  Free,  carefully 
packed  in  strong  card' 
board  box,  as  shown, 
at  an  inclusive  charge 
of 

51- 

Send  us  your 
Old  Umbrella 

tO'day,  together  with 
P.O.  for  5/-,  and  it 
will  reach  you  per 
return  of  post,  looking 
as  fresh  as  on  the  day 
you  first  purchased  it. 
Try  us  with  the  one 
you  have  given  up  as 
hopeless. 

A  post '  card  will 
bring  you  our  lllus^ 
trated  Catalogue  of 
"  Defiance  "  Umbrellas 
and  patterns  of  mate^ 
rials  for  re-covering 
umbrellas  from  2/6 
upwards. 

J.STANWORTH&CO., 

miirlfMie 

Bnlfrdk   Adiiariicturi<», 

Blackburo. 


THIS 


LfAVESYOU 
UKETHiS 


REACH  ES  YOU  v\ 


AND  IS 

RETURNED 

LIKE  NEW 


,^frOE   M^^ 


Surgical  Belb, 
Trusses,  and 
Elashc  Stockings. 

EVERY  ARTJCUE  FOR 
aiCK  NURSIiia 

Stihikin^S^  hvwtif  ttvar,  eifMit,  mmd 


W.  H.  BAILEY  d  SON, 

3Bt  O  it  ford  St*f  London^ 
(City  Branch,  62,  For*  81,  E.||.> 

t.':itrt3oiL:uie   Frtt 


FOR 


GREYHAIRm 

w^fh»bk.  uia  fttjHilattl;  bfiraiLfw^ 
Will  iioL  bum  Iha  tulrorprtduc*  no- 
natural  rin't  iMfetidu  ituiwa&iblc^ 
CatLtaiiii  n^  ]a4  ^iTcr,  lulrliujr.  vi^:. 
Trill  BottU.  tii. :  N*W  Bli«,  1  -2 .  l^rn 
Bottle,  S.'D,  |wit /»«  4i«dr«lly  Invited  I 

8tat*  mlwur  t«qiiirv(l. 
e^    T.    ALBXAMDRE  jEiL  1WI», 


Your    Infant    will     Thrive 


N  RAVE'S  VQOly  \u  a  Perf*ctly  Safe  Food  f<*r  Uig 
^uiiiiKriei.  ^ad  iiJUiSt  delicate  chLid  if  uwd  according  to 
InRlrjcLianH.  It  affBiBta  T««tbin|r,  Ji    «    Taloafalv    BoQ.' 

fciiTi^ar,  rKJlevfi  UtiaeUpatiaD,   an4  ii 
A      COMPLETE      DIET     FOtt      lKFA*rT3 

NEAVE'S 
FOOD 


Sold  fu 
1-  Jt  •^ti  (ins. 


Wrili*  for  HiHts  ahi^nf  Bjty.  hy  a  TraioHl  Kufai ; 
|itj4ti;ard    to  JuHlaL    R,  Neavo  ft  Oo.,- 

Fordinfirhridj^',  v}j  Pulinhury. 


Kstsibli.xlieil     Over     Wl     Years 


HAIRS  Sa  FACE 

You  can  safelj,  surely,  and  eully 
nraoTo  anjr  luperfluout  hair  from 
7our  face  without  fear  of  pain, 
harm,  or  marks  of  an; 
bj  applying  HAIR^ 


Many  ladies  have  cui   

of  this   unsightly  blemish. 


,     as  is 

proTod  by  the  onaolioited  tes- 
timonials, which,  with  Dr. 
SrilfithB'  Analytical  Confirmatorr 
eport.  accompanies  each  well- 
SroTided  outfit  S/9,  p. f.  (plain  wrapper).  Reixnnmended 
oreign  orders  1/-  extra.— Mm«.  B.  Bowd.  Toilet  BpeciaUst.: 


LIVING  riCTURES 

^^  ith  our  great  combination  Bioscope  and 

"^Eiglc  Lantern  fortune*  are  aaailj  made  at 

In  me  and  abroad.     The  King  of  Cinemat» 

sraphB,  right  up  to  date,  new  mOTements.  new 

patents.    Coloon  and  RovorMS 

the  subjects  while  in  motion.    Pair- 

loar    Blosoopos,    itt-5«.     Iq 

mense  stock  of  films  at  a  third  QSQal 

prices:  all  make*;  list  8d.    Portable 

Electric  Outflta  for  Tent  or  HalL 

Outdoor     Poop  -  Show     Bio- 

■eopoB  ooln  monoy.  AlS-USi 

CHBAPBAT   AMD    BBST    IB 

THB    WOBLD 
for    Hatflo    LmbIofm,     Cln«< 


.totfrap] 

rraph  Ui 


iho.  Films. 


Pcitenteea  and  Invenion. 

100,000  Slides  in  Stock.    Cinematoirnph~tist7od:    LitntenM. 

M.    Slides.  6d.    As  supplied  to  Madame  Patti.  Roval  Polyterhnk; 

Palace  Theatres.  Maharajah  of  Mysore.  Dr.  Grattan  QuinnesL 

HUGHES  A  Co.,  Brewster  House,  82,  Mortlnior  RlL| 
KINQSLAND,     LONDON.     N. 
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KODAKS 


For  picture  records  of  your  holidays,  portraits  of  friends,  pictures 
of  home  life,  pictures  of  your  games  and  pastimes. 

<\  The  Kodak  system  makes   everything  simple  and   renders  yow  independent   of   the 

old'fime  darkroom.     A  Kodak,  wiik  spools  of  film  for  dozens  of  piciures,  goes  easily 

irrto  your  pocket. 

You   toad  it  in  Sasf tight  and,  to  det^gfopp   von  sfmpip  pat  tht 
fitm   in   the  Kodalc  Tantt.     ALL    IN   VAYLiGHT. 

BROWNIE  KODAKS       -  from     5/- 


FOLDING  POCKET  KQDAKS  from  42/- 
COMPLETE  OUTFITS     -  from  13/- 


KodKK,  Ltd., 


OuFnfiw  FOLDING  POCHET  KODAK  BOOK- 
LET llluatntea  alk  tplendlil  KDdah»,fthciWfl 
What  th»r  will  da  and  wUI  Inc^jcott  you. 
^°g|_^!!g,P  tin  requat. 


57-61,  Cltsrll«nwcH   Robd,  London,  EX. 

,     -C;  lis,  Oxford  St.,  VW; 
Loutloiif  W,C. 


Rrandi«Ui :  g6,  Botd  Su,  Liverpool;  p-j^,  1 
59,  llmmLitun  Rd,  S.  W. ;  6o,  Lbeapside,  EX 
171-173,  Rtgcm  St.,  W.  ;  ^o,  Str^rid,  Londoj 


ADd  all  tbe  best  Photographic  Deafen. 


tf^' 


STRONG  AND  HAPPY 


l-fst  Iff 


-/ 

m 


This  h  the  way  they  feel  now — the  men  who  were 
once  ill  and  weak,  who  were  always  nervous  and  trembling, 
and  who  never  knew  what  it  was  to  enjoy  peaceful  sleep. 

They  are  now  free  from  pain  and  awake  refreshed  and 
full  nf  energy — are  light-hearled  and  self-confident, 

HERE  IS  THE  SECRET: 

Electricity-  tliat's  all.  This  grand  force  is  ihe  only 
natural  restorative,  the  only  certain  means  of  coring 
ailment,^  of  a  nervous  ant!  de1>ililaiing  character.  All  who 
suffer  in  ihis  way  should  lose  no  time  in  invesli^ting  the 
claims  of  the  Pulvermachcr  Electric  Belt,  which  fills  the 
bfxjy  wiih  nerve-life,  warms  the  hlood,  and  restores  both 
phy^icfiil  utid  mental  energy. 

FDF  f?     Rf^f^lC     ^^  order  to  prove  our  claims 

rtffcc  PWMgy.  ^^^  ^^^^  ^j^^  ^^^^^^,  ^^^^.^ 

may  know  more  a^tout  Electricity  as  a  curative  agent,  we 
have  prepared  a  90- page  book  f illustrated),  dealing  with 
the  suhject  in  an  interesting  m:%nneri  and  this  we  will 
send  free  for  the  asking  to  those  interested  in  the  develop- 
ment  of  vigorous  health  in  men  and  women. 

DO    MOT  DELAY f 

Cut  out  thii  advertisement  and  send  it  to  us  to-daj. 
U  may  mean  the  dawn  of  a  new  existence. 

J.    U     PULVERMAOHER    &    CO.,     Ud« 
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§^H»<N^«»♦H^4»<♦<MgN»<><K♦«H»♦X^^^ 


\    If  ^^Taicho''  hadn'i  made   /in   Geo.   R.  Sims'    liair  <^ 
grow  you  wouldn't  l)e  asked  io  try  iL 


K«<»<M><><M><*<*.><*<M>*><*«><M><*<^^ 


YOU  remember  the  outburst  of  excitement  not 
so  long  ago  on  Mr.  Geo.  R,  Sims'  pronounce- 
ment in  the  Referee  that  he  had  hit  upon  the 
remedy  for  baldness,  the  remedy  with  which  he 
had  cured  himself,  and  the  remedy  he  had  gratuitously 
distributed  to  friends  and  correspondents  in  all  pans 
of  the  world.  You  may  also  remember  how  he 
christened  this  remedy  under  the  Romany  word 
**  Tatcho,"  because  the  word  signifies 

Genuine^  Good,  Trne, 

all  of  which  Mr.  Geo.  R.  Sims  and  his  friends 
found  the  remedy  to  be.  You  may  also  remember 
that,  the  work  of  answering  letters  (estimated 
by  Mr.  Geo.  R.  Sims  in  the  Referee  at  a  hundred 
thousand)  having  become  so  enormous,  he  consulted 
some  of  his  Fleet  Street  friends  as  to  the  necessity 
of  putting  this  remedy  upon  a  commercial  basis, 
and  how  ultimately  a  syndicate  was  formed  em- 
bracing some  of  the  best  -  known  literary  and 
commercial  names  in  London.  These  facts  are 
within  the  knowledge  of  every  reader  of  a  newspaper 
or  magazine,  for  in  what  newspaper  or  magazme 
did  not  the  famous  discovery  bring  forth  laudatory 
notices  and  congratulations  to  the  discoverer  ? 
Undoubtedly  you  will  remember  all  about  it. 
Unlike  the  hundreds  of  thousands  who  made  appli- 
cation to  Mr.  Sims  for  his  remedy,  you  may  then 
have  been  in  the  fortunate  position  not  to  require  a 
hair  grower.  Perhaps  you  will  not  mind  a  pertinent 
question  ticnv.  I 

Is  Your  Hair  Still  Rigkt? 

If  not,  that  self-same  remedy  with  which  Mr.  Geo. 

R.  Sims  remedied 
the  loss  of  hair, 
the  remedy  he 
gratuitously  dis- 
tributed amongst 
his  friends,  the 
remedy  which  is 
curing  thousands 
of  bald  persons,  is 
at  your  call.  Since 
this  syndicate  was 
formed  a  novel 
idea  has  been  hit 
upon  which,  if  it 
does  not  altogether 
continue  the  gratui- 
tous distribution 
commenced  by  Mr. 
Sims,  at  least  puts 
"Tatcho"  in  the 
hands     of       the 

public  at  nominal  cost.     The   idea   is  the   issue   of 

One  Hundred  Thousand  4/6  Trial  Bottles 

at    the    nominal    price    of    is.    lod.    carriage    paid 

to    the    door    of    the    user.        Under    this    unique 

heme     thousands     are    benefiting    who    otherwise 

uld  be  debarred  from  its   benefits.     You   cannot 


Mrs.  Brown  Potter  lets  the 

secret  out :    * '  i  use  only 

•Tatcho.'" 


L_ 


Mr.  Geo.  R.  Sims,  the  discoverer 
of  ••Tatcho." 


doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  crowds  of  gratefiil  mm 
and  women  who  have  used  "  Tatcho  with  socfa 
signal  success,  and  you  cannot  doubt    the   logic  of 

following    their 

sensible  exam- 
ple. A  4s.  6d. 
bottle  of 
**  Tatcho"  on 
these  terms  is 
at  your  call  if 
you  want  it.  It 
is  gratifying  to 
know  that  by 
the  application 
of  a  few  drops 
of  "Tatcho" 
daily  you  are 
ensuring  a  fine 
head  of  hair,  or 
if  actually  bald 
seeing  gradually 
accruing  to  you 
a  healthy  crop 
of  new  hair. 
The  use  of  "Tatcho"  is  training  men  and  women 
to  regard  a  good  head  of  hair  not  as  a  possibiiif)', 
but  as  a  certainty. 

It  cannot  be  gainsaid  that  a  good  head  of  hair, 
free  from  greyness,  is  the  most  important  factor  \n 
acquiring  a  youthful  appearance.  In  no  other  way 
can  you  so  completely  hold  Time  and  its  ravages 
in  leash.  There  are  many  who  have  counted  the 
day  they  first  used  **  Tatcho"  as  the 

<'L«ckiestDayofMyLIfe." 

If  you  are  suffering  from  loss  of  hair,  let  it  be 
your  luckiest  day. 

How  often  does  the  afflicted  one  say  '.o  himself 
or  herself  when  the  hair  b^ins  to  fall,  **  Perlups 
it  is  nothing  at  all.  I  will  wait  a  bit  ;  perhaps  it 
will  stop — lots  of  things  get  well  of  themselves." 
Or  some  foolish  friend  advises  a  trial  being  given 
to  some  quack  remedy.  And  so  the  trouble 
spreads.  If  only  every  case  of  hair  trouble  were 
taken  in  hand  at  once  baldness  would  soon  become 
unknown. 

Therefore,  send  is.  lod.  to-day  to  the  Chief 
Chemist  at  the  "Tatcho"  Laboratories,  5,  Great 
Queen  Street,  Kings  way,  London  (mentioning  The 
Strand  Magazine),  and  by  the  first  out-going  mail 
a  ftill-size  4s.  6d.  trial  bottle  of  "Tatcho"  will  be 
forwarded  to  you  carriage  paid. 

"  Tatcho "  is  sold  in  sealed  bottles,  each  of 
which  bears  the  following  guarantee  :  **  I  guarantee 
that  this  preparation  is  made  according  to  the 
formulae  recommended  by  mc." 
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WHY  DOES  HE  LOOK 
THE  OTHER  WAY  ? 

Recently  ihe  foilaiving  interesting  Testi- 
fHfjnia/  was  received  at  Sundeamland  along 
with  many  others.  J*br  odious  reasons 
ike  narm  of  the  writer  is  omitted^  but 
its  genuineness  is  guaranteed : 

*'  During  the  whole  year  the  Sunbeam 
has  run  like  Silk,  and  has  never  once 
got  out  of  order,  nor  cost  me  a  single 
penny  for  repairs. 

*'This  is  most  refreshing  after  my 
last,  winch  was  a  so  -  called  '  Cheap ' 
Bicycle — it  began  to  cost  me  money  before  it  had  been  in  my  posses?jion  a 
fortnight,  and  I  soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  a  machine  which  I 
was  loo  poor  to  keep,  and  too  honest  to  sclL 

^*  I  gave  it  away  to  a  Gardener  —  previously  he  used  to  touch  his  Hat  to 
me  —  Now,   he  looks  the  other  way/' 

Those  who  ride  Sunbeam  Bicycles  have  no  cause  to  be  ashamed  of  their  steeds. 
Everyone  knows  that  the  Sunbeam  is  thu  Masterpiece  in  Mechanics,  and  that 
no  ]ow-£:rade  Sunbeams  are  made. 

The  New  No.  4  Golden  Sunheam  List  is  sent  free  on  application  to  the  Maker — 
John  Marston,  Ltd.,  Sunbeamland,  Wolverhampton. 


1  "ELASTIC**    BOOKCASES. 

\  ALWAYS  COMPLETE.  BLT  NEVHK  FINISHED. 


"UNIT"  IDEA 

rl&gn  p&)it  to  »nT 

guTMTri>irdtiLiiiin  Oie 
Bi^uiah  tBlas. 
s#inl  lor  t'tiulofftH! 
^f|,  B  E3.  |*tiftt  f  f re 
fruDi 


^■;Si     IDEA 


Vnil 


SbeSloWAVSroickc  tfa.Ltd. 


«4^    HOI'BORH    VIAUUCT. 

TtltHibotta :  SSI   fiiy    4*  Ccrjtrsd, 


B2,  VICTORIA    BT., 
London,  B.W. 

T<?ii'tili"1(i'  ■     j7'i    V]rtv.ria. 
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CIGARS   FREE. 

Direct  from  the  Bond  Cigar  Co. 

Purveyors  of  CijEars  to  QfHcers  ot  H.M*  Army  and  Nayy.   Mess  of  N.M.  Armyi  Clubs*,  etc* 

Thousands  of  smokers  who  were  sceptical  as  to  the  quality  of  our 
No.  2  "  Planter  Sampler" — because  of  the  moderate  price  at  which  they 
are  offered — have  now  become  regular  and  satisfied  customers.  In  order 
to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  testing  their  fine  Havana  Flavour,  delicate 
aroma,  and  exquisite  bouquet,  we  offer 

FREE    SAMPLES. 

We  will  Knd  you.  absolutely  free  of  cost, 

1  No.  2  Planter  Cifar,       1  Plantatte  Clear, 

1  Finest  Quality,  hand-made,  Vlralnla  Clftaratt*. 

1  Fine  Turkish  Cigarette,       In  Handf  PocKel  Case. 

and  particulars  of  a  special  offer.     Send  lo-day.  hi\A  cnclcHe   thre« 
penny  stamps  to  cover  packing  and  postafe^     If  you  wooid   like  to 
\  a  box  of  No.  2  "Planter  Samples/*  wc  will  send  you  100 
upon  receipt  of  12/6,  or  50  for  6/6-     You  sinoke  five,  and  if  | 
they  are   not   entirely  satisfaaory,   return   the   remairtdcr 
within  seven  days,  and  we  will  refund  your  money  in  fult 
Every  box  of  our  cigars  carries  our  guarMitec  to  please 
you— or   return    your   money.       This    extraordinary' 
offer  would  not  be  possible  unic  s  our  ctgars  were 
of  exceptional  merit.     Write  to-d&y,  aivJ  please 
cross    cheques    or    P.O..    "  Stamford.    Spaldrns, 
and   Boston   Bank." 


4i  ii]H  Jit^ 


The   rraioti  why  v^e  ate  iblc  to 
ot^f  r  turh  BitaucKJiaii  vabe  is  tlul  by 
dt&iirifi  wilh  you  dijvct  w£  i«viq  you  ill 
ifitcrmeditl?  prvfiu     And  i\a%  w  why  we  are 
sble  to  fturtnlFe   ei^ery  tw*  o^  cigari  wt  *<r 


BOND  CIGAB  CO.  (S),  Alexandra  Dock,  Crimsby. 


FOREIGN  STAMPS  FREE 

100  PICKED  SPBCIHBNB  or.  if  preforrad.  %  Beantltal 
Qgf  tirnal  THBSSALT.  frae  to  rMpontlble  Ctoliecton  Mndinf 
1^    #».   »<^...    (abroad   4d.).    Only   one  gift   to  each  applicant 


Id.   for   portajre 
MenUon  giflNo 


£2    QiVEN    AWAY. 

A  rare  unused  postage  stamp,  sold  by  other  dealers  at  £3.  < 
fff  to  evny  BOih  applicant  for  the  abore  gift 

BRIGHT    *    BOM.    164,    STRAND,    W.C. 


STAMMERING 

CURED 


The  gift 
of  free  and  unrestricted 
speech,  the  faculty  of  clear  and 
uninterrupted  utterance,  the  power  ' 
to  put  thought  into  easy  expression,  is 
denied  to  those  who  stammer,  and  from 
both  a  business  and  social  point  of  view, 
the  infirmity  seriously  detracts  from  life's 
progress  and  happiness.    Mr.  Alfred  Appelt, 
once  an  inveterate  and  apparently  hopeless 
8tauii]if'p.'r.  Im^  tcp-day  n  .    ' 
doni  ijf  uiierince.  atnl  bji     i"-  :"'-^- ■.■3  :;  MMiir 
blessint^t  on  many  fellow- hu lie rtri. 

Hetf«at3  on  ttrltlrttly  ttttW  lm««.,  And 
has  recently  written  a  book  on  the  subject 
entitled "Tlie  Stammerer's  Guide."  which 
\  sboulci  be  rp^d  by  all  sufferers,     The  ^ 
^book    is    obtainable^    post   free,    by 
writiriK  fo  Mr.    Alfred    Appelt, 
Goldinitton  Grange, 
Bedford. 


BIRKBECK  BANK 


EavABUsHKD  isn. 
SOUTHAMPTON  BUILDINGS.  HIGH  HOLBORN. 

2i  PER  CENT. .  INTEREST 

allowed  on  De| 

2 


w.a 


deposit  Accounts. 


P!^R.  .CENT.    INTEREST 


_  _  _- .  . .  INTEREST 

on  Drawing  Accounts  with  Cheque  Book. 
alB       •       -^     • 


All  general  Banking  Business  transacted. 

ALMANACK    with  full  parUculars,   POST    FREE. 

O.   F.  RAYEN9CILOFT.  Bacwtoi 


IN  STRAW  HATS. 
WONT  WARP  WHEN  WET 

^urj    i^iLttt    B    sErav    lluit    won't    toften    lb    tka 
Fsirn  ;   IttwiK  \\m  phttpe  tnd  e«a1iQur  ^  eaa  !»  iniilMd 

par«Hii    pnue^Ml      \.\  jour   lial^r    '        **    --- ^    * 


sehfii  u»  |Hj«Uil  order  and  siat  of  haf,  |^  biKth  fnas 
ba<  k  uy  ftiint  Imlde  brlra)  anil  ««  wm  Hod  imm 
of  i!  \\v^  Kltii.t4Hl  i|iut[EiM.  tazTiagv  i»I4h  %%  'fto  •tlTvr- 
titn  H]ir>i4^kiii«  |hth^i  ir*,  S'ti  Kfid  itm  ler.  4m 

a/Ii  Is  II  1  (^  }tiLti.  All  Int^t  BliApe  atid  %\^\m  vKh 
^It      tjlmk    i^ilk    rl^klM«ti     Mithrr    i7^kI.i>i.i r»    if   iImiumIj. 

Shu  soy  r<ptuni«i  if  it  j  inu  ti*H«i 

PEARSON'S  PATENTS.  Ltd« 

22,  BaslB^all  Stnet,  Leodon,  E.C         J 


TITBITS 


£1,000  Insurance  against 


gitizedbyVjOOQr 
Railwa)CA< 


.iccidents. 
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FOOT'S 

"Eureka" 

TRUNKS. 


CRUSHING. 

NO   CONFUSION. 

Easy  Access  to  all   Parts. 
Contents  Alw^ays  in  Order* 
Every  Article  Get-at-able, 
Sliding   Removable   Drawers, 
Saves  much  Time  £1  Trouble. 
Drawers    Divided    if   Desired. 
Four    Qualities.        Six   Si^es. 


FOR     TRAVELLEKS;'    iVtf.  J. 


Sole  MaE«rs  \ 


SON 


FOOT    6 

(Dept*  T.  3>, 

171,  NEW  BOND  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


■ 


^Al.3 


^^      ^"^    ^h^^   ^^^  M.  Br.'TT,  E»f^..  I'ja,  iiitfhbury  New  J*ark,  N.,  writta  :   "' I 
bavo  iiaed  thQ  'Neptune*  ^'^^n  JurBeveti  yanrn  an  I  f 'umJ  itairniiab^Li.       {/^iii>ircJi  of  tuih  ^ttgf*  w  cmw  ai  gur  o|?Irt*.; 


iPrickb: 


26.    5/-,    7  6.    10.6, 


Bvorv  one  ^.nt   ^iT  h.w  l>otii  ttsttd  with  ink  and  UmwA  perfect,    LJbtain  of  yuir  &t-iTi<jncr  nr  MDd  P,0,  direct  to  the  M*au« 
SctV^ra;  tiUlKiK,    WAfiREN    4    IVH>GLEV,    LTD.,    SH  A  ^.  Gmt^T   Ba rrBoy  1 1 ilu  E.C    ( JFrif*  Ar  iteiP  rafnfnffitf> 


SUPERFLUOUS  HAIR. 

fill  ftinrfen  »«  eAm«!«tty  rrin'-'-'.J-tl  l^J  wnt*)  f'^r  m^  n*.-*  rt'cn^'dy 

3003  ANTI CAPILLAR,,, , 

A  fhuruit  111  I II  1.4  i;.;.uiixpuni(j  entirvlf  free  fnmi  nil  ij-iji^nn^.i*"! 
Lu^reiiltriiU^  tirblr>.-h  eailrolf  uid  puniuiHiitlv  4eftln>,VH  tN*?  '>-l 
»nd  foUlrlfl  jurferwhjiti  ibci  riMpcwuuios  of  ibe  tmir  m  iLEiin.r 
ribWp  wlUiDilt  tbir  BlLlghLr^l  pttJjl  at  IcOui?  to  Lhr  HkiM,  ](aVIi»k  \\m 
hU«rM  *t)lle  KqJ  Hooulh  j&ni  clBor  ij  If  Llatiru  >ia<il  ii^Vtr  Vreli 

kfrovUiot  bsIrupDTilt.  U  ntftr  riiiii  Lck  1:11x19  Lhu  nif^it.  iiult 
bora  msA  oftliiful  caiaei,  ei«n  wNan  all  other  uid  iiri-tvrK'di^il 
creHtmciiit  BOi  fallnl  uj  buTc  Um  ilt^iir*ii  nif*?*.!,  (.Itib  l«.ttlc 
■uffkleiit  to  rur*K  font  losl  free  for  <  <i  il"  fori-tKn  tuurifr  1- - 
04'^ I.  wliirh  I  offer  t<i  tptiira  if  r^fuiu  are  ilfcmpil  In  sm .  ■  ^ 
ucuutUf u.-U}ry  N'u  (il ii4  Iiitm  or  i^u m hi ir  i^r  c-u 1 1 inft  tM  rv.  1 . i  r . .  I 
M  i(  i*  f!nLircljr  unlike  wtk'f  other  |.irt|^initji.jr»  offt^riMj  frjru  miiLii^i 
pur[tn»fl.     LctUn  t.LEirU].  nxkiiftckciiUl.    Addn^^H— 

Mr.    R.    H.    THOMPSON    (Uept.    7), 
\AM^    Strand,    London,    W«C. 


ave  Shop  Fronts 

Bur  jaar  BABY  CAR  dinrct.  xud 
■iv« tt^ pornnt.  lliuidHt  hI^Uoti  iii 
tba  i.xiUEttrT.  Lnw««t  Cmih  pirii.-*i.  tjr  ^  nv 
FixtoAntA  ftuiu  *r-  JrtfintfcT.*  On  v^v 
pror^L ciLrrJ^i|r«  wiU.  Hi.l.Ti.llilfrreiiiT,, 

lorUiF  :    ■etui  f.-r  it    IJuW  unj  tlTr;    TlJim.rr 

OOmVA    CARRIAGE    COMPANY. 

I»«pt.  fl,  COVEHTRY. 


N92 


N?5 


N'?5 


COLLARS 

Cuffd.  VI J  I'Tuntd  (Lrir  far  inor*  coitrttirt' 
able,  tnil  \<M,tk  tuidrter  Itmn  !urdiQ<UT 
lineo.  Th*j  ue  wel]  cul.  ilo  not  Iri^  or 
crumble,  i^hiiij  their  ■Iialh'.  anil  ikt0 
U]«It  ^itM\  ai.cr  and  urtr  Kitaln,  far  vou 
am  IlKJetieUtlrliL  tff  iuurtilrt  EjIIIil, 
■*  Bim*ilo^'  t'oUKni.  Lull  I,  iJiil  Frraiti 
«uP»  ft  Ifc^jn  tQetrerrnpc,  )i.n>l  uri'  tb*  6n«l 
ftulsat  i  t  uti"  ffir  lin*n  boixIb  pver  tliveDt<>d- 
ColUn,  ei<t^  (f3k  b ;  CuETa.  1.-  jicr 
P-iikr  i  FrontB.  Di4.  jirul  !.>-  eftch. 
Wnif  foi  (.'ntdli.ffil:*'  ti:nho--.  Tt  ll  if^nl 
IXMifl  free  un  a |:it<.| Eral in nn  Uh  PARKGR^S 
\U\  ol  iJINCA&TRR^th*  HKlia». 


CAN  BE  WASHEi 
WITH  A  SPONGE 


FOOT  TROUBLE. 

Dr,   fiDiy«»'   F*el   ProtBcLor*  ^umd* 

ji.ij.jCj/Ni/.i'r-i  ijVhfiii.'i  [.rrvi-iit  iHrii.Lnilii 
indiiiLitJ,  hot  .unl  wi't  fret.  i|jrtC<pm"Jn*ulq 
111  1.1  <^\V^\\  Li*.  Tb»  li«t  anii  iii«i«t  c^mfori* 
U^A  Nh  k  rajJe  Mjw^e  In  thiw  ^aiulitj 
Od,.  iK-,  S*'  ]vr  fAJr.  [v^  free  nil  OTfT  1 
Tiofhl  <■]!  riM-ciiit  ol  Fli,  or  riLvulri  Wi 
fur  ixw  rIpiUTe  Pminpbift,  FKKK. 


ni^^HM^kri 


r6 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


Ih6HtH6\\1  Mm 


ttUPMly1>o>OU  lirinil  new  ]M|lh  pTailfi<.\>V  lil^J'lJ'l"'>"'■lP&■ 
VtUDCErWHlTWORnit  I'run  £3-15^0  ca^k 

JIlL  Hjintiiin-i  numiLin-Ht  l.'i  rimktTH-  I[*m    nt .i u-la rtl  h r* ci 
^t-iLli^jLi.  Ami  sejbt  «U  .U']T*.v.il       la  Vfar^'  purtriTrf.tMg, 

A  HIOH.QRADE  OOVEHTRV-MADE  CTGLG, 


m 


rieAa< 


U 


Th«  World'!  £.ftrtf«Bt  Cycle  Da&lar,  D«pt,  leo, 
COV^STRY. 


The 
only 
Gold 
Medal 

at   the    New     Zealand 
International  Exhibition  was 
awarded  to 

Mellor's 

Sauce 

This  is  yet  another  mark 
of  distinction  bestowed  upon 
this  famous  old  English  sauce 

Mellor's  is  a  really  ^ne 
Sauce  at  a  really  cheap  price. 

Use  it  for  Chops,   Steaks,  Soups  and 

Gravies,  it  makes  meals  more  enjoyable* 

Sold  by  all  Grocers  and  Stores. 


} 


i 


fyrn^H,     gg_     Monthly. 
)  WritBfor  Hats  HQwT] 


Are  YotA  Deaf  T 


i 


If  so.  yo«  eaft  kc  ralUvc4  hj  «tiaf 

WILSON'S  COMMON  SENSE  EAINHIMS 

A  new  tcientific  inveation.  entirely  different  in  oonstructioa 
from  all  other  devices.  Atsist  tbe  deaf  when  all  other  devioe* 
fail,  and  where  medical  skill  has  given  no  relief.  They  arc  soft, 
comfortable  and  invisible ;  have  no  wire  or  string  attachaaear 
Write  for  Pamphlet.        Mention  this  BfafEazine. 

Wilioa  E*r-Ofsis  Co.  "•  gA.^'^gigfc;^'^ 


IMPORTANT! 

LMDtESt 

\V>  will  send  jfOM  ':jtir  New 
Unitrrn^  of  &RES«  COtTUMi 
AND    BLOUSE    FABRtOt    F1IE& 

Sjffpes  are  Fashionable. 

I0VELY  '"  00 UU YARD 
SILK  STRlPEBp  2  2, 
HICH  CLASS    EMBBQiOtftEO    glLK 
STRIPES,   2,tL 
LUITRI  STRIPES,  1/4^,  t'S),  2/1. 
I  r  ARIMURE  WOOL  Ditto,  ^0, 1/S. 
STRIPE  TWiCDS,  1  3,  1/B,  1y«,  a/-, 
2  3,  2S. 


CLOTHS  ARE  FASHIONABLE. 

"VAlu,'*  13.     Satlfia,  l/S.  I,«, 

2/-,  2,3.    Woof  Amazon*,  l/fl^  3,/L 

Ototha,  3  3. 


le.i/s. 


Frlexa  Oood«    &lj  tH*  mtfv-l  1 
3  i .  a  1 1.  In  new  mhrndmrn. 
I^VHLY  BLOUSE   FABRICa. 

Cr«;.HJi   Muellnji.  I>c]ani«'ii  icc. . 4 ^d.  Lu  1  It- 

I*  EFFIE*'  CPSTUME,  Navy  Wool 

3  gin,,  8.3:  36  In  .  S3,  91  tied  through. 

PATTFft/VS  AND  fASMfOM^FSge, 
HARTLEY  Sl   DD^^  121.  StaAJilHiitiit"Mill«  lElM,^ 
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W^TCh  MAKERS  To 
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ramoii^ 


WATCH 


Solid 


f 


hh$  H-U-n<]iil  SuTitf  IS^rt  GtM  Huutlng  or  I]ulf  -  Runimir  Vas^  4h»  ^hn^in  U 
hua  *n  jJHbimUh'  qualkj  Kf^rleet*  lewr  Motfiueite,  flitcd  witJi  nir..H..iin^iir 
HaltLtiii!!  tkliil  Jitreguet  tipruiiiit.  Ttkleil  hit  VdtHHEicrfit  III  troirH-r At  ii ri.'H  jiin]  ux-ur 
In  Lh«  A&drllr,  lligro UgTi  1/  atTituy  imd  jru6W«i>itiiiJ.  IMhItIv  riiH-.  iii,iiii<t>Ui,>I  Uft 
Honiu  ar  CukmlMl    wfrtr.       Mivtiuici'Jt l»    l\y\A\    pny^rv,'Sf^l.    *§.    Fistm.       In    .^rrVp./    f  ,  r 

■■Jrljr  t4i  Khy  jurt  of  the  irurUl  wl  the ftfWo^'»'i'''i  /f<*l',  u|inii  r€^ti$,i  M  rpiniiiAm^r. 

tiittJrii^f/.  |>lijll  nil.  iht  rfW^jUFiTja  whdrli  a  atcjjt    Firm  r^iMdiurinuii       ||  ttB*H|l  \\\r* 
eaMntiilt  of  it    Ili^ti-UhiiEr    >V';tlfh,  W'ths^itl  lllifl    JfiKh  ir'.nLr  [in-'hv       A    \\bUitj 
of   ^V""^   «iiiii1irj   jjtM*r  .nji    i"  in-  iai  jPurniiiiMMl    fnnji  tlic  ordln^rv 
d«al«r«.      TliN^  ^'COUNTY  ^MV'Ai4:hk«pn«  Hiviiffift' niJMv     It  14  ttl 
fl[HJI>L  iiPii/    ifflri/r    in    ans  ditinnW.       Il  U  tllt    '  ^>He^t  l'a/u<  lit  lAa 

Till*    "County"    AI(Ht>;rT.    u    fiMi^Aome  Sipliil!  IkiuMo 
CtirU.  II  ilL  \l,ti:knLi:m  cif'rv  link:.  £3  5h.      S-illit  35-cu 
£3   I  Si.     J  III!  («rfjiitr4l  ^'aUw. 


COLOMIAL    ORDERS 

t.-lumprc  Ninvinl  nlEf'ntJijn  arnl 
mn.'  <-3(i?i'urjjil  with  pTnm]itlN-ft 
unci  lh«  utjiitifil  fiilf'IIItT,  Tuktiial 
ilifMjU  SMTirL^  iirfirtlta  df  th*» 
ffPTcilj^jl  ripifnt  ftl  un  iliittiflt  \\i- 
vvt^iWhit  Ba.k%n%  4U  >0lU|.iiiite<l  with 
*:  'Ajiniai  phi  I"*,  JlP^urft!  tN:ll!tIHH^ 
BritHjp  fipluPiW,  1  A. 


u 


VUltT  il 
LOONS  LIKCf 
KEEPS  TIME 
LIKE  A  £30 
WATOK. 


A    POSTCARD -AND    IT8    8CQUEL, 

tiulilf   D-f^lr^  llliiilr-^lln^  the  (/(imimn^'s   liitwt 
j^rrnlULtiarki     In      Witri;h««.     i  h4iii]»,     ]tii1g)^ 


a.  tiost  TMii'f  ^[lywh*? 

Tllf.    STPU^fpP     Mk'iX. 


IT    MAV    SAVE    YOU 
POUNDS  I 


tens  ?xf 


EMPIRE* 


H-WHITE""""&!"""'^ 


i' 


N£xr  ro 


YOUR    CAR 


will  look 
sma  rtor 
and  rotain  ita  smart  anpoa.ra.nce 
If   upholstered    with    .    .    , 


REXINE 


S 


if 


Trad€ 

Mark. 


I 


THE  PERFECT  SUBSTfTUTE  FOR  LEATHER,  I 


mor*    eco- 


tPhoto.of^AR-JtLLTar  H|.l,MUh,rH  tlituLighnut    in     litMi^t 
"REXINE"  liduct,  acrfttch^&nd  w  ■.Mr  proof, 
"^'^•"t       antlfcfepUc.and  WH^hibJa.    Wnan 
.      .    ^         muth   londeir,    a.nct 
hEfmlcal  ihan  l*aLbar,     Uaad   b^  .i^...,. 
CDionlaLl  knd  F£kr«igji  qav(tfnm«nl,s. 
//  fciuiiif  tif  otiriin  «u»i|iiM,  *fc.e  rpom  ^mr  l.'uholwUirr,  ti^^ 

»THE  iftlTISH  LCATMEltOLOTH  ItFQ.  Ca,  Ld,, 

■lltrptO.  IfliiiiB  Yiitrky  imtEp  an  lllCHEnEK. 


104*,MflRKETST 


>uf-^^CM^T^r^i^^ 


'Beautyin  Every  Bottle" 

NURSE  CAMUES  ''ROSAFOAM  ' 

cn^fjr  thcin.  k  14  a  Fack  Wash,  ;iiid  dt>e» 
SKjt  clog  the  portv,  but  stiniu1jit«^  them  into 
nniuraa  activity ;  u*cd  night  and  motF^ing, 
it  ensores  a  clcaT»  brightn  and  hcilthj-  akiiL 
pQst  Fft^  /flr  ^  /.  Fffstfti  OrdeK 

IROSAFOAM  CO.,  UlverfMM>l 


PHOTOS 


ON 
APPKOVAL 
BY  PO«T. 

Ati?TrtiiPiiti  itre  sent  wttm^ri-  i>th>sjr  by 
'  tM.^i:  (.,r  •plKtloEl  to  TiEi|iouiM>]u  buyetl 
I  \n  ivuji  rouptr^,  upon  tbelr  nLitritie  their 
I  pnifriiiluQ  pr  XmtftitaM  Jinil  rp<]ui]puieiatj. 
Sn  eiblji^tkill  Eo  eCTccl  a  iHir^'hime 

I  P&iii     SaKHi      PiDturu,     Dlaflaloal 

lUnrtraped    Figures,     Statuary. 

*ctreMeB.Vluw8  ArtlatV  Life  StvtflttA, 

Flowers   Clouds^  Wavea. 

I  m  I  P..'n-r^^    fV*xM     ^r^T^r^    i.  il.J.ritllEH, 

USLsruf*-,]  al.n.Juf.lp    i(-i.l..Krue6f  Pliottwttid 
ll'4-'J   HiT-JTUO?.  I'i-l    l--..r   iu.y.  ct  IffEthft  tfp«d- 

lucii  iU^ixEu  IS.  twai  tsii^.  J  rail  r^iduitt 
ahrc«d  »or(!iini  e^tuuEit  up  tu  k  tvliJ  of  iLifa 
ai^*;|pti^l  bot  Inlitffiimttoiu]  Pwtal  CiHipeiit 
f  or  DHrinh  Pi>itA]  Ofdern  uv  much  t^irrnred, 
ERDMANN    &    SCHANZ 

Ht»i!arth  Ttfrace.  JOy  4,   Btdfi^rd  HMI, 
Baihaa  HtU,  UndOQp  S.W. 
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FREE  GIFT 


TO  EACH  OF  OUR  READERS. 

WE  have  made  special  arrangements  to  PRESENT   FREE   OF   CHAKGK    TO 
EACH    OF    OUR    READERS,    A   CHARMING 

MINIATURE  ON  PORCELAIN 

which  we  will  reproduce  from  any  ordinary  Photograph  (Cartc-de-Visite  or  C-iijinetJ 
that  may  be  sent  us  of  the  Reader  or  a  friend. 

The  Miniature  on  Porcelain  will  be  framed  complete  (as  illu^inicion) 
in  a  very  beautifully-cha.sed  English-made  Gilt  Metal  Frame,  and  no  charg*?  what- 
ever will  be  made  for  the  Miniature  or  Frame,  the  only  condition  that  \i  e  .n*k  bfing 
the  permission  to  reproduce  from  the  same  Photograph 

A    BEAUTIFUL    ENLARGEMENT 

skilfully  finished  by  hand,  very  handsomely  mounted  on  plate-sunk  India  Tim  Mi>uni 
measurmg  i8  by  14^  inches, 

THE   ORDINARY    PRICE    BEING   ONE   GUINEA 

but  which  we  supply  to  owr  Coupon  Holders  (see  below)  for  6/6>  carriage  paid  6/- 
(Abroad  i/-  extra). 


Exact  else  of  Miniature. 


The  FREE  GIFT  of  the  Charming 
Miniature  on  Porcelain,  Framed  com- 
plete (as  described  above),  is  offered  10 
our  Readers  that  they  may  order  the 
HIGHLY  FINISHED  PERMAN 
ENT  GUINEA  ENLARGEMENT 
AT   6/6,  and  so  see  for  themselves  the 

BEAUTY    AND  -  - 

EXCELLENCE     OF      -  - 

OUR   PHOTOGRAPHIO  - 
REPRODUCTIONS      - 


Three  Enlars^ements  orderH 

at  the  same  time  may  be  had  for  14>;6 
and  we  will  include  three  Miniatures  on 
Porcelain  FREE.  No  risk  is  incurred 
in  sending  us  an  order,  as  should  we  fail 
to  give  entire  satisfaction,  we  undertake  to 
REFUND  THE  REMITTANCE  | 
IN   FULU 

ORIGINAL   PHOTOGRAPHS 
RETURNED  UNINJURED.  I 

Thousands    of    unsolicited  | 

Testimonials     have      been  I 

received    durins^    the    iMMt  ' 

2S  years.  i 


<'8TRAKD  MAGAZINE"  SPECIAL  PRESENTATION  COUPON 

Please  reproduce  from  Enclosed  Photograph  a  PerniAnont   KnlArnm^ffit  as  described  above,  for 
which  I  enclose  Postal  Order  value  6«*f  to  include  carriage ;  and  it  is  agreed  that  in  consideration  of  this  Order 
you   are   to  include  a    PreaantAtlon    Miniature    on     Poroolfiin,    "Trfinnoci    connplote«    from 
same  Photograph  as  a  PRKK  QIFT. 


Name    ... 

AUDRKSS   . 


N.B.—This  Coupon  must  be  sent  to  entitle  the  Reader  to  the  Pre«ontAtlon  Miniature  on  Porcelain. 

To  the  ARTISTIC  PHOTOGRAPHIC  COMPANY,  Ltd.,  63,  BAKER  ST.,  LONDON.  W. 

THOSE  OP  OUR  RBADBR5  RESIDENT  IN  LONDON  OR  5UBURB5  ARE  STRONGLY  ADVI5ED  TO  CALL 

AT  OUR  STUDIOS  AT  63,  BAKER  STREET,  W.,  WHERE  THEY  MAY  5EE  FOR  THEMSELVES  VARIOUS 

SPECIMENS  OP  OUR  WORK,  WITHOUT  NECESSARILY  PLACING  AN  ORDER* 


I 


2:HE  STRAJSID  MAGAZJI^E. 
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THE  STRAND  MAGAZINh, 


Specially  Made  for  Private  Houses 

far  immadlAtA  ii««-ivi,Tl]iR  much  tUne  siit)  troyhte, 

W.  Jk  Q.  ASHfORD, 
4,  DaJ'rit   Qreen,  eiRMJMOHAM, 


CLIRKS,  SHOP- 
KEEPERS, 
AOGOUHTANTSp  and 
every  COMMERCIAL 
and  PROFESSION Al 
MAN  -  set  this 
Maoh  tne  -  and  save 
your  BrainSi 


these  figures    cerrectJy    in 
a  few  aeoonfis? 


8,364 
7,220 

SS,774 
5.569 
3,347 

80,207 
7.079 
2,486 
4,300 


19 
t7 
IS 
17 
13 
13 
17 
lO 
Id 


3 
11 
iO 

9 

O 

m 
11 

o 


\V«(lht*  an«i  !Hft«nirr.  Ulte  llffhtnlDf.  anil  TAV^UT  Etttt      H  tp  omiflnn  ted  of  light  niflt«ll   ^t  "^^^^  *^,*"'""V  -i^  j^!]J' 
I  the  wori  t.f  n  ts^iniflchlnf  KMd  *i.irPt<Tirlartinffl:f  ll  I-  Ih^?  r^iniplt^tt  aivi  ypt  tlip  m(Hite<iii>pr«liennfr**lcul*torF^«-r  m^«ii^ 


The    "ADALL"    CALCULATOR   •"'«•  10/6 


In  HafidMim* 


Tph^  it   In  vcFur  slfni 


•ijr  h.  .irir  ;    i  t  (tin'*  1t»  irfv4t  T^p  fir*l  wf^-k 


\li1m:mjj?  wVio  ha*  ficnrE*  to  liiiFialir  Fh^iuia  K^  whtoiit  it       Ap^nt*  wimUnl 


TMK     ADALL    CO,     (Dept-     3>,     TEMPLE     COURTS,     TEMPLB     ROW,     BIRMINOHAMp 


MULLINS'    STEEL    BOATS. 

MOTOR  BOATS  ^u^  Uuli  m  Uim  sundard  sIj-cs  ;  T6fi. ,  iSfi.,  lyfL^and  j-jft,  overall. 
J  hf  i%el|.kriOu.n  ftrro  Migmt,  s^HiiuLly  ImiJi  and  adf^|JtiHl  lo  iht  tx^is-,  viih  Mnlliri  noi^kA 
uiiderwaier  e»b:iuii,  is  in  ■stalled.  Thty  are  Uffkt  Faat,  Stiouffi  and  vtjy  Damttte.  TS*f 
do  Mot  Leakf  Dry  Outf  rr  8ot  \\k*  a  wooden  lnjai.  and  nfc  absokiiely  SAFf^  bes 
provided  ^iih  airtight  izoiniinrtmenis  tore  and  ad,  like  a  iifebont.  ROWING  E.OA1 
in  «^veral  siandard  sii-cs,  and  ihe  £xlebT:*itti  Bustle  and  Cflfltrff*  flnpA  DUCK  BOATS, 
Fvr  Prtc**  ttini   f'ttrtifHlat'r,  (irfrfrPM— 

FRANK  R.  ADAMS,  MILFORD- ON  -  SEA,  HANTS, 


IRISH  TWEEDS 

HOMESPUNS,  SERGES,   FRIEZES,  &0. 

are  "  the  only  weaur "  for  Business,  Sport,  or  Travel.  They  give 
such  endless  wear,  and  seem  never  to  look  soiled  or  shabby. 

We  stock  all  the  best  productions  of  Irish  Looms  ;  send 
SUIT  and  COSTUMK  lengths  to  all  parts  of  the  world, 
and  MAKE  TO  MEASURE  (Suit  or  Costume),  TWO 
to    FOUR    QUINCA8. 

We  send  patterns  free  along  with  Measurement  Forms, 
Tapes,  Sic,  and  a  copy  of  "  The  Coming  Fashions,"  Our 
New  Illustrated  Price  List  (56  pag«s)  ler^  1908.  A  i>ost- 
card  brings  our  service. 

J.  H.  WEBB  &  CO.,  \^ 

OORNMARKET,    DUBLIN. 


Ayvads(gi^AyLerJA^gs 


/-Learn  to  swim  by  one  trial" 

AYVAD'8    WATER-WINGS 

Give  great  sport  in  the  water.  InsUntly  brougbt  into 
use.  Support  from  solbt  to  asolb.  Weigh  only  j(A 
Take  up  no  more  room  than  a  pocket  hamikeTchia. 
With  them  anyone  can  swim  or  float,  AYVAD'6  WATll- 
WINQS  ARE  TNE  ONLY  OEMIIINE.  All  knltatlOM  onhf 
prw*  that  tlM  pubilo  iirill  hav«  tha  ganuina  artMti 
FriM^tm,   ToheMain^d  everywhere.  Scte  Mcnn/aeturen: 

AYVAD   MAMUFACTURIWO  COMPANY 
a,  LOMO  LAMB,  Aldi^jaU  Sty S,  LOW  DOW.  B-C^ 


OF  GREAT  INTEREST  TO  READERS  ABROAD 

How  "Britons  Overseas  May  Buy  ''At  Home." 

— — — ^— —  jiuuxi^ 

See    "THE    WIDE    WORLD     MAGAZINE,**  ^ 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


*1la^x 


14_A^*.^_A^^^ 


''w 
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An     Irresistible    Attractlonl 

Tlicre/j  an  attracitDa  about  a  Hall's  Diitemperroom—ai  loon 
as  you  enter  yoii  feel  it  it  differejit,  and  belter  than  a  papered  room. 

The  even  velvety  finish,  the  enhanced  effect  of  furniture  and 
pictures,  ifie  effect  of  refinement  atd  good  taiEep  are  some  of  ihe 
reaions  which  have  made  this  wail^covering  so  deservedly  popular. 

HALL'S  Distemper 
rooms  aJwajs  look  clean,  airy  and  spacious^ 

Hall  s  Disttrnptr  is  maile  in  70  p:rmancnt  colniir^     It  15  quickly  and 
ea^lv  ap|jlicd  wuti  a  whii«^iA-ish  brush  and  ts^  wl^eii  lin^i  appti^l,  a  Lhurouis^h 
,  cki-iiciftaant  and  germ  d;t.«rovtr.    It  tcts  hard,  never  cracks  nor  turd  black, 
'^nd  IS  washabte  m  three  we*k^  after  jippliqaliqn. 

Write  f.  r  ttie  beautiful  Hall  s  Distemper  booltJei  *'  Modern  Dev«lapment 
in  Houw  r>ecoratit>n  "  with  coloured  view^  of  dinmg,  drawing,  bedroom 
and  hbrjr>\  fxjst  fr«,  from  the  Sole  Manufafttircrfi^ 

LSISSONS    BROTHERS   &   Co.,  Ltd..  Hl/LL. 
ton  don  Ortice— l^>g^  ii.jro  HSi^h  St.,  S.E. 


y///: 
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BUY  DIRECT  AT  FIRST  COST 

FROM   THE   ''  ALFOaCO  " 

FACTORIES. 

No,   607,      12/11 

LADY^3  NORFOLK  COAT 
AND  5KIRT,  sra.inly  -tjt,  wdl 
mjfdif  Tncl  ltTii:K,he4;K  Mjdt-  In  all 
[be  tijlnurinff'^  of  tht  MnrvelM 
Cloth  or  .Spccinllte  Serg:e.  A 
Iciding  line  for  ll/Ji;  c^rfinp^c 
paid  6d.  ejttr^a,  Thi^  excellent  Oui fii 
can  ^Imj  b*.  had  jn  pny  of  the 
Ijcautiful  .ITT  *tir>de^  of  Alfen  Foster 
&.  O. \  *' Paster*  Cloth.  Price 
only  jj/-.     <['atrern<.  ;viM  fn^.) 


SKETCH    POOH    c1 

SUMMER  FASHIONS 

Now    re&dy       wrUe    for 

Nttveltf«ii  i  n  lk>att,  Olouau, 

swTit  i\ti  f-yj-* 


ALLEN  FOSTER 
&  00., 

47,  GOLDEN  LANE. 

BARBICAN, 

LONDON,  E.a 
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THE  STRAND  MAGAZIi\E. 


SIMPLY    TOPPING! 


I 


^ 


FRY'S 
MILK 
CHOCOLATE 


^^^=-^ 


"No   Better   Food." 

Dr.    ANDREW    WILSON,  [F.R.S.B.,  Ac 


^rj/'d 


300  Gold  Medals 
and  Diplomas. 


PURE 
CONCENTRATED 


iI0 


Pry*3  Pure  Concentrated  Cocoa  contains  the  very  Ingredients  necessary  tor  promoting  the  full 
development  of  the  growing  CHILD;  restores  tbe  wasted  tissue  of  the  ATHLBTB ;  and  Is  tba 
TYPICAL  POOD  for  tbe  Invalid  and  for  tbose  wbose  digestive  organs  are  weak. 

The    MEDICAL    PRESS,    including    the    "LANCET,"    <<  BRITISH 
MEDICAL  JOURNAL,"  and  "MEDICAL  ANNUAL,"  testifies  to  Its 

Absoltate    Ptarity. 


THE  STRAIN D  MAGAZJNE, 
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'  MEDAL  OF  HIGHEST  AWARD 

*'*  —       '  JAlKSTOWNEZrosmON 

M^  TONE  to  Your  Stati- 
onery   in     the    OFFICE, 
BANK,    SCHOOL      or 
HOME  h^    Using  Only 
WaahhunH't  Patent 

'UK" 

Paper  Fasteners 

1Wr«  b  GndM  PImmt*  h  Tkrir  Um  u  Wall  u  PERFECT 
SECURITT.  TheMFastownaieinackMhytheiiMelTct.  There 
are  do  odicnlike  them,  thenfore  they  can  Ml. be  oompued  with 
the  onSnary  paper  cfipt  which  depend  on  friction  for  their  hokfing 
power. 

The  "O.  K. "  'Paper  Fa$lener»  hav«  the  advantage  of  an  inJe. 
$trucUhle  0aper-plereing  po/n/ which  goes  throudb  every  iheet  co- 
acting  with  a  mall  PROTECTING  SLEEVE  winch  preven 
any  Hafaflity  of  inivry. 

HANDSOME     COMPACT      STRONG 
NO  SUPPING,  NEVER! 


Eady  pat  on  or  taken  otf  widi  the  thumb  and  finger. 
Can  be  uaed  rneatedly  and  "theg  ^may$  u»rk." 
Made  of  Biati.  3  azc*.  Put  upin  Bnu  boxei  of  100 
Fastenen  ea<^.    A  It  Enterprising  Stationery 

Send  id.  for  lample  box  of  50.  aaorted.  IDiulialed 
deKriptive  booklet  free. 

Liberal  Di$eounH6  lie  Trade, 
L.  &  C.   HARDTMUTH 

12  GOLDEN  LANE.  LONDON.  KNO. 

Sole  AMDtif  or  Europe,  Imfia,  Austrafia  New 
Zealand  and  British  Provinces. 


NATURAL 
SIZES 


THEaK.1 


.  CO.,  Syr^cMM 

MANUPAC 'URKRa 


H.Y..U.S.A.< 


A 

N90B 
NOIB 

N92B 


H 


ff 


You  cannot  afford 

to    polish    in    tho 

oid  way. 

Try  tlio  new  way! 

RUBABIT 

Polishing  Cloths 

will    polish 

Without  Paste, 
Powdtfr,  or 
Liquid  Polish 

every  kind  of  metal.     They  cannot  possiblv 

scratch  any  surface,  being  impregnated  with 

the  finest  and  safest  metal  polish  in  existence. 

For  brass,  copper,  tin,  pewter,  nickel,  etc., 

get  the  Rapid  Metal  Poilshlnff  Cloth, 

For  gold,  silver,  electro-plate,  jewellery, 
etc.,  get  the  RubaMt  RapM  Clhror  Polieh- 
Inff  Wad, 

Price    Bd.    each    from    Jewellers,    Chemists,    Iron- 
mongers, and  Stores  everywhere,  or  post  free  7d.  from 

THE    RUBABIT    S.M.    CO.. 
125.  HIGH  HOLBORN.  LONDON.  W.C 
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€€ 


I  Wish  rd  known  of  it  ten 


years  ago. 


99 


HARRY   DE   WINDT. 


:^ 


9?r. 


ere's 


^GMTIFICATiON 


^^ll^jJorS^^m^e^^IL  - 


in  airtii 


for  ih  e 
GRAND  CUT 
smoAer 
Everytiody    can    smoke    GRAND     CUT, 
incluflin£  tho&e  who  have  never  been 
able     to     Smoke     a     Pipe    Before. 

If  you  bflve  never  been  oble  lo  smoke  a  pipe^  the  fauk  was 
wilh  the  toUcco,  not  wiili  you  or  the  pipe.  GRAND 
CUT  is  BO  delicfously  mild,  lo  pure,  so  ikilfully  blendei 
that  it  not  mvU  suiis  ihe  moFi  delicate  pdate,  but  will  not 
mjure  ilie  tendercsl  ihroat.  Try  GRAND  CUT  if  yoyr 
thfoat  gets  husky  through  imoliftg,  and  note  the  djffcreiwe. 

GRAND  CUT 

i  lb.  Samplf  m  Airiighl  Tm  iwit  free  for  1  C,  \mm 

GODFREY  PHILLIPS  &  SONS, 

m,  COMMtftClAL  SmEET,  LOHDftN,  E 

Eu^iv-irir^ irmn ik* L\ikf,Uft  crwrf  AbtiAM^ tJ%OHtd  fur  fiddrf^mt 
CAMADIAN  BMOKERft  bIk-ujU  .^-wi  jj  t*n t* 


Yota  Feel  Safe  virKen  virritiAS  ^  cKeqtae  iwitK 


Round  the 


but  never 
out  of  Ink. 


JJiM=M;ll5il?ltls1ilJMrl 


BLAIR'S  F 
INK  PENCILS. THE  PATENT  DROPNEEDLE 
r^EElPSTHE     POINT    CLEAR 


SITING  INSTRUMENT 
IN  THE   WORLD 


,  htSfiM- than 

the  oM 
f  StyloffrapMo 


For  Correspondence,  Manifolding,  Ruling,  and  Stenography.     Having  no  leaky  air-tube  they  fill  easier,  hold  fifty  per  cent,  more 
uik,  and  permit  the  use  of  Blair  s  Ink-making  Cartridge-^,  price  6d.  extra— holder  filled  with  water  produces  a  perfect  writing 

fluid.     Prices  :  black  cases,  plain,  4/6  ;  chased,  5/8;  chased  and  gold  mounted,  6/6. 
OREEN   &   CO.,    DEVONSHIRE   CHAMBERS,    15,    BISHOP50ATE   STREET    WITHOUT.    LONDON.    E.C 


GARDEN  WICKER 

niiuu viii  jt,^^^.  N,..u. «r.,h. 

viC:     lJchi|F  li^ht  it   tji  i^^^iiLv  [111  n4'i]  iil 

*Ll\j' tviH  irjh .     f^lii'U^rr  frnnt  Tri\i<,\  .init 

j!ib[].   Til  Stiij^^lTi.  ii,i^3-5-0.  SN.x.^'r- 

[T.  H^f,  JE4-7-a-  Th.  r-  .1- 1  ri  I  r    J  S  - '  \  r  ra. 

JllufetriLted  CPLtFilojtun  Frae^ 

OORRtNQE    &    CO.,   vm    t^.-nU 
Qijt:<Lm'E  TlyH.[k.  MtjftjJnjtham, 


lypEWRJTERS 


Bought,     Sollff 
Hired,  or 
Exchanged. 

.SJujrtliaiid    Writer*     af44 
TjpivE*    t*nl    oiil     ^rith 

dsy  Kit    £t  per    w(^1l 


'*'  '^"*''C|||,|jyijj^^^^ieH, 


THE  STRANL   MAGAZINE, 


INTERESTING     ROYAL    COMMAND. 

QUEEH  ALEXAHDRA'S  NEPHEW  EXPRESSES  ADMIRATION  OF  A  NOTABLE  BOOK. 

remarkable:    free    offer    now    MADF    to    all    "STRAND"    READERS, 

"  I  haY«  reaid  yciur  book  verT  carefully*  and  with  great  In- 

terrst,  and  I  ihinK  I   can    say    that    I    am    fully    convinced 

about  the  efficacy  of  your  ^yAtem  and  ^^orK^     t,  therefore, 

woultj   hLshly   afxurectate  a    six   montha*   course    of   the 

'C Lease' Method.'    Enclosed  please  find  cheque. 

^'My    eldest    brother,   the    Croivn    Prince,    DuKe    of 

Spart.i,  Irishes  ine  to  a-sH  you  Kindly  to  send  on  to  hia 

address  a  copy  of  your  booki  also  a  six  oiotith^^  course-*' 

The  ftliove  is  an  extract  ix^^mi  a  recent  letter  written  hy  that 

populat  liojal  perffouage  bi9  Royal  Highness  rHnce  (.Tetir^e  of 

Gteece^  Queen  Alexandra's  nsphew,  to  that  great  autlioritv  ou 

Figure  Ckilture,  Mr.  MerenJith  t'leiuic,  an^l  it  eKpreaJiea,  on  tire 

jMTt  (if  ime,  liimtelf  au  athlete  of  tio  menu  dbthiction,  a  kuun 

n]) 1 1  recitation  of  Mr.  CleoAe'a  famous  work  aud  bis  ectually  fumoua 

ayiitetn. 

/  THe  Baok  r«ferra<l  to  is  none  other  than  that  celebrated  \m\\%, 

'The  Art  of  I'hys^icol  J'tsiiUty,"  which,  |jerh&|>n,  even  more  than  tiic 

author'^  other  gteat  wurk,  ''  A8_vstenaof  l^hyMical  Culture"  (which  for 

\  i*aii  ha»  btea  a  Eitaiidard   text-bcH>k   in   our   elt^mentary   and   public 

Hc?UooU)«  iH  aeknowlerjged  t>j  all  interested  in  thephysicaldeveloptnentof  the 

raoea^  the  most  authoritativeatteranoeouUurtBrreat  andfitMcinaEmgHubject. 

This  ixiok  hn.-^  already  jiatmed  through  many  editions,  ami  has  eagerly 

been  nought  after  by  tho&e  anxious  to  improve  their  uwn  physical  condition, 

or  dedroua  of  obtaining  the  most  scientiHc  knowledge  of  how  the  human  rnce 

cjan  rise  above  the  deail  level  of  physical  decade  nee.     At  the  present  inonm'nt  a 

new  ftntl  rovised  edition  ia  m  the  press^  which  it  ia  itroposusd  to  i^«ue  ma  a  pjjkiilar 

l£>  edition,  and  which,  rio  doubt,  will  achieve  an  enonnonH  sale. 

Jiut  a  certain  amount  of  inHui^nce  has  been  brotj';ht  to  be;irtipon  the  miblishen, 
anil  after  eareful  deliberation  tbey  hjive  resoJveel  to  jilace  on  one  aiJe  no  fewer  than 
5JJNIN)  presentation  copies,  whicli  thoi^e  leadertt  of  the  "StrAjSIj  '^  who  are  early  appli- 
cant-i  will  Jtave  given  them  FRCE«  with  the  complimeuta  of  the  author. 

Tho  writer  of  thia  article  was  recently  accorded  the  pleasure  of  an  interview 
with  the  celebrated  physical  cxpei  t  at  his  well-known  headquarters  at  74,  New  Bond  Street, 
London,  \V\,  and  he  suggested  to  Mr.  Meredith  CleABe  that  it  would  lie  mterc^ttng  to  learn 
why  tin*  great  fmipidar  pro|iaganda  haul  been  decided  on. 

'ThifTeari'  two  grcfit  iiiiderlying  reasons,"  iw  id  Mr.  Clease,  **  which  hnve  protopted  nie 

and  my  publishfrs  in  this  significant  aetion  :  — 

'*  First  of  all,  there  Is  the  fact  than  many  theorifita, 
I^seudo-cultiniati^  and  unriuaUfied  iudividualsare  thrust- 
ing their  plausible  bnt  unsatisfactory  schemt^  before  a 
soiiietimef^  gulliblfs  public,  and  I  have  on  thta  account 
deter mineii  to  afford  the  people  at  latige  the  beat  of  op- 
portunities for  jtrofiting  by  really  practical  ejcpericncLi. 
*^  1  want  the  Hrjtish  public  to  learn  that  practically 
every  form  of  iMjnJily  imperfection,  physical  dcindi^nce, 
and  lack  of  health  and  strength,  may  be  remedied  by 
my  niethfsi  of  systematic  phyiwcal  esterciae. 
w&nt  to  mako  it  clear  to  them  that  snch  widely  dllferlug  troubles  as  :  — 

Obesity ^  indlj^tstioa,  Servoaa  aflmenti,  

ProfJiiapat  hips,  Liver  difiorders,  Lmck  nt  ^ymmtto',  ""^fclS 

Prtftmdinv  abdom^a,  Wimk  back*.  Imperfect  dtvctopmeat,  ^^^« 

CanitlfiuUon,  Organic  troubhMt  ctc^,  etc. 

will  all  readily  yield  to  THE    DLEASE.METHODl 

"T&he  obesii'tyr  ^<^^  Instance,  Thoii^anTiH  of  men  and  women  to-day  complain  of  growing  cor- 
pulence, Bijch  a«  ftbdominiil  protru?^ion  and  prominent  hi  [is.  etc  and  bemoan  their  sorry  condition.  Vet 
obertlty  h  e^ier  ovi-if  Dine  tlisn  one  can  imaffitie.  Let  them  once  learn  the  can^  of  crirpulency,  and  then, 
by  upplied  and  directed  effort,  they  are  etrahled  to  effectually  comkuit  itni  growth— in  fact,  they  can  restore 
the  iijifiire  to  a  perfectly  rmtnrat  form  in  a  romR.rkahlv  short  tiiuf  by  the  *  CI easf!- Method /  " 

littaeliwt  belDw  Is  a  oouiian ;  thla  must  In  fiilad  tip  aa  dlrscted  and  forwarded  te  T4i,  Hew  Soitd  Street, 
L(kiiiinni  W.,  .^n*!  then  the  votum«^  will  be  itispatcbel  free  of  ail  cost*  It  lm  also  of  internet  to  know  that 
v!>Ei  may  either  writt.'  i^o  74,  N^w  li^fnd  Street,  lx>ndi>n,  \V,,  or  telephone  to  22^.^  May  fair  and  arrange  to 
Itave*  persoiial  free  consujtatton  with  Mr.  Meredith  Clea4e^  GUT  THiS  COUPON  OUT, 


MEREDITH  CLEA8E,  Ph.L.DL 

.■^Tirdi^^analttniy  thr«:  ycamiii  Dundc^j  l'nivprBn| 
■*■  nm  irn      '  ^  -^L      .     .   -.     .    . 

IMwclor  uf  E.^tTciaei.  H^lpjhury  Cotlrge,  IJcrta, 

f]  n»  yfMxn  IM  r^*t  (VT  of  Pu  t^Jr  Gjtn  na^ium  of  DumtM, 

N  nEbiiiil,  niv\  (If  ihkB  EiuL  of  ^^ikuil  Liuli«  Amdt'inj. 

Ile4id  at  <lluJii|>loii  GyfiiiiAbtic  TcAUi  uf  Ei]?Uj](1  anJ 

riT*  if<f\rw  PJij*l<-*t  IMrerrOT  of  nirmiitglmm  A(l)bljH:^ 
iii:iut»iEhr  l.irffr^r  nf  jfj  kind  In  BriUinL 


Buftimary  of  I  orttanta  of  ie^k  — 

7h*  Vkmiilloav  tif  iht  tt  ft  ^Flflil  ihyiiu 

U-Afrti  VKmdiii^nM  uf   LiJ<  um  i  thtiv  Kfftft  upan  f&c 
ffcf  i'iretiiatimt  tntfl  fit^iHh 

(NwiLtjf— Jt«  Cait*e,  and  !£■  Gun«« 

fht  fiTi\fiH  nf  i.'fHuti\t'*^Htm,   iMdi\ftMtitim.  and  f>rynnFe 

T^  luifffcuttiim  vf  Viiai  Fwwp. 
fr^Hifo  t^ttetf^  thf  Hit  hi  liCi-  nf  HmUfi 


PROMPT    APPLICATION    IS    ABSOLUTELY    NECESSARY* 


C3  O  XT  I"  O  IP^". 


To   IHr.   JI[e:R£t>lTI€    €LEASE,  74  A.  New  Bond  Si..  Londaii.  W. 

Please   forw&rd   me   In  Mccard&nce    with   your  afltr  ■.bove  one 
FREE  eopy  of  "  Th«  Art  ol  rHyatc&l  M%$.utx-'* 

N*IIE      ,.,.H........ .....,.,.. * 

A  1^1  lh,>  ^S  .  .  ^     ...,..,   i  ,,  X  .,  .      ^  I  .  1  r      ,.^      ,■r.^-,^.■^     t  .  .  ,  m      ,      ^  ^  .  n  j  ,,...,.  ^  ,      ,  ,  ,  ,  ,  ^  ,      


W»B,-Ple»*  hate  Ibat  mi  nndrfniifit  cm  mttrt  than  c*ie 


fovHw  Hut  W  BUI 


£ 
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PEACH  ^CURTAINS 


LAGE  CURTAINS 

"Foral  Basket,"  2  6  jiiiirt 

*  TlematiS,  *'  lr  ill'-.  \  tiJ^rs,  9  .■- 
p,ir;  '*Bow  and  Sprlpr/' 
S^vi-.'i,  t2'-10  p.iir ;  MlELdr:?is 
Wuslins*   ■*  Poppy/'  "id. 

JFabricSt  Cretonnes^ 
Unens.    Hosiery,    Laces. 

ASK    FOR    CATALOOUE 

*'112»"      prjM       frte.  1015 

Numbers  to  select  from. 
^vt^ythlll|f  in  Wlndaw 
Dr;^pery*  We  make  Lfce 
Turtarns.  Our  new  patent 
*'L'ontpenet*'Curtalosare 
shown*  extra  strong  Ket, 
from  3.'-  pair.  DurabiUiy 
beyond  question. 

ASK    KOR    CATALOGUE 
"  112/*  post  free. 

1908   POPULAR 
PARCEL,  21  - 

» lit  Tf.  coni.-iLiTi  — 6  Pairs 
of    Lace    CurtatnSi    \\^^ 

,'.M4:i-..  \\Jii[r'  or  Ec:ru,  C'AKHiAuK  K^EE,  2V-.  v5/.  : 
2  Piiii^s  i.ni'i.me  Uiniii^:-[ix/iLi  Ciiri^LirTi.,  ii>;li.  Licty 
tlt-^i;^!!,  J I  yds.  lonji,  6otii.  wide  I  t  Pftfr  tMiiii^ifc 
Un^'tiiii^'roum  CtiTtuins  4  jf<li,  long^  a  yds.  *it3c;  2 
Pairs  1  Uoke  KtdrnDoni  Corui]i?,i  ^yds,  Sun^,  43111.  \vkle. 

SAML.  PEACH  &  SONS, 

Box  112,  The   Looms,    NOTTIWGHAWI. 


NOUNCINGORCUniNG 

Ki.'quireil     if    vou     »3SC     the     w    rlj-rencjwjicd 

SUftCESS- UON  OINTMENT. 

Iv  hi-n  s-tyifJ  If  Liny  J  lirciif  fram  Ci  c  ktiiCe, 
^' I  trad  niffitr^  !ifTi-f  »i(i(?  ifiven  iiti  bv  limtKEak. 
TtMj  BtM'  Kl  MHItV  f<iT  WOUWIJS^  nurl^lt  SkJK 
Pr^K4H,|ii^      A  r.hlil  A1M  tl'WU  fur  IU.CkR^ 

Ttitjuv^itdv  rjf  Tr^nmtim,ilt  from  lLL  riirtL, 
Ef^il  1  V  ill  Chclni-I^. 7*4  .  1/1*,  Ac     pcf  t^^,  =?»  cnmI  frw  for  F  O    Ircira 
t^r^'Sn-ifiur,  I-     HUKriUJi^.  53*  (jray'it  Iflh  Koad^  t-ondon.  Adncc  irratit. 


DON'T  SNEEZE. 


in  SuriiMier  jire  4liRlr'.vi 


DMHAGKENZIE'S 

CATARRH. CURH 

Smelling  Bottle 

It  Instantly  nELIEVES  and  OUnE« 
COLD  In  tha  HEAD,  NtHVOUS  HEAD- 
ACHE. A  Specific  tar  HAT  FEVER. 
ReUevea  Neuralgia  in  the  Head, 
FamtnBHp  &e, 

S.ih]  hv  C:3»4-iiii;b.ts  iitiMl  Suirr?,,  Piice 
a./-  ;  M,  Ll  u I.J.I,'  iouN!;,iii, 

REFUSE  WORTHLESS  IMITATIONS 

and  itEid  14  ?^Ufji|iv.  p.m]  ec  will  1^  ?,rnl 

p^si  frtc  frnin  The  Pro^nietor^^ 

MACKENZIE  S  CUBE  OEPOT.ffEADIHC. 


*Cem/  6  9 
'Mlftiature/  lO  9 
'FavourLte     16  6 

ft     of     WfUfttCS    p-I|i<Iij1iI    crritt 

rr  CAMPBELL-BflEW 

LIST  ..I  ,in  ktri'l-  or 
UIWEHTS. TALKING 
RUS^.^'      .^11* .1  Lf 

ItmonlaJ*,  J  |j4-  \\.,\  Id  ■ 
CAMPDELU&CO., 


DO  YOU  SUFFER 

from  Sore  Eyes^ 


£ 


1 


If  your  eyes  ary  sore  ami  red*  or  your  eyelmshes  hil  'A 
ii  spoils  your  looks,  yuii  feel  uncomfortable,  and  itm 
ts  d finger  of  ilirl  and  dust  gcUing  into  yoor  cj'q  aa^ 
caiisinj^  intense  pain  or  permanent  injurj'.  Recolto 
loG,  thiit  yau  are  running  serinos  nsks  of  wone  ef* 
if  vou  nfj:^]ect  vour  eyes  now.     What  yoa  Deed  is 

SINGLETON'S  EYE  OINTMENT, 

a  reiuedy  ihai  ha.^  I.heen  working  marvellaps  <!tif©l» 
iip^^ards  of  300  yerirs  in  cases  of  cold  and  inflwDinili' 
of  I  he  eyt^s,  had  eyes  after  nieaslet,  scairlaiin*,  iJc. 
styes  on  ihe  eyelids^  »nd  every  other  forrn  of  «i 
illtiesfi,  Sinj^leton's  Eye  Ointment  is  supplieil  by  Jl 
C'heinUls  and  Stores  in  ancient  pedestal  pots  for  ir- 
Send  a  pf^si-card  to-day  to  STEPHEN  GREO, 
210,  Lambeth  Road,  London,  for  a  family  hsmd^^oek, 
'*  !low  lo  Preserve  the  Eyesight,"  full  of  facti  j» 
tmrhi  to  know,  and  which  will  be  sent  FREE.     


LEARN.TO  WRITE  ADVERTISEMENT 


An  n^i|i«irf  unitj  for  i^lvrk*  sivd  * 

IluTMlrT4ifi  cif  finns  thriHishn,iit  Um*  f^miitfT  *•  f 
]:tfi,Te  *>iul"lr>>«|  nuT^iiHttAetJ  tI  pd^H  m^  r 
r^MnMl  rbjit  ilirir  4.l>1e  luui  llmnuptlr 

liiH:teiuM><|  >iiiMnt>*ii  return*      Owf  ^ 
iJid   inttnicri**  |irrfwiw»lini    •«* 

iK'lit    L.  ]*is.  iiii^hfl  ; 


Our  tr»  j 


has  beet!  famed  as  a  Patent 
Still  (not  a  Pot  Still)  Scotch 
Whisky  and  recommen«ied 
by  the  highest  Medical 
AuUiorities  as  free  from 
excess  of  obj  ec  t  i  otiabl  e 
impurities  and  contahting 
tho^e  essentials  of  quality 
^vhich  make 

CAMBUS 

an  Ideal  Beverage 
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A  GHAMPION'ft  iVtOENCE. 

Mr.  ALFRED  T.  VEOUMANS, 
the   World's  Walking  Champion  and 
Record  Breaker,  27,  Park  Street,  Swansea, 
wrileSj   February  29th,  J908  :  "Dear  Sir^,— I 
strongly  recommend  the   notable   Wine   Tonic, 
-*  Wincarnis/   to   all    athletes    when    training* 
is    an    absolutCj     wonderful    tonic,    nouiishing 
invigorating,   and    unsuqiassable  for    purity   and    real 
gcnutne  merit  as  a  restorative,'' 


WE  IHVITE 
YOU  TO  SEND 

FOR  FREE 
TRIAL  BOTTLE. 

See    Coupon 


DilltttUliii 


OOLE^MAN'S 


m 


raanus 


The  Wine  Tonic. 


THE  WAY  TO  GAIN 
HEALTH  &  STRENGTH. 


i 


**  Where  there^s  a  will  there*s  a  way," 
The  will  that  succeeds  is  the  will  that 
grows   stronger    every   day,    it    is    the 
will  which  overconies  obstacles.    There 
is  no  waiting  for  "something  to  turn 
up'';   the   man  who  wills   proceeds  to   turn   things   up,     A   person  with 
sucb  a  will  is  never   the  **  creature  of  circumstances ''  :    he  is  a   master 
of  them.     In  these  days  of  stress  and  strain  in  business  a  man  requires 
a  will   made  up  of  nerve   and  health  and  strength  and   energy.     This 
philosophy    is   not  voiced    to   make  you    think    that   "Wincarnis"  can 
create    within    you    the   fire   of  earnestness   and   perseverance.      No  ■ 
but  the  famous  Wine  Tonic  can  contribute  to  yotir  success  by  raising 
the  strength  of  your  stamina,  by  rousing  your   energies^  by  bracing 
your  nerves,  and  by  increasing  and  purifying  the  circulation^ 


TRIAL  BOTTLE 

FREE  OF  CHARGE. 


i 


Over  three  hundred  thousand  trial   bottles 
of     '^  Wincarnts "     will     be     i^iven     away 
this    year    for    the     purpose    of    allowing 
anyone   to   test   its   tonic    properties   free 
of    charge.        **  Wincarnk "     forms     a 
most     d  elk  ions     beverage,    and     can 
be  taken   regularly  with    meals  to  great   advantage.     Sold  by  all 
Wine   Merchants,    but   only   by   Chemists   and    Grocers   holding 
Wine  Licenses* 

B^wart  of  Imitations. 


'^ry.i-: 


jLtr 


IfK 


-'  i 


SIGN    THIS    COUPON, 

Send  three  penny  siampH  to  jkij.'  c^^^t  orcarrUgek  eiiher  with  or  wiihout 
Uiu  coupon,  50  lotig  as  you  mention  The  Stramo  Ma^jazinf^,  and 
f(M  will  rccdve  a.  tnil  bottle  of  ' '  Win<;aniis  "  free  oJ  ctuirge. 

NAME............ 


ADDRESS ...., .„. 

ThsStrahe}  MAf^ASJj^E*  JuDe,  jq0&.    ,.>.. ..„..,.*,.,.......... 

••nil  to  eOLKlMAN  A  CO^  Ltd., 

WIfiCARNid  WORKS,  MORWICH* 


28 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZJAE, 


■  t  *>  *  * 
f  h  u  ID  b  A. 

[>Ft^l  ■ 

trlchHtth.liir' 

and   1 1 119 11   K  f 
kci.>wn\    P/il  for 

liL-^lt      111      In'      ««llt 

....  '     NtdniiFffil     nfiiri- 

lrt|n'.         Ti^i     ^aiTl     J  I -11  J* 
<.0]lfillpei9<'C    I    will    IMIii. 

ft    Fit  SB    life    rkm.Linfj 


DRINK  &  DRUG 

HABITS 

CURED  FREE. 


ntc^lidAl  juivJLe,  ufft^tvti  frt;e  toevi?ry  sufferer  vnon^* 
u^i  full  Tiaiiitj  tami  i^\dfe^, 

rhe  TecU»UaKye<tetii  of  tre^tm^nl  not  only  imh>|iiii 
tlip  (.Tiive  for  A  Lqd  1 1  oliu  Stinnilaiite  and  rtmic^  ^ 
Kijtiuilly  treatuis  a  i>crrnaTiunt  dist<ist«  for  l.hv'Di.  lad 
^vlijlgt  |V3rferjtly  (mrmkri!^  tu  the  tni'Ht  d^lin^ie  \wfim 

thtH  wa*te<l  tirssupft  aud  iiivijft>rating  the  entirv  titrf^  | 
evHtcm.  tliua^tUvjating:  that  fesrfuT  mnking    f^eltiv  « 
i.'Qib|jNe    wtiioli    InvjiHably   overtxjuiisB     tlie    patMSjf- 
r^^oIutioQ  to  aljsLain  fiofo  ftlcobolui  liquor, 

TliouEUindtt  bflvt^  ix^n  cured  by  Te«toIia  triAtiii'^ 
and  WE  GUAKANTEE  TO  CUHE  VOl\  TW 
iHTil  i  n ai  y  | ir jut?  uf  ( n ! r  cpju rse  of  t  r eji tm<?nt  i»  lyiK^hv 
if  yuiil  write  us,  meutioning  thin  iiui^nziuef  wn  linderti^ 
ttJ  ftMid  you  tii«i  fidl  lu,6  tteatmtfiU  nl^ti^olutely  fi«r*i 
chargi^.  ir  yiiii  ori?  ftiitisfied  with  th«  EM^nefit  r«c»f«l 
tbt^ii  F<>nd  uj^  r.<^  for  10/6;  IE  not  we  sinipljr  tftlpe  joor 
word  ami  The  irratmuiit  eofits  yo«  notliJDg* 

Do  nut  f]tHiUt«  ;  but  wHtt^ii^  tf^da),  addremiofr T)w 
Tee t(  ►111*  Treat  ni tut  Co*  I  yj,  N<fw  Oxfntd  Su«<« 
Limibai,  W.C.»  and  by  retum  of  jKBt  m,  uti^mVp  oi»- 
:^ij]taiiou  nheet,  tflgtfther  with  full  iwrttcufAr^  wtlf  t* 
f *  M  vv  a  rd  lhI  |  h iHt  f  ree  i  n  jiU  i  u  *?n  velopeL  W  ri  Xm  iw«. 
there  ini  u^n  Mbj^^ct  in  waititig  till  bhnxor row. 


THE 


SUNDAY  STRAND 

THK   BAPTIST  TIMKS  AND  FRKKMAN   describes  it  as  "the  most  intere&tinR  and  brilliantly  edited «f  all  ibe 

religious  maga/ines,"  and  as  "always  good." 


The  JUNE  No,   contains: 


Four  Splendid  Complete  Stories. 
Two  Articles  of  Exceptional  Interest  In 

THE  ORIENT  IN  LONDON,  or  How  the  Missionary  Exhibition  Grew.    By  J,  HOLDERNESS  Galb. 

Profusely  illustrated  wi.h  Special  Photos  and  Pictures. 

FITZGERALD   THE    POET:    His  Haunts  and  Friends.     By  Morley  Adams. 

Freely  illustrated  by  Pictures  specially  secured  for  this  article. 

PLAIN  THOUGHTS  ON   GREAT  SUBJEOXa      By   Prof.    Peakr,  M.A.      These  papers 
are  admittedly  the  most  important  contributions  to  popular  theological  thought  being  published. 

THE  REV.  J.  STUART  HOLDEN,   M.A.,  Vicar  of  St.  Paul's,    Portman  Square,  vvrites  the 
"BIBLE   TALKS"  each  month. 


In  the  JUNE  issue  will  be  found  full  information  of 

"THE    SUNDAY   STRAND"   TOURING    CIRCLE, 

And  an  Unprecedented  Offer  of  Magnificent  Engravings. 


ON    SALE    MAY    30. 


PHoB    SIXPEMOE. 


2 HE   STRAIS/D  MAGAZIJS/E 
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How  you  can  test  a  spool 
of  the "" Ensign"  RoU  Film 


at  Half-price. 


Spt  ial    offer    to    the   Readers  of  th*  "Strand 
Magazine"  who  are  interested  in  Photography. 


The  '*ENSir;N'"  Roll  Film  hrts  the  hirj4(*>l  sale 
of  cLQV  rilm  mntle  in  this  cnuntrv.  It  is  f^i^ter^ 
has  better  keeping  qtialiiics,  greater  hititudp,  and  gives 
b«:rtpr.  brighfier  pirLntsi  than  any  Kr>ll  l-ilrti  in  eJthcenCf-.  h  t)  Non-ciiElat>l«,  is 
l<>Adrd  and  unloaded  in  Daylight,  and  can  he  develnprd  in  any  D&i^li^in 
i.Ssvrlopmg  Ben,  Tank  or  Machine  without  pfviuH^  (jr^^pacaiion,  "  E..Vik;(r 
Sj-/kjK  fit  every  rnakv^  a^nd  every  pritiem  of  Rut  I  Film  raniem  on  tlift  murkeL 
Pi]Qio  OcalrTTi  al]  over  tli*»  WofSd  **■!(  ihc  Briii^h  Mac^i?  *'  Ensign"  Film  and  all 
Jih<:rimmAtm(j  Am.iirur  Phoicigraplier-.  ^irr*  u^n^  it  with  thr  grcmrst  ^lUrrnLs, 
The  universil  verdict  is,  "We  have  tie^er  y^d  any  t  hi  tig:  4juiic  *<>  |t;oLn]  beloir." 

To  prove  the  wonderful  quality  of  thu  British-Made  Film 
to  ihose  Aiftateuf  Photographer's  who  have  nni  hithr*r[n  us^d  it,  we  propose 
to  supply  SptjflU  t&  th«  y»lue  &f  £1,000  at  hmlf-^ricc  Douhll«*  therp  atv 
many  userTi  of  Film  Camcrviy  whu  only  know  of  fihii*  ol  American  nianufacture. 
l-lerc  ihcti  i^  ii  chance  to  try  a  reliaCiTe  British  film,  rrtade  al  Wai^'trk  by  Austin 
Ivd^'ards  the  K>^eat«t  Kihn  Specialist  in  Edpland,  Take  this  <tp|.Hirnjnily  of 
noting  the  leading  Brnish-Made  Rolf  Film,  and  prove 
fi.i  viiufM'Jf  wh:ii  p''(rr('i  fiTrn  jifitjiiivr-^  j'irf  likf-.  Only 
anc  cpaal  will  b«  M^ett  to  «Ack  ftpplicAnt  &!  Ib**e 
rsduc«d  price*,  nad  th»  Hdvertuflment  will  not 
appear  anain.  Nt>  '^r»M4i'l  can  |>c  M!nt  at  ^  reduced  price 
unk'S  the  coupon  i^  endowed,  with  remittance.  Siatf 
the  full  name  and  mHkt  of  your  Camtra,  and  men  lion 
the  *iie  picture  il    akes 

>Sfnd  the  t'oupnn  nnw  a*  the  deriiat^d  will  be  enur- 
m  mis.  Money  w  1 1 1  be  ret  u  rn^d  a  I  [  ei  £  i  x«x>  wort  h  of  F  i  I  ms 
fia^'e  been  di^Enburi'tl.  (ls  i  tits  offer  cannot  h-  exiended, 

HOUGHTONS     LTD., 

The  Larj^est  ,Vri a ti/itcf urirrx  of  PhitngraftHu:  Appuraius 
in    (,rfat    t^rtMin   (RfsTMll.l'iHLD    E^j    l^^l^l, 

198  Sd,  mgli  Holboriip  LOIWDON,  WX, 


mi 

m 

m 

• 

1 

13 

THIS    COUPON    MUST    BE    SENT    WITH    ORDER. 
Y.vtrv  po-^ihle  *iize  is  iriade       Thf^^e  are  only  a  ff  w  of  the  mcr^i  popular 
^lpotJ1^.     Send  half  thr   pricf  you  UiiUaUy  pay.  and  slate  w  he  (her  a  6,  10,  or 
Mt^'i^ptv^i^rn  spofjl  ss  required.     No  charce  will  he  made  for  po?-ta(?if. 

0 

73 

1 

\\f\f\ln  ,ind 
Name  to 
order  bv. 

Si?e  of 
firture. 

U^iJiil  Ptice 

Of  Six:*ia. 

SpooK 

SprCKd 

Sample 
Prire. 

111 

Ti*  offiT  13  wf  limi- 
ted   to  this   ttrt,    any 
ktumn  $b,vi  fan  bi  sup 
ptVit.    Jhm't  fffrgei  to 
gfvr  the    tu!l    ■fiiti^  o( 
Vtmi-  Camfru,  ami  ih 
tilt    ptctuFf  it    LjWf. 
and  to  ctii  this  '  auptm 
out  and  '-ncfftji'  ii  nith 
ytmr  Ordfr. 

nA 

lU 

4tn. 
vltl. 

^'    *    si 

31    ^   5J 

L     d 
0     7 

0  10 

D      It 

1  6 

T      11 

1       Ti 

3k 

h 

7 

11 

Ask  your  Photo-Supplies  l>i^-ler  to  gtvt  you  *"En5i|fn^"  ricxi  time. 


Thirsty  ? 


You  m»j  mok*  the  moat 
w'r««hing    aud     healthful 

drink   known   for  2J.  a  g*llon. 

which  !■ 

MA»ON*8   BOTANIC   BKKR. 

Send  UK  to-dny  u  tienuy  utauip  to  co\  cr 

portage,  luid  we  will  Mnd  vou  our  lani 

Phlet.  "Hmti  on  Brewing.'^ which  con- 

UiM   much    ATiluable    information.     A 

Bample  Bottle  sent  for  8  stampi.     For 

addresB  of  ueareat  agent  send  a  iMwtcard 

AuKNTs  Wantku  Etrrvwmerk. 


Good! 

It's  Mason' 


NEW3ALL  A  MASON, 
NottlnflTham. 


o/"  Qua/i/y 

RN'S 


ATOR7RAZ0R 


Biectiically  Tempered.     Genuine  Hollow  Ground. 
THE    PERFECT   BLADE. 

Black  Handle    •    2/6  Ivory    -    5/- 

7  IN  CASE  FOR  A  GUINEA 

To  be  obtained  tkrouQh  all  DeaUrt.     WhoUeale  on'y— 

ERN'8  ATORi)0.,  4  A  6,  ik>or  Uuie,  London,  E.C. 
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with  an 


Eadie 

Coaster 

fitted  lo  your  cycle 


SAFE  !5  EC  A  USE-- 
SiFE  BECAUSE- 

elTjuiciity. 

SAFE  BECAUSE- 

fast  a  flight   Uarkitnud   prfisajfe  of  l\ip  \\fA   I*- 
.ind  .fPWiT  hr-iiM^    i^    a    fra/   hakij   iiui   ait 

SAFE  BECAUSE- 

(hc  K;iflic  t  onittT  IS  C^p^-in  from  u*  iHfiMg 
:tlH   Hriti^bl  t*nown  im  '*  tl't  1**r  m  the 
wurld.  Jit]d  it  is  made  and  friiniiUilFeil  1i> 
Tlic  Hirniirif^bf^in  Smidl  Arn**i  (\jh.  111  , 
I  he   lifm   best    known  f^jr  cyi  le  fiitloti"*. 


THE  eADIE  COASTF«  CAN  RE  FITTCB  Tfl 
ANY  CVCLE, 

TKF    liJHMlNliHAM   S.MALL 

ARMS    LO.,    J,IL',T    HiNMINf.MAM, 

FILL  IN  THIS  COUPON. 


r^rftse  send  me  free  yr>ur  three  rntnoiis  ptihlicntlnns- 

\i\  Tim  B,5.A.  Official  Mantlbotik. 

(  )  The  Wh'lo  ant  GottI  Eadia  Coaaler'  Boot). 

4  ^\  The  PurpEe  and  Cald  PDchBt  Ml  lease  Chart. 

'v^^ii  ,  ,,,         ,   .     ,, 

Tsiv'  +   .  ..,,, 

Si-r,tHii  A/.i^ftt^i*^,  June. 


can't  'a 
you  .^|i 
picture^ 

to    >\  * 
yourself 

the    \  \ 
>  delights 

iof     ■ 
^coasting 


If  you  don't  send  the  Coupon  you  must  mention 


e  Strmnd,**  T 

L.Tv^oogle 


•  Th9  Strmnd.*'. 
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\ 


\ 


EIFFEITOWER 


Delicious  tijrbt  Buns  and 

Cakes  are  made  with  certain 

success  by  usln^^   Biffel   Tower 

Bun  Fiour* 


UN  MAKING  MADE  EASY, 

Lemon, Almond,  and  Vanilla, 
&  3ld,  pItts,  Of  all  Orocers 


BUN  FLOUR 


TRELOAR 

Fan 

CARPETS 

AND 

LINOLEUMS 


Stad    tor    Catniog'Ue  and 
Colour ed   Mates  of  Uetflens. 


Lud£«ito    HUl, 


TRELOAR  &  SON,  IohIVn, 


CHI  VERS 


HOME  . 
GROWN 
FRUIT  . 

Fpuil  CrDwel*E 


CANNED 
FRUITS 


CHIVERS' JELLIES 

FLA^VORED  WITH      RIPE  FRUITJUICCa 


THE  TURVEY  CORE 

For  Drink  a&d  Drtas  Habits. 


THE  RECOGNISED  BRfTISH  SYSTEM  FOR  THE  HOME  TREATMENT  OF   ^ 
ALCOHOLISM   AN»   NARCOMANIA. 

The  Turvey  Treatment*  which  occupies  from  three  to  seven  weeks,  and  may  be 
taken  at  patient's  own  house  without  interference  with  business  or  daity  routine, 
will  be  found  efncaclous  In  all  eases  and  every  phase  and  stage  of  Alcoholic  or 

Drug  Excess.  Unlike  all  oiher  systtrnis  c.icM  pEiUttit  is  prc&cril»ed  fur  hidivkluftHy,  And  I  he  ntcc<i.sftry 
Specific  prL'[jarcd  tjy  a  hi^^hly  t|uaUfied  Knj^Ush  I^hv&kiani  *ho  may  Itc  omsuUeii  free  by  |iatitnia  or 
thv'iT  fjfiends.  pcririrmlly  ur  liy  c^irfcspoiKknce.  (A  private  Consults.! km  Sht^et  is  sent  lo  each  eftquuer.) 
CANON  MAClNTOAHf  referring:  to  m  chrcinic  ca«e  cured  fiva  y«Ar«  AfOt  *tat*»  i 

'^  The  patirni  b^i.-*  ntvcr  ^tnct^  li;i.t!  the  ttlijtjbic!,!  desire  to  toucU  A)coho\  a^AfU,  %t}d  he  hsuy  lold  tiic  ikM  even  liie  wnelt  uf 
"imriis  [&  lei  hifu  rmw  quitt  ofF^riniif.  Ht  w-a*  formerly  a  maj-iyr  ki  an  miaiiablt  cTAvt  (or  Akghol^  bui  noiA\  i hunks  ift 
'Mhe  TuTvey  iVcatmeol,  b  3  rliufujed   irian,  renipurally  and  spirituiiity/^ 

MR.  THOMAS  'OLMCS,  IKe  #Aini»us  miasi«n  worker,  wHtee : 

'^  J  h:\vc  uii-d  the  Iiit^ey  '1'fe.TiiJnriiT  u\vtt\  the  wor^L  ca^-*^  of  T>i}i?w>citAnii4i  I  could  Riid,  1  itmu  law  the  effects  of  ycjur 
'*cure.     Their  physical  condMiciri  iniprovi^f  iliey  luL-L^imi?  brii^bt  and  hopefuJ— in  fiici,  ni*w  mtTii" 

Mit.  LABOIiCHERE,  In  **  Truth,"  etatee  :     '  Their  Treatmen!  has  had  rea%  Kc*jpfi  re*tih*/' 

THE  TU.vVEY  TREATMBNT  CAN  BE  SENT  TO  ANY  FART  OF  tHG  COUNTRY  OR  ASRDAO* 

Used  with  the  greatest  success  by  ORicinls  of  the  Church  oT  England  Temperance  Society. 
Pni*jT>is  H>T  d>tir  tfie^icU  are  if^VkCrd  t.j  cjlt  f..r  (rte  t  i>MvL]luili4>n  aaty  diiy  iHttwt-eri  la  sind  5.  :ja  (rriTiance  Hi^ddon  SlreetX 
or  to  write,  iner^tjaniir^  The   Stnawij    M.^r.^ii^t  for  IrtaiiM?  and  Consul! aiin^ci  Sbefein  pcrti  free— 

Med.    Supt.,    TURVET    TREATMENT    CO.,    LTD.,    133    A    135,    REGENT    STREET,    LONDON,    W* 

RESIDENT  CASES   TAHBN.  T« 9 *i>'ani ■  .  ''TUFVERT.  LONDON^"  T«l«|>ban«  )    S494.  OBftRARD. 

A   High-cldSA  Senatorlum  open  tor   Resident  Ca»s.    Moderate  liiciii»{ve  tcrnut 

rtefcvmen  *Tnd  othcrt  iriinr^ted  id  ir;i*-h  aMHjii|f  the  poorer  ch&n^n  «bu|i|d  commutika^e  wndi  ihe  Hon,  Sec^  Turvkv 
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WKere    to    so    for    tKe 


WKitsttn    Holids^3r« 


a. 

Nttt. 


61  Consult  THE  WEEK-END  U  HOLIDAY  ABC  6 

to  find  a  Suitable  Pleasure  Resort  in  England,  Scotland,  and  Wales. 

THK    MOSy    CONCISK    AND    USKFUL    HANDBOOK    AND    QUIDK    with 

FULL  TRAIN  SERVICES  AND  FARES  TSJU^ArT''  HOLIDAY  RESORIB 

FROM 


■    Wf  E.  K-  RND'- 

HOLIDAY 


CONTENTS; 

Oi^in»ry  and  WAftk^ 

W«6k.C;nct  &nd  Lontfer 
Holtdays  at  B«». 

CK]«Dil|lir      of      Plft(L4Ur« 

Knd  Sport  -CoJf  L.liiH«4, 
«tCPK  M,t  All  thft  pirJfifilpaJ 

Hotel  &  Boarding^ 
House  TarHTa, 


London,      LIverpooli     Manchester, 
Birminfi^ham,    Bristol,    Leeds. 

Lists     of     Hotels    and     Boarding; 
Houses    with    Terms 

PER   DAY  AND    PER  WEEK.     Rooms   can  be  booked  cither 
direct,  or  apply  Hotel  Dept, 

The     Week  -  End     and      Holiday     ABC, 
119.    Pall   Mall.   S.W.  SSSSr/^^^S!*  ^•-" 


Ask  for  it  at  BookstallSy   Notraagents,  or  Railway 
Reoeiwing  Offioes,  or  virrlte  to  tlio  Pubiisliar. 


Tkere  is  Something  to  Interest  Everybody  in  tlie  JUNE  Number  of 

THI  CAPTAIN 

A    MAGAZINE  FOR   BOYS   AND    ^^  OLD   BOYS,^^ 

IN  THE  KING'S  NAME  is  a  fine  story  of  a  ride  for  life,  by  Travacb  Rkay. 

CRICKETERS  should  read  PUBLIC  SCHOOL  CRICKET,  by  E.  H.  D.  Sewell. 

THE  LOST  LAMBS  is  a  public  school  serial,  by  P.  G.  Wodehouse. 

CYCLISTS  are  catered  for  in  the  CYCLING  CORNER,  which  deals  with  the  construction  of 
a  Home-made  Cycle  Stand,  and  other  seasonable  topics. 

THE  WAYS  THAT  ARE  WILD  is  a  story  of  a  gentleman  poacher,  by  Brew  Molohan. 

PHOTOGRAPHERS  will  find  many  useful  lips  in  the  CAMERA  CORNER,  including  Hints 
on  Printing,  Testing  Shutters,  Cracked  Negatives,  Mysterious  Fogging,  etc. 

BROWN'S  BIKE  is  an  amusing  story  of  an  amateur's  invention,  by  C.  B.  D. 

STAMP  COLLECTORS  ought  not  to  miss  the  article  by  E.  J.  Nankivell  on  "The  Stamps 
of  Mecklenburg-Schwerin." 

BIG  MAC  is  an  episode  of  the  Canadian  backwoods,  by  John  Mackie. 

EDWARD  STEP,  F.L.S.,  gives  advice  on  many  topics  in  the  NATURALISTS'  CORNER. 

THE  IRON  HAND  is  a  serial  of  the  days  of  Cromwell,  by  Herbert  Havens. 

"DRESS      REFORM"     and      "OPEN      LETTERS     TO      COUNTY     CRICKET 
CAPTAINS"  are  the  titles  of  Competitions  open  to  all. 

Price  SIXPENCE.      Now  Ready, 

Or    Post    Free   8id.  from   GEORGE    NEWNES,    Ltd.,  Dcpt    S,   Southampton    Street,   Strand,    London,    W.G 
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Please  do  not  suppose  that 

are  only  suitable  for  invalids  and  children. 
They  ar  :  deHghtful  biscuits  for  afternoon  tea — 
with  h  :tter  or  cheese  at  lunch — or  when  taken 
as  a  light  snack  by  themselves. 

The  fact  that  they  are  so  much  more 
easily  assimilated  than  any  others  is  in  great 
measure  due  to  the  large  quantity  of  rich, 
fresh  milk  used  in  their  manufacture,  combined 
with  a  certain  proportion  of  specially  prepared 
malt. 

Send  to-day  for  free  sample, 

MACFARLANE,  LANG  &  Co., 

LIMITED 
Victoria  Biaciiit  Works,  Imperial  Bi&cuit  Works, 

GLASGOW,     ^  LONDON,  S.W. 
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READY  JUNE   9. 


.  THE  , 


Smariest  Magazine  of  ike  Day 

6d.     ^'^     od. 
JUNE    O 

Summer  Double  Number 


of  the 


Lady'sHorlii 

SOME    OF   THE    CONTENTS: 

A   Thrilling   Serial    Story 

BY 

MARY    E.    MANN, 

ENTITLED 

"A  HEART  SMITER." 

Read  this  Splendid  Story. 


COMPLETE  STORIES  BY  POPUUR  AUTHORS. 


Practical  Instructions  on  Fancy  Work, 
The  Making  of  Clilldren's  Clotliing,  Home 
DecoratiDus,    Dressmaking,    Millinery,    &c. 

SOCIETY.— With  the.  newest  Portraits. 

DRAMA.  —  Beautifully  illustrated  by 
Photographs. 

House  Beautiful,  Table  Decorations,  Health, 
Cookery,  Fashions,  Fancy  Work,  Millinery, 
The  Pretty  Girls*  Page,  Busy  Hour,  Quiet 
Hour,  Etiauette,  Health,  Chats  about  Children, 
Novelties  for  June,  etc. 


GIVEN    AWAY. 

Paper    Patterna 

LADY'S  Dainty  KNICKERS 

and 

BOY'S  AMERICAN  BLOUSE 


ORDER    AT    ONCE! 

PHoe  6dm    By  post,  9dm 


••The  Lady's  World"  Office: 

6,  ESSEX  STREET,  STRAND,  LONDON,  W.G. 


DON'T  LOOK 


DARKEM   YOUR    GREY 
HAIRS  WITH 

LOCKYER'S 

HAIR 
RESTORER. 

■ffeotlve.     Safe,     Clean. 
Boonolnloal. 

Lockyer'g  deepens  to  a  perfectly 
natanil  shade.     Grey  hair  is 


ItcAdHya] 
erresthe 


h»  prospects  of  many. 
ai>t>Iy  Lockyer's  tod-  retain 


■  employmeni 
kir,  greatly  In 


appearance,  snibelliBhes  the*  Hair,  greatly  IroproTes  ita 

condition.    With  a  reputation  of  40  TEARS*  Lockyer's  still 

holds  the  field  as  the  best  Hair  Restorer.    It  is  cerUin  in  its 

action  and  does  not  stain  the  skin.     Lockyer's  large,  lov-priced 

bottles  sold  eTarywhere,  or  by  post  for  1,^  from 

J,  PBPrEE  *  M.,  Ltd.,  IMferd  Ub«nUrf,  MIDOI,  B.B. 


A  Fair,  fteaotiful  Skin, 

SULPHOLINE 


The  Famous  Lotloii. 

FOR  35  YEARS  the 
REMEDY  FOR 


Eruptions, 

Redness, 

Roo^ness, 

Eczema, 

Acne, 

Spots, 


Pimplesv 

Psoriatic, 

Rasbes, 

Scnrf, 

Blotches, 


SULPHOLINE  Shillins 
Bottles  Everywhere. 


Simple  lottleseit  Mis 


A  Trial  Sample  of  SULPHOLINE  sent  post  tnt  on  receipt  of 
Id.  stamp  to  pay  cost    of    carrisse.  to   all   readers  eneloaiiif 

this  adTertisement. 
J.  PBPPEE  *  CO.,  Lti.,  Mfenl  Ubertterioi,  MIMI,  S.B. 


PEPPER'S  rr  TONIC 

The   Old  Preparmtioa. 
A    New   Departure. 


SAME   PRICE. 


DOUBLE   QUANTITY. 

The  recognised  source  of 
Health,  Strength,  Energy, 
Nerve,  Mental,  and  Bodily 
Vigour.  The  cure  for  Influenra, 
Neuralgia,  Prostration,  Indi- 
Kestion,  Bnd  Appetite,  Insomnia, 
Lani^or,  Instability,  and.  the 
many  other  symptoms  indi- 
cating a  shaky  nervous  system. , 

Special  Note  1 II  —  "  Insist 
on  naving  Pepper's  Tonic." 

A  FREE    TRIAL  SAMPLE 

of  Pepper's  Tonic  sent  post  free 
on  receipt  of  ad.  in  stamps  to 
pay  postage. 

Bottles    1/-    and    2/-    every- 
where ;  or  send  Postal  Order  to      py^  yf,^trtgi/  tog«Aer. 
J.  PBPPBK  St  CO.,  Ltd.,  Ikihri  Ub«nt«i7,  LOIMI,  ILB. 
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'^ 


nio«r  duTmblet  fHrpet  nn  the  m-iVliAt,    7%b  "'  Ludcord  "  ' 


the  ■ttfiOfint  ami 


Dul*  tttmt.     It.  ii  Jo^  1b  piiu,  b«rAil*i  WnTsn  id  ■.  fru^'iiJ  Itiorn.     Tb^rp  are  nulneinoLi^ 
Lmitfttioiu— Why?    ?!,m7  iWi  you  jret  iti^  rsmJ  tLiij.|f-Tr«l-i»r>   '  Ludeoni. 


Ckq  b«  mupplltd  In 
SlAir  CariMia  and 
BufB.  P&rtlDtilufs 
■«nton  KppUflntlQa. 


3]ra«.  b^  2yd«, ...m  6 

3jydB.   „    3yda. ta  # 

4ytf**   „    3v<i». 21/- 

Siifti    rdift    FattlhS!    asp    Pru.r    l<i 

TR1U>AII   Jb  BON   (Dspt.    11%    mdgaift    Hill,    Lowdcin.    E.C 


zi2sasflsS2a3S<? 


CYCLES 


Skilled  orUAskilled-wkich? 

Wlwn  so  much  depends  on  th^  workmati*ihre  of  a  bicycle,  wky  buy 
one  ttrnt  b  mainly  praduced  by  ^]  and  ch«ap  labour  f 

To  really  enjoy  Cycling  you  rnuit  have  en  lire  faith  in  tlie  qualiiy  ^ 
the  bicycle  vou  tide  ;  but  can  >'OU  liave  tbii  when  it  bas  been  constructed 
by  un^Lkillea  hands? 

TriMmph  Cycles  are  produced  in  th^  only  lurge  o'clc  works  TW>t 
employing  girl  or  woman  labour — tunly  British  KkiTled  mechanic  are 
engaged  m  their  producTiun.  Surely  tbis  is  a  guarantee  worthy  cS. 
the  tiiimt 

Triumph*  ar**  faukless  in  construction  and  cost  no  more  id  buy. 

May  wc  !M;i3d  you  our  Cat  logue  telling  alt  about  ihcin»  post  fre^T 

Prices  range  from  £6-15-0  to  f  15-17-0. 

Eajy  PnyinentJi  from  lo/-  monthly. 
TRIUMPH  MOTOR  CYCLE-the  "No  Worry"  Machine,  £48. 

TRIUMPH   CYCLE  CO,,  Ltd,  (Dept  "  lli."),  COVEHTRY. 

LOUDON  ;  «-&,  Ifalliorn  Viaduct.  E.C-    LEEDS  £  4,  KLngEdw&r^  St- 
UANCH ESTER:    ISO*  D«ilpi««U,     OLABGOW;  101,  Hltch^Ll  Bk* 


PARQUETiNE. 

Remoyable  Floor  Covering.    Tenant's  Property. 

200, OM  Mquan  ift  boU, 


HOT 
TRIIT 


PERSQ. 
FOOT. 


Estimates  givkn  for  Cleaning  &  Poushing  Floors. 

■zp«pluie«d  Men  B«Bt  Oat. 

IVrtU^  Call,  or  Telephone  for  particulars, 

Tel.  No.  MT  Kentinftati. 

Westminster    Pat.    Fiooriiii:    Co., 

12,  M#clcfl#ld  Place,  Fulham,  S.W. 


to  ttM  Order  of  Hw  M^jMty  TTw 
H.aH.   Th«   PtinooM  or  WalAi. 


Tk«  BfiST  MJiTKRIAI.  f^r 
Indoor  Ktid  Outdoor  ursKr   la 

WINSCO 

rrcsh  and  Dainty  in  Appeaimncep  thii 
world  famed  fsbnc  mAlte?  up  inio  the 
mo!it  beautiful  Dlouse!i  and  Shirti  for 
Indoor  and  Outdoor  wenr.  Practically 
UnihriTikahle  and  of  endleii,  wear,  it 
Improve*  wHih  washini;.  Will  not 
harden,  or    ihiclten, 

Wrtu/9r  Dainty  Hookter:  "  What  is  *  IVinsfP*' 
and    *'Af"    Rangt    of    raiUms     Post    Fret, 

A  MR,  NortH  BrMs*,  EOINMMK 
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Protect  your  Health. 

Iza]  means  borne  protection  against  disease.  It  is 
the  one  disinfectant  you  can  rely  upon  to  kill  germs 
at  their  inception  and  completely  remove  bad  smells. 
Izal  is  as  safe  to  use  in  drawing-room  as  in  stable  or 
yarJ»  for  \i  is  hurniltdss  to  anim^k  and  hum^n  beings^ 
con -destructive  of  cloLhes,  but  positive  death  to  all 
germs.     A  shilling  bottle  make^  ^0  gallons. 


THE    PERFtCT    DISINFECTANT. 
SfiKi  livflry  wh^re,  6ci..  U.  i'^6  and  4 /a  a  bollle 

A  VALUABI.E  BOOK.  Write  lo^.iy  fnr  "Tbe 
Rules  of  Hr^lih,  ";■  s-iluQble  booV  oil  home  clismFerhofi 
by  Dr.  Arnirtw  VVi]&on,  F  k.S.E.  Sknt  I  r^  ■ 
Address— Newlon,  Chamber*  &  Co*^  Litl., 
Dept.  34 1  ThomclifTt,  nr.  Sheffield.  < 


Tnlns  and  promotes  the  growth  of 
pic»u8tacbe  and  beard.  Oontaing  no 
^^'OM.  Bv  it!  ute  waz7  appearance 
ii  obriatea.  nor  does  the  moustache 
rtHjuire  twiiting  to  a  pobit.  the  hair 
rU^E^pin^  as  brushed,  thereby  making 
Lhr  enlargement  Of  all  Hairdressers, 
Btf.  or  1/-  P.O.  to  The  Mottn. 

Pwfamenr  Co^  P.M.F.  Ilept.. 

ft.  Ch«apMde.  Mottln^anu 
^^^^FOTcj^^pdwjsjy^^^^^ 


YEARS' 
WEAR. 


Th* 


IDEAL  SHOE! 

jMf«5Mes  oHt2as(aaoM«rs.  ChnipeM 
/or  HouM  and  <M  SportM,    Be$t  for 
worker*    who  have  to  ttand    all 
day  long. 

Mr.  EvAW.  ll-** 
VauxhallWalk. 
Lam  b  e t  h  , 
writes  r7/llD9): 
"Last  pair 
lasted       me 

nearly  8  years."  Mr.  Cuwxingham.  Station  Street,  Saltbum.  writes 
(S  M.04; :  "  Hare  worn  last  pair  daily,  and  And  I  can  do  12  hours  on  my 
feet  with  ease." 

Enclose  Lenffth  of  Walking  Sho*.  Prices  (post  free). 

Colour— Dmwn,  Black,  or  White  Children  a  Ladies'.  Gent'a 

A.  Plain  Shoes  (without  Hirapping)  ..    1/6         I'S         110 

D.  Superior  Canvas  (as  per  illustration)  . .      —  SO        2^9 

Boots,  suit  fishing,  climbins,  &c.  ..      —  8/-         83 

Ditto  Strong  Orer  Canvas      —  8/0        8« 

'  'r) 


Canvas  Leather-Soled  Shoes  (superior)  . .    8/0        4/6        5/8 

Red  Rubber  (Fine  Brown  Canvas  or  Brown  Leather  Uppers)         5/11 
Leather  Bol«»,  White  Buck  Uppers,  Shoes.   7/6;  Boot«.  10,6. 
If  three  pairs  at  one  time,  reduction  of  2cl.  per  pair. 
Post  fr^  United  Kinodom.  abroad  extra.     EsUblished  over  20  years. 
PATCNT  CANVAS  InOE  00.,  1,  Stei»  Boad,  iMV  Qlusow. 
^en^P/^irect^»^w^iav^iojjp^iilSt|f)2^J^ 


NO     LADY 


need  despair  of 
possessing  a  truly 
elegant  and  £race« 
ful  fl^ure,  who  will 
invest  in  a  pair  of 

DOM  EN 

BELT 

CORSETS. 


InVatuable  to  those  inclined  to  CorpnUncf- 
Send  for  (free)  Price  List  No.   I5D. 

Domen  Belts  Co.,  Ltd.. 

456,  STRAND  (ChaHn«  Cross).  W.C 

(Ladp  Attendants.) 
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White  Shirts 


fttted  with 
our  original 


Reversible  Cuffs 


Wear  twice  as  Ions  ^^  ordinary  Shirts. 

Their   economic   advantages   are   appareni   at   a  glance.       By    permiUing    lh«  Shirrs   to   be    worn 

twice    witti    al>fiolutt*ly    fresh    Cuffs    each     time,     I  hey    re<iuce    the     laundry    bill    by    one    half, 

and  Lhe  Shirts  with  less  frequent  washing  wear  twice  as  long.      The   itv  vent  ion   has  commended 

itself  to    hundreds    of   thousands    of   Customers   all    over    the    world. 


SEVEN    STYLES    AX    ONE    PRIOE. 

SAMPUE  SHIRT 


3'9 

POST   FRC£, 
OR    SIX     iHinTS     FOR 

21  6^11 


NOTEr— TKew  Shins  ire 
sent  out  unUundried  ju&t  as  I  hey 
leave  the  factory,  and  are 
guaranteed  equal  when  dressed 
to  the  6/6  Shirt  of  the  ordinary 
Trade*  They  are  sold  direct 
from  the  needle  to  the  customer 
At  wholesale  prices. 


STYLE 

A 

OnUliatT  FmnT,  with  KeT«fdbJe 
Ouffi. 

BTYLE 

B 

g;^„;b&t;jr^  ^^  "'"■ 

BTYLE 
STY  LB 

C. 
D 

Onlinarj  Fnmt.  with  i^inEleiiy  ft 
Btiort    -  KuRinpfiii"    Front,   with 

STYLE 

STYLE 
STYLE 

B. 

P. 
0 

Sbnrt    'BufiiieK'-    FRmt.    with 

Evpnioji  rmnt .  with  ilingleCiiffii. 
f:v,-nl«i  Fnjtit,  wUh  lU^mhle 

When  ordering    mention    style 

chown,    size  of    COLLAR 

worn,  and  whether  to   open  at 

hack   or  front. 

Colonial    Poitaae    3/-   extra 
per  half- dozen. 

Catalogue     of      Men's     Wear 
Post   Free. 


PETTICREW&  STEPHENS,    LTD.,    Shirtmakers,  GLASGOW. 


'W"- 


Premiei  Bkydvi,  Kavc 

iKc  ^Btttctt   ult  in   iKt   world. 

Over    80.000    New    Pfemieri   w^rr 

told  during  I  he  1907  Season,  whkh  prove  i 

their  pcpulftritv. 

TKey  *te    infldr  in   \\\k    moit    yp-io-d^if^    faclorit^i 

by  modem  machin^^ry  ifid  tkillrd  eniinceri  who  «irc 

ihena»rlvf]  Cyrliftli. 

Tlie    prices   riniie    from    £5   5j.    to   £18  IS*.,    in    26 
Modeli.  eveiy  ckst  af  C^cliiE  bting  catered  for. 

The  EsicfuMve  fetturet  embodied  in  Pr<;micts  include  -, 
The  FamouA  Premier  Oil  Oatti  Caie  that 
Hot  L«aJt  -  Pr«niler  Ralter 
OraKae  —  Ho! teat  Tubing  —  Tru»s  Frame, 
aKi.,,  Kvhich  nuke  [hem  (he  njp»t  diitinctivr 
Bkyclei  on  the  market. 

Send  for  the  Premier  Souvtnir^ 
and  Cfltatenj«e. 


PREMIER  CYCLE  CO.,  UMITED, 

w  tvih>ni  viadiict  LorviMiN.  rf^nvirfcrrtov 

I  BkvDtfaie.  hIANCBE»TEH.  COVENTRY, 


That  Tired  Feelinii 

"  RIy  suffering  from  deljility,  dimness, 
depression,  and  lack  nf  appetite,  and  that 
tired  feelings  lasted  tjn  and  ofl"  for  1 8  years,'' 
says  Mrs.  Ellen  Wales,  d'  t/,  B  ram  her  Kd., 
West  Kensington,  London*  "Though  i 
went  to  many  different  doctors,  and  also 
aitended  at  various  hospitals,  their 
medicines  and  advice  never  did  miifc  than 
give  me  a  very  brief  relief*  Then  I  had 
a  course  of  Chas.  Forde's  fSile  Beans^ 
which,  to  my  surprise,  cured  me,  and 
grtve  me  such  health  and  brighinirss*  as 
1      never      reinembrr      enjoying      before." 


rd»'»''  BUS 


FOL  ..  .    . 

BA&ni  -  itiA 
ktqd    thKt 


lUOUSNESS 


L  C  U  R  E  r  hl4DACNf,  mQ/C£STfOK  CC/vSr/P4  TfQfi,  | 
^  QEatUTY  FEMALS  W£At(NES5£S,  PitiS, 

pmPL£S  AfifO  AIL  Lf¥£ft 
&  STOMACH   TfiQUaL£S,    ^ 


^0| 


\M 


2    -.'''i'' 
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Unequivocally  Endorsed  by  Musicians 
and  Experts  as  "The  Best  of  All." 


Piano 
Players 

from  20  guineas  up. 
Cash  or  small  Monthly  Payments 

A    M*n*roa»   allowance    /iar   old 


THE  Only  Interior  Player 
Adapted  for  use  with  horizontal 
grand  pianos  and  that  can  be 
operated  by  electricity  if  desired. 


THE  Best  Proof  of  its  superi* 
ority  is  the  fact  that  the 
**  Neota  **  is  the  only  player 
which   may    be    had    on    trial. 


UBRAHV  OF  THE  VERY  LATEST  MUStC  FOR  ALU  PIANO  PLAYERS  AT  LOWEST  PRICED 


in  the  JUNE 

GRAND 

MAGAZINE  OF  FICTION 

there    is    a 

LyOi\£^    Oomplete    Novel, 

comprising  about  fifty  pages,  entitled  "The  Man  from  Rome," 

By  MISS  MARIE  VAN  VORST, 

and  the  very  best  story  ever  uTitten 

By     GE^ORGE^     R.    SIMS. 

Every    admirer    of    "  Dagonet "    of    "The  Referee"    should    read    this 
story,  which  he  himself  declares  to  be  the  best  story  he  has  ever  written. 


And    about    12    otKer    Oomplete    Stories. 
ON    SALE    MAY~30      T"!      TrIOE    4}id.    NET, 
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0/="  G/?£/ir  l^£(/£ //V  S/CA7V£SS. 


mm^ 


Wr~ 


DIET 


A  unique  and  light  diet  for  Invalids  and  Dyspeptics. 

It  is  very  sustaining  and  nourishing,  is  readily  taken  by  those  who 
cannot  digest  cow's  milk,  and  is  especially  useful  for  the  aged.     It  can 
be  made  in  a  minute,  the  addition  of  boiling  water  only  being  necessary. 
In  Tins  at  1/6  and  8/-  of  ChemiBti,  fto«    A  large  sample  sent  for  8  penny  stamps. 

ALLEN  &  HANBURYS Ltd., 37, Lombard  St.,LONDON. 

rThe  "Allenburys"  DIET  is  a  food  for  Adults  and  is  quite  distinct 
from  the  well-known  "Allen bury s**  Foods  for  Infants. 


ATHLETIC  GOODS 

fiuppllfld  by  ua  dlr«ot  to  ttn  |ilay«r  In  any  part  of  tflM  Qlobe.    Oarrtaffe 
PaJfl  U.K^    Ordvrs  from  Abroad  should  InohHle  Oarrtage. 

50W£  SPeaAUTtiS   f^OM    OUR   CATALOGUE. 
THi  IMPtBlAL  OmOKET  SATi     Every  one  wiu-mntcd  to  last  a  season.     New 

one  sent  if  ibcy  fail.     If-  *ach  ;    3  for  60/-.     Treble  Rubber  Combination 

H:inil]e^ 
OTHCft  IRANDSf  17/$,  Mfl,  im  10/8,  «/«,  and  6/6 :   all  guaranteed. 
ORIOKiT  BJIU8,  be«t  Uather<  H;>ndSiit<:hed,  3/0,  4/8,  6/3,  and  6/0. 
CmOKf  T  «TUM|»i,  (>cr  sci  (jf  6  with  Fiiul-;.  13,  3/3,  4/3.  and  6/9. 
LEO  QUASOfl,  3  B,  4,6,  S^,  6/6,  «,«  per  pair. 

CRIOKET  DAQS,  £ -,  8/6,  7/8,  10/6  to  60. -.    WHITE  SHIRTS,  2/6,  3/6,  4/S. 
FLANNEL  TROUflERf,  fl.ft,  0/0,  arid  16/6. 

RUHHIHa  OUTFITS.  |  (^lik^liy  to  all  ttpUomta  poii  free. 


S-  WILLS  &  CO-,°Cirrr  OLDHAM 


Inglesant 

Sectional 

Bookcases. 


PURE 
WOOL 

is  the  only  entirely  satiaTactory 
material  for  UNDERWEAR  in 
cold    and    changeable   climates. 

Se?  tliAt  F^'U   w-ear  ihe  celebrated 

'SQUIRREL  BRAND*  UNDERWEAR 

made  by  CaHwHibt  fi  Warncra,  Ltd., 

for  o*f*f  100  yean  from  the  very  be jI  AuEtralian 
Wool,  GiiATAniccd  unshtihkAble,  and  obtain- 
able in  Naluml,  Silver  Otrf.  Pink,  and 
White  fioia  ail  Icdding  Dfapen,  Hoiien,  etc. 
Set  the  "  jQuirfvt "  stom^  fffl  #f  *ri?  garmtnU 


c 
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Cut  this  advt,  out  and  s«nd  it,  togfither 
with  P  aO,  or  stjimps  43.,  to  114, 
Bouthampton  Rtiw,  Londoni,  and  a  FULL* 
SIZED  LARGE  BOTTLE  will  be  lent 
CARRIAGE  PAID  anywhere  in  the  Uniteil 
Klng^dom.  ft* 


tK« 


LICK 


'PEWBITER 

is  not  an  ordinary 
machine, it  dots  < 
all  that  other  machines  will  dc 
(but  better),  and  has  conveniences 
to  be  found  nowhere  else.  Its 
simplicity  makes  it  light  and 
portable,  as  well  as  durable  and 
cheap;  in  fact,  it  gives 

ALL  the  QUALITY   FOR 

HALF  the  PRICE  (oV.SJS)- 

Lli\  ^8  telts  ftoUi  it  is  dortft  rest  free  from 

ilickensderfer 
Co.*  Ltd.p 

0  Ik  to,  Ch«apsiti«r 

Aod  mort  Uri? 
Towns, 


A  PERFECT  SHOE 

FOR    EVERY    LADY. 

PERFECT    STYLE 
PERFECT    FIT     , 
PERFECT    FORM 
PERFECT    EASE 
PERFECT    SATISFACTION 
because 

HONESTLY  PLAlfMED  &  BUILT. 


The  Gentlewoman's 


SHOE 


ra  6,  H  ( 


Ar  lUuttnUd  BncKwri  <mi  wtm*  tf  nmntt  Aft.  <"*- 

•K'  Boot  Manufacturara,    KENDAL 


FRILLED  SPOT 
^'•ArlSS.  MUSLIN 

Madras  MaallB.pfadn  ^t^MDe^Mj 
Caaameat  Clofth,  Si -ins.  vide.fli-F* 
Tapaatrlaa  from  tm  Pcr  7»f 
CratOBBas  from  CId.  per  7*k-  ^. 
OowlBf  Art  Carpate  tnm  •»- 

PriM    LiM  of  Laet  Ow:rtmvM.  «J* 
Lteolevm.  VHmitwre.  Btditag.  fm. 
W^lr,Ma 


OORHIWOM  A  CO^  »»a  Papt^  Qaaaa'a  Walk. 

BAYUSST^^ 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE, 


•^t; 


'-^^- 


THE  jjrHi-iie  U  uti  «x^ell«!nt  lime  to  rei»kiifiib 
jrour  tr^  and  litvii.kJk>-l  wn.rte.    I>o  Drjt  iw  ecin- 
(eiiit  wEUi  Juroiuvlet*'  (wnflrew  >rthi^nMt inactive  (Jil>le- 

— nnd  Jt  nmJi»  such  Ji  dmiemjce  to  %  Ublif.  Oar 
JirN>*lr<  AR  faiaoui  aJl  OT^r  Lbe  KJnRdnm.  Ertry 
dTlkle  \%  guknuntnd  ],>^rf*f<r.:t  In  ihaiNe.  uttmetiTe]/ 
dl«»rttrd,  aiieI  flniiihthiT  In  the  l»fit  itylt-ilia  loifr 

The  "EMPIRE" 

COBipl«t«  Coin l»ln alia z]  Tea  and 

rln  Rcj^I  Blue  itnd  (jny?. 
The  t'-omplefe  i^nrice  ooiipifit*  of— 6  Tea,  C'lipa  and 
Mauccn;  S.  Brn^k/mt  do.  :  Q  T«  Plat«|  S  Bre^ikfeut 
FUt«  ^  3  I'U*  Pbii» ;  1  Ti»i  Pot.  [lOtk  Lidn  9 1  r^lTiu  : 
1  C-ncoa  Juff.  II  piiiLA;  1  MHlE  .luMi  I  i^lop  Biuiii  f 
1  fiutlflr  DMi  Witli  l'u1i>r  ;  L  BucOta  iVhh  ;  S  KgK  l.!u^4. 

Alto^tiLbcr  fil  flH^ei  tor  13,6,  P:u.'k(H]  Fti«u 
To  K^rv  Jhitthf^itrT  ty/  tAit  Srrwieg  ^M  irive  it  imiJ/NH> 
/,M4^'>|3pfj-yi'JtifiTMd',  JT  ^iiAh«J  acta**,  tHitablf  /err 


tr, 


MRECT  FROM  THE 
CROWfN  POTTERY 


DINNER  SERVICE 

In    Royal   fiLu«  ta  match  ihfi  ■' EMPIRE" 
Comblnfttion  Bat. 

(VtJjihrlTitf  of -12  >r™L  12  Puddinir.  13  Pbti^w.  ipi4 
fj  ^mp  f'ljitr^.  S  Meat  WlllHM,  3  VVgKtaHe  IHi'tH"^- 

i!  Sa ut f  Ph iH tfl.  I  8  , u p  TiLTWn  «ini  HianA     Mi iig-^ [  l] '  r 

62    Pieces    21/- 

Pnr  7,0  eKtr:i  we  fiiikh  cv^ff  Hi'^-ern  l>tapt  Eiivllab 
(lold.     Til«  itAlUe  1M.-1  without  55011  p  Ptiit«*  ainl  Sullii 

Tiirt^U  i:JT  H*!^^!.  1*  -  ;  with  iinlii.  ^lU- 
GIVBN  JIWAY.— f  hnnmnff  FtaJiOiR  Ci.wii  f<j 
Kverff  Pttnhamr  vf  ihi*  himttf  S^rvif^.  i*r  ihr 
BoiiDoiit  L'lock  ¥!>itM  n  fK^ir  a^  V'b«i  to  nmlfk  n.ti 
rttklM  Gilt,  vfi&i  thiM  DtTtitri-  ^rriat  nnd  the  Comi^ 
jultiOH    ff«  ntui  Breakfmt   Sfrvie:^  parktil  (D^rH^r. 

CEMMIC  MT  CO.,  ltd.,  SSKV.UT.i 

IUi!kr>r*:  hU^yU  IliLrik.    Lid 


'■5^ 


BE    UP-TO-DATE 
AND  GET  A  "SWAN." 


II 


"SWAN 
PENS 


are  holders,  pens,  and  inkwells 
dl  in  one  for  CoTiveftience. 

The  greatest  Cotllfort  Jies 
m  the  perfect  and  Usting  suita- 
bility of  the  sold  nib* 

Economy  is  obtained  by  the 
iridium  point,  which  maJtes  one 
"Swan  "  last  for  years, 

Rrijmrc  no  adJHiimftnt  h^fort 

starlin^^nty  shaking  d^ywrt  &/ 

ink  ^ fust  writing, 

■'SWAN"  PENS 
are    suarmnteed. 


Scdd  bjf  HUtJcmere  and  .)>GwpU«n. 
VI' rite  fyr  l.^aTal4H;u(\ 

Mabie,  Todd  &  Co., 

7a  &  ao.  High  HoJbom. 

Londan,    W,C. 
Enmrheii  -  "^k    l'l'-':iiu'i,3t".    E  L".  l 

i*L  ,  Man<;hej«l<''l  ;  ,l[i,  I  ,tt  if* A II IH, 
UK UeSEL^  LUk3  SEW  Vnt£K, 


affret*etvce 

B«tw««n  thea«  I  wo  cicarett^s  ? 

^^^^[ne  iijiHt  furjiuidl^  \^.\j\n  evi-n  (hi-  Ninmi^est  BTiEtcm. 
Thtrvtj*R',H  Iplrvttt*  whicls  IjAFt  lljethfjic*!  UjIEhu^q  Uavoilt 
*ithi>ut  \\\v  iwlM^iiutu  n^i>Cirici  Bivc,  yi  Una  inlruure  o^ 
■tuuliinii  «iihuut  Lunxi-  i*u<  tj  *ilt  jour  fuvcuiritis  limuit 
IwioiTK'  if  fiiLLil  wiUi  fliLrurgti&i  pKteut,  Filter  wiiii^it 
iimiM  Oia  nS€«t(n»  waA  reudcrM  iJn?  clgurrtti-  db»t  uisj 
nicotine  piYiof  Yoy  owi  m»k  joiir  t«liHccfmlKt  f,»r  jaur 
muni  l>nuid  of  handrmidc  iisHnEt«»>  ar  Hitd  iu\a  Rtinu» 
for  our  itwr^rtrd  fnmT>l«  U^ii,  f».«tAB(-  fti«.  wrih  lii^tnf  u.:.ni  < 
TUB  HYGJKMtC  CIGARETTE  CO.,  11.  Spl^aJ 
Strfiat,  Birmingham, 


SAVE  THE  SHOPKEEPERS'  PROFIT 
by  purchaging  direcr  at  Rxiwrtera' PiiceB.  Send  cash  with 
order  lor  p«j  on  dcUverj-i  stating  size  and  Kliape  required. 

Clote- woven  Panamas  (as  sold  at  1  Guinea) lO.'0 1  d^» 

Superior  dp.,  heavy  silk  hand.  Rawia  leather  lined . .  ai/-  \  f,°!i 
A  fewhundredExport«re'SHmLlei»(motit  fleziblemmle)  80/6  j  ' '*"■ 

iLLrSTHATKD  FricS  LiST  PoST  PhII, 

SOOIKTfi  PARAIA,  Dept.  i,  148.  Old  Straet,  8t  Lake's,  Ufl«<^ 

(  Po9Hag*  OH  Ootonioi  Ordvn,  tl-  extra.  J 
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ELECTRICITY 
BOOK  FREE, 

Profusely    Illustrated   with    Photos    from 
Life.    Write  for  it  to-day. 

IF  YOU   SUFFER 

from    t'hpqmiiUm,   N7L^mlgl;^  Con- 
■tipati*  11,     Ncrrou^im*^    fJeaLlache, 

StomjL  h  I  rouoJc  or  my  o  her  dj!truc^ 

Writ*  far  our 
Viloabla    Fr««    Buok, 

It  r^^.iLii«  how  uur  vtunderful  I'netpen^ 

Trtk    hgw    JLUKlrkilr  Ircati  dnraftc    by 

aiiB«,  MiriT  >-'urc^  i\^t  4\'JSaAt  tu  Hay  mmL 
liuw  U,  bLiJJda  u|i  iincl  nou- 

>  boH'  yciu  i,^h  cnjuy 
Hv  f^mciiu  tJffL'triG  h;ii^ 

vJCbouicfMt  »t  borne. 


**  EVOtY  HOm  SHOULD  HAVE  A  HOME  BATTERY." 

This  new  book  also  illustrates  the  new  Home  Batteries  (prices 
OS.  6d.  to  £4  4S-) ;  tells  bow  we  send  a  BaUery  for  10  DAYS'  FRCE 
TRIAL.  If  you  are  rundown  or  ailing,  don't  wait,  WRITE  TO-DAY 
FOR  OUR  FRU  BOOK. 

THE    BRITISH    ELECTRIC    MEDICAL    CO., 

003    gyron  House,  Fleet  BL,  London,  E.C. 


BATES' 
FRIZZETTA 

Waviness  is  the  first  consideration  in  modem 
hair-dressing,  and  without  it,  however  great 
the  care  expended  on  the  toilet,  the  touch 
of  smartness  is  lacking.     Bates*  Frizzetta  will 

KEEP  the  HAIR  in  CURL  or  WAVE 

in  all  weathers,  and  ladies  who  desire  to  look 
their  best  at  the  seaside,  in  the  country,  or 
motoring,  would  do  well  to  use  a  few  drops  c^ 
this  perfecdy  harmless  preparation  when  dressing 
the  hair,  and  so  save  the  worry  and  unsightliness 
which  untidy  hair  causes. 

0/  Chemists  and  Stores,  price  ijd  {sufficient  for 
several  months),  or  Pest  Free  from  viaker  for  tig 
{Foreign  Postage  //•  extra). 

F.W.Bates,  13rook»'sBar,Manchester . 


fETR^o  Lai  R 


THE     NEW    HEAT 


ARE     YOU     BURNING     MONEY? 


Yes  I  lF  yoti  arc  using  cither  Coal  or 
Gas  for  Cooking,  Why  nor  use  air 
which  costs  you  nothing. 


'*   RALC  ''   STOVES  arc  now  fitted 

I    uith  ■'  Petrolaif '*  bumer», 

which   obtain    their    interne    heat    front 

the  airn     500  dcg,  heat  oblained  in   15 


minutes. 

Write  to-day   for  Free   BooUet,    Cata- 
logue, and  name  of  nearest  agent. 

RIPI'INatLLB  S  ALBlUtN  L4MPCo.,  Ltd., 
litUMINOHAM. 


'CaineaSel.-SS  Pieces.8/11  «25S^u> 


Ouh^aekiafdl 
ffnntploand. 
Via.,  la  flaoai  quality  Table  and  Dessert  Kaivee  M\ 
IS  haodsome  plated  Table  Spoona  ft  Vorka  SiZ  I 
It  ,  •    Dessert  Hpoona  A  Porks  I/O  )-Baf> 

IS  »  «       Tea  Spoons.  7  pteoee        I 

Salt.  MosUrd.  Efc  Spooiis.  Sugar  Tongs  t/8  ' 
Our  190S  CAT.  has  8.000  rich  iliostraUons.  Jewellory. 
CuUery.  Costames.  Suits,  fto.     WRITE  (or  WBMM  GAT. 

The  Lccdi  Barjain  Co.fPcytJS), »  Raven  Rd.,  Leeds. 


The   Story   of  = 
Wild    Flowers 

By  Rev.  Ppofemmor  O.  HBHSLOV^, 

U.A..  F.L..S.    F.G.B. 

Everybody    who    tik«»    pl««JUTe   'io     iht    i[ucIt   of 

wild  lis  lure  iheuld  rrad  iKi»  ;iiiprf:itiiig  httle  vojumc. 

[f  ii  not  a  drT-at-duit  teit  book,  bul  s  work  witk  lite 

in  a.     Ptofui^b  i!Ki)tfat(d»  U  \%  oae  ot  th« 

NEWNES'  LIBRARY 
of  USEFUL  STORIES. 

Price  im. 

Of  all  Bool( sellers  and   Newsagents ^  or  post  free 
V2  from  GRORGK  ^^ii:WNP^S,  LTD. 
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;  ARNICA 


TH  5QAP 


StroQg'i  Arnica  twAh  Soap 

■ci»  l1i,4  cqmi — whil^Ji*  til*  IfliLtU 
—  *  Ic&diDf  dentifrlcQ  tor  ■ 

Third  of  a  Century 


Preserve's 

wliile  il 

Bedutities 


25c 


STRONG'S  ARWICA  JELLY 

Mral  for  Huabidru.  )l**pi  Lhci  *¥lf( 
vA%  ^tvA  iiiiooth;  ncthiuf  h«llrr 
f .  .f  cli»pi,  pi  m  |)le*,  fell  roi,  t  rui  ic  i 
Amdl  all  (iru|jtLi:m^.  tbe  cpllac^i- 
ih1»  disIilI  lub«  it  0oIiTflQl«nt  Bnd 
TILLhrcBkAt^te.  ]F  jddj  dtulf  r 
hn>n't  "I,  nfH.«l  to  u>,  Scut  jx'il- 
jiail  fir  201  Canl«« 

GuHfuiteecl  under  the  Food 

And  Dnnci  Act,  June  30, 1906; 

5«ri«lNo.  1612^ 

C,  H.  STRONG  Sl  CO.,  CHICACO.  0*S^  ' 


THE  LATEST 
AND  BEST 


Special 
Offer 

to  Test* 


ThlB 

cenafnty 

15 
a  great 
Shairef. 


Fret  Trial.  Send  P.O.  for  \V% 

nniidle.   hftH -^  tnjirkiKl^   nunr.   and  7 

^ollow  droDnd  y&du.  itmp.  und 

«trr]liliin|r  ^abJls,  ntn.,  Qr  ti^nd  f/' 
fof  tibcuptr  iBoddl,  and  if  fou  tn  not 
UtitHmi  and  return  within  MTAfl  dftyi 
fTtt  wiJl  rafunil  your  mont^.  Suad  for 
fiooklM  No^  ]. 

SEAHME  BROS, 

Pcathentone  St.  London.  E.C* 


therm 


omBoo^  Polish 


fcrvijuM^liUkTub  wilh  *clo*horpAd.    Chcf^v  Bloiiom 
i%  tbt  flreAl  WdtCTi^rooK  FrturVAtivr  Boor  Pclrsh,  */>4J 

tiCDf  to  Box  Catf,  GUce  Kiel,  And  All  IWol*^,  Bi^tk  or 
Bravirn.  Does  ficii  dry  upin  ibt  tin.  Id,^  <<!►,  id.  Tim. 
TJ»«  SHILLINri  Ol/TFiT  J&  e^  ffitM  boisn. 
Ol       Booitmivkers,       Growers,       LcAi^cr 

Buttercup 
Metal    PoltiK 

fffvcf  frtAl  splcftdour  to  ir>el*U-  An 
ejjtirciy  Bntish  product  used  mlbc  R<»yAT 
Household.  Docs  ncjl  ftcr&kb  melAl.*L 
y.,    Id..    4J^     64^    Tibk      Ol    GrOLffs. 

Chiswick 
Carpet   Soap 

caaHy  f:l:«An£  ^ilt  e4rp£l»  wiibcut  ibt 
Iroubi^  i>f  t.^klns^  them  up.  Hrmoves  (nk 
s){^^r>s»  ft  store  i  Of  ■$ tnal  c^lCirrft .  ftd.  Ami 
1»  Tihi.    Cirpe*  CkAnl-is  OUTFIT.  I»  6^ 

FREE    SAMPLE 

of  ^1)  three  will  be  sent  00  receipt  i^f  I J 
filarop  Iq  cov«r  po^Uacr-^ 


/ 


CHISWICKP0115H  CO.,  "fg^n^Sn^^'"' 


.  1 
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BVAPPOlKTrtEMT 
TO 

AND  H  R'H       ^ 
fHlNClOfWAIisV 


Mt^-^  ALlLXAM:i**,\  CAPLISLt  tjndlicr  190^  Rii^eWHtv^'crrJi 


Rudge-Vdillworih 


'T'HE  beauty  of  Rudge^  Whit  worths  is  in  keeping  with 
^  their  steding quality.  Graceful— light— attractive— they 
compel  admiration.  Silent  and  easy  running — they  represent 
cycle  perfection.  Strong— staunch— durable — they  justify 
our  10- year  guarantee. 
WRITE  TO-DAY  FOR  OUR  1908  ART  CATALOGUE. 

Its  64  pages  accurately  illustrate  and  describe  the  latest  advances 
in  Cycle  construction,  inclLidiris^  Variable  Gears,  Featlierw^eigbt 
Roal -iters,  I'atent  RiLst-prottf  ("elkiloid  Finish,  All-Steel  Flush-joinl 
FraiDtfs,  cti . 

The  Ne  V  64-page  Art  Catalogue  describes  75  models  of  1908 
Rudi^eWhitvvortbs,  from  £3  15  6i  or  7/-  monthly.  Packing  and 
carriage  tree.     Ten  Years  Guarantee.      Post  free  from 

RUDGE-WHTTWORTHLtd.  (Dept.  201)  COVENTRY. 


London  Depots  : 


-230  Toltcnhflm  Court  Road,  W, 
23  Holbom  VladutU  E.C- 


160  Regenl  Street*  W, 


Digitized  by  VjUUVIC 
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First  Part  of  a  New  Serial  Publication 


entitled 


The  Nature  Book 

To  be  completed  in  24  Fortnightly 
Parts      at      7d.      net       each      part. 

A  IVork  that  tells  how  to  know  the  Birds,  the  Animals 
of  the  Field  and  IVood,  the  Insects,  the  Flowers,  the  Trees, 
the  Clouds,  and  all  delights  and  beauties  of  the  open  air. 


Part  I 
Ready 
May  23. 


Price 


7d. 

^  net. 


'•COMMON  TIGER  MOTHS. 
Photo  ty  J.  J.    Ward,    Coventry. 


Photographs  by 

RICHARD   &    CHERRY 

KEARTON, 
DOUGLAS   ENGLISH, 

HENRY  IRVING, and  olhers. 


Coloured    Illustrations   by 

MRS.  ALLINGHAM, 
G.  S.  ELLGOOD, 
J.    MACWHIRTER. 
&c. 


Descriptions  by 

THE  REV.  M.C.  H.  BIRD,  DOUGLAS  ENGLISH,  HENRY  IRVING, 
F.  MARTIN    DUNCAN,   J.    LOMAS,  W.  S.  LOCKYER,  and  others. 

Please    zvrite  for    beautifully 
Illustrated  Prospectus  at  once. 


CASSELL  &  CO.,   Ltd..   La  Belle  Sauvage,   E.C.-Qg|g 
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FIGUROIDSr'FAT 

No   Payment  if  They  Fail 

CNOTE   CONDITIONS    of  this    OFFER  in   EACH   PACKET) 

As  we  know  that  FIGUROIDS  will  positively  REMOVE  YOUR  FAT 
AND  ARE  ABSOLUTELY  SAFE,  we  have  decided  to  originate  a 
system    of    NO    CURE  —  NO    PAYMENT. 


If  you  are  iilce  the 
STOUT  ffiri-you 
mr III  become  Iilce  the 
MEDIUM  ffiri- 
and  finally  like  the 
DAINTY  ffiri  — by 
taking 

FIGUROIDS 


These    diagrams  show  what  fat 
within  one  is  really  like. 

Fat  is  not  loow  in  the  body,  bat  is  all  held 
in  millions  of  little  adipoM  cells.  A  special 
layer  of  these  cells  is  found  Just  under  the  skin 
all  over  the  body,  and  pariirtilarly  around  the 
waist  and  hips  in  women  and  about  the  sbdo- 
■Mn  in  men.  In  No.  1  von  bm  adipose  celb  full 
of  fst  as  they  are  in  the  stout  girl ;  in  No.  2 
some  of  the  ttX  has  been  removed  from  each 
cell,  making  them  smaller  and  the  girl  thinner ; 
m  No.  3  the  cells  are  still  smaller,  indeed  nor- 
mal, and  the  girl  has  a  dainty  figure :  this 
Improvement  can  be  brought  about  naturally 
and  with  safety  only  by  taking  Figuroids. 


You  who  are  too  stout  can  therefore  start  taking 
FIGUROIDS  immediately,  feeling  confident  that 
your  fat  will  be  removed.  If  it  is  not  removed  you 
can  have  your  purchase  money  returned  in  full. 
Full  particulars  of  this  unprecedented  offer  enclosed 
with  every  bottle  of  FIGUROIDS. 

If  obesity  is  to  disappear  you  must  actually 
remove  fat  from  the  body,  which  is  not  done  by 
taking  acids  and  purgatives,  which  are  harmful  and 
often  dangerous.    . 

The  actual  fat  from  your  daily  food  passes  from 
the  stomach  into  your  blood  in  minute  particles, 
and  is'  carried  along  in  the  blood  until  it  touches 
the  walls  of  the  little  adipose  or  fat  cells.  It  then 
passes  through  the  walls  of  those  cells,  and  is 
stored  within. 

The  only  remedy  that  can  actually  remove  fat  must  be  one 
which  so  affects  the  walls  of  those  adipose  cells  ihat  the  fat 
passes  out  through  them,  and  is  then  changed  into  carbon 
dioxide  and  water  vapour,  l)ecause  only  in  that  form  can  the 
fat  pass  from  the  body.  The  one  remedy  which  acts  in  that  way, 
which  is  the  safe  and  natural  way,  is  FIGUROIDS. 

In  FIGUROIDS,  therefore,  you  have  the  one  genuine 
scientific  remedy  for  Obesity  which  acts  safely,  slowly,  and 
naturally.  The  acid  in  the  blood  disappears,  and  with  it  also 
the  rheumatism  and  gout  associated  with  Obesity.  Remember 
also  that  FIGUROIDS  cannot  harm  any  part  of  the  system^, 
and  are,  indeed,  helpful  to  digestion,  while  the  complexion 
improves  and  the  figure  is  restored. 

Avoid  all  unscientific  acid  and  purgative  preparations, 
which  merely  remove  watery  liquid  and  have  no  influence 
whatever  in  removing  fat  from  the  body.  Such  preparations 
cannot  produce  permanent  results,  because  it  is  only  by 
affecting  the  walls  of  the  adipose  cells,  which  contain  all  the 
fat,  that  a  permanent  cure  can  be  effected. 


Start  FIGUROIDS  To-day 

Fiflfuroids  are  in  the  form  of  effervescing  tablets  or 
powders,  put  up  in  bottles  of  two  sizes — a  week's  treatment, 
price  2/9;  a  month's  treatment,  price  ii/-. 

Sold  by  all  Chemists  and  Stores,  or,  should  they  be  out 
of  stock,  sent  direct  from  ourselves,  forwarded  in  plain 
wrappers.     Use  this  Coupon     B^ 


COUPON. 

Order  two  small  bottles 
and  send  this  Coupon  and 
we  will  send  you  free  a 
small  box  to  carry  one 
day's  treatment ;  with  one 
large  bottle  we  will  send  a 
box  to  carry  one  day's  treat- 
ment, and  containing  one 
day's  treatment. 

DigitizecTby  VjOO'Q  tC* 
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eimsL% 


Blouse  Gctaoncr 

And 

Skirt  Supporter 

AOJUSTtD  IN  A  SECOND 


PRICBS: 
Cotton  Bands,  1/- 
Silk   Bands,  1/6 

Including    '6    Safety 

Pin  Catches  sufficient 

for  3  Skirts. 

•taok,  White  or  Orey. 
OP  ALL  DRAPKRa 

If  unable  to  procure,   send 

stamps   with    2d.   extra    for 

postage  to— 

The    Madam    Qair    Oo.    (D«i»t.    17), 
4  ft  5,   Love  Lane,   London,   E.& 

Whtn  ordering  state 
waist  measurement. 


IFVOUWANTAgSSS  CYCLE 

Write  to  HIE.  Theie  is  nocbespnes^  (whatevar 

the  price)  in  aa  inferior  c/ole.  I  sell  only  the 

l>e«t  Corentry-made  ICaohinei. 

~    MTHLy.PREHiCR 
ROVERS, 
COURT  ROYALS 
TRIUMPHS. 
SWIFTS. 
NUMBERS. 
^  ^        CENTAURS, 

five  RaiKain^  also  in  Soiled  RAGLANS. 
And  Seoondbaiid  Maohinee.  SINGER.  &o. 

A    HIQH-QRADI         . 
COVENTRY   CYCLI.     *^*'" 
'^5?£l?7?'Ji?i  1?  ^•*r^  Guarantee.  Baiy  jay. 
Tree  Lists  and  adrloe  to  GEORGE  KING, 


£4 


Handsome 
Fire  Screens 

Direct  from  Works,  in  a  perfectly 
new   condition  :    saving   middle 

?rofita.      Best   hcTelled   English 
Ute     Olaw.     Hand     Painted. 
Leaded  Back. 

Satisfaotlon  Guaranteed  or 
Money  refunded. 

Send  for  Catalodae  **  B  **  of 
Mew  Daeltfns  for  1906. 


W.T.  TURNER,  k« 

(APLB  *  Co.). 

ShoHToonu: 

2S,  20,  A  30,  Olty  Aroadee, 
BIRMINGHAM. 


No.  C^6  (Roaat). 


17/6 

Safe  Delivery  Onaranteed. 


Camaoe 
Paid. 


Half-a-Ziillion  Boys  &  Girls  | 
will  read  ike  JUNE 
Number  of 

THE 

SCHOLARS' 


A  Penny  Monthly  Magazine 
for  Boys  and  CIris. 

Amongst  other  items  will  be  found  in  this  number: 

LOST  ON  THE  OCEAN. 

Our  Splendid  Serial  Story  of  the  adventtires  of 
two  boys  cast  adrift  in  an  open  boat. 

TALKS  OUT  OF  SCHOOL 

HOW   THE  '* SCHOLARS'    OWN**   IS 
PRINTED. 

BRITISH  BIRDS. 

By  R.  E.  HOLDINa 

NOW  TO  SWIMh 
i  SHORT  STORIES,  COMPETITIONS,  Ao. 


THE  Magazine  for  Children. 


SCHOOL  TEACHERS 

especially  will  find  that  the  "  S.  O."  supplies 
the  long'felt  want  of  a  paper  that  they 
can  place  before  their  pupils  with  full 
confidence  in  its  healthy  tone  and  influence, 
an  J  Its  peculiarly  successful  manner  of  com* 
bming  AMUSEMENTS-  INSTRUCTION 


copy,    send 
Publishers. 


IH. 


If  you    have    not    seen 

stamps   to    the 
GEORGE  NEWNE8.  Ltd.  (Dept.  8X  Southampton 

Street.  Strand,  W.C., 
who  will  send  a  specimen  copy  by  return  of  post 
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Jm  Aere,  tAi 


ere  an 


y 


everuoTj 


fAi 


ere 

I  don't  know  off-hand  how 
many  tens  of  thousands  of 
places  I  am  to  be  found  in 
to-day— if  I  had  known  this  morning 
the  number  would  be  wrong  now, 
because  I  don't  know  how  many 
hundred  people  have  purchased  me 
this  morning. 

I  am  the  perfect  fountain  pen.  I 
am  always  considerate  to  my  owner, 
never  soiling  and  spoiling  the  clothes 
he  likes  to  keep  clean.  I  behave  per- 
fectly, never  spluttering  or  scratching. 

My  merits  are  many — and  have 
during  the  last  twelve  months  made 
me  a  firm  friend  of  tens  of  thousands 
of  careful  men  and  women.  I  am 
made  in  England  by  British  labour. 

—I  fill  myself  In  a  fla^  wifhont  a  filler 
—I  clean  myself  In  fining 
—I  never  leak  or  cause  mess  of  any  kind 
—I  do  not  leak. 

Wherever  I  am  now — ^there  is  one  more  place  I  want  to  occupy 
before  to-day*s  sun  sets  I  want  to  be  a  friend  to  you  for  life — to 
help  you  to  write  anywhere,  anytime,  with  freedom  from  fatigue. 
10/6  is  the  magnet  that  draws  me  to  your  side  (a  bigger  magnet 
draws  a  bigger  pen).  I  am  at  home  to-day  at  any  Stationers,  but 
want  to-night  to      ^^ 


be  at  home  with 
you. 


''The  story  of  my  life'*  wOl  be  sent 
free  to  all  interested  on  application  to 
T.  DE  LA  RUE  6  Co.,  Ltd., 

167,  Bnnhill  Row,  London,  E.C. 


uct  A^ 
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FOOX*8 

Ad jtssts^ble 

WHEEL 
CHAIRS 


Constructed  on  a  new  and  improved  principle,  which  enables 
the  occupant  to  change  the  inclination  of  the  back  or  leg-res% 
either  together  or  separately,  to  any  desired  position,  meeting 
every  demand  for. comfort  and  necessity :  made  with  single  or 
divided  and  extensible  leg-rests.  No  other  Wheel  Chairs  are 
capable  of  so  many  a4justments. 

Wheel  Chairs  of  Various  Designs  from  4iO/-. 

Write  for  Cai«lotfa«  F8. 

J.   FOOX    tf   SON, 

PatentMS  and  Manaftuitiiren, 

171,  NEW  BOND  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


Boarding 
Houses, 
Schools, 
etc,  are 
tpedally 
referred  to 
our  otfer. 


to  be 
crossed. 


SterlliiC  Silver  PlaUd  on  BMi  Hard  Mlekal  BUver. 
Superior  Plate  on  Heavy  Metal. 

FVLL  SIZE: 
TJUiUI  -  at  10^  per  dos.  |  DBSSSRT  -  at  7/-  per  dos. 

UEDIVUSIZE: 
TSS.   -   at  1/-  per  dos. 

Orders  under  10/-.  td.  per  dos.  extra  fior  postace ; 
orer  10/-.  post  free. 

EDWIH  HALL  A  CO.,  62,  Caimon  St,  E.Gi 

WnBKiiT  SIRHINOHAM. 


Golf  Faults  Illustrated 


H 


By  G.  W.  BELDAM 
and  J.  E  TAYLOR, 

is  valued  by  golfers 
everywhere  because  it 
teaches  in  the  most 
pradical  of  all  ways, 
viz.,  by  a  series  of 
unique  adion  photo^ 
graphs,  which  show 
Golf  faults  as  in  a  mirror. 
Following  each  of  the 
photographs  showing 
the  wrong  way  is  one 
showing  the   right. 

The  cootenU  compriae  chapter*  on 
Prindi^et  for  Beginners,  The  DriTe, 
The  Golfing  Smng,  Maahie  PUr. 
The  Weather  Teat.  How  to  Orer- 
come  Difficulties  from  Tee  to  Green. 

116  Photographg.  174  Pages. 

Prioe  6/-  Net. 

Of  all  BookssUert,  )ta,  or  post  free  5/fl 

OEOROE~NEWN£S    Ltd.. 
Dept  8.  Soathampton  8t  Strang  W.a 
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Ask  for  Turog 

TUROG  is  the  brown   bread  that  is 
light    in    crumb^ — dehcious    in    flavour- 
nourishing   and    strengthening,   because   it 
contains  the  natural  wheat  sahs. 

It  keeps  fresh  for  days— after  the  loaf  is  cut. 
It  makes  delicious  light  crisp  toast. 

Use  TUROG   in  yoor  home— everyone  will  like 
it.     It  is  readily  digested  and  is  a  fine  food. 

Turog 
Bread 


I 


Millers  of  Turn^j  Flour, 

Sp^ilukhh  &  Bakers,  Ltd., 

Cardiff. 


2792 


BRIGHTNESS    IN    THE    HOME 

IS    ASSURED    BY    USING 

BRASSO 

LIQUID    METAL 

Polish 

TRY    IT, 

AND   SEE   WHAT   A    DIFFERlBNCE    IT   MAKES. 


MADE    BY 
RECKITT    d    SONS.    LTD..    HULL    and    LONDON. 

Digitized  by 
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FOOT'S  HDJOSME  CHMIBI 


ARE  DELIGHTFULLY  RESTFUL* 


4c.T  Can    b«    butKntjjr   isJ 

t^ft  bodj   la 

pckiltiEtfi  f •or  nm,  ana  vswht^ 
Mode  In  irmrloiu  f^k*  ^£-  '■ 
(iuia.litip*.  tti««-tliif  c^nr  ^^ 
amniJ  nf  iifloertitj  or  lBr*.rr 

'CiiAiR    COMFORT' 

C^tmioM^e  C  3, 

Stat  Frvf. 


J.    FOOT    &   SON    C^ept.    C    3), 

171,  NEW   BOND  ST.,  LQNDOii,  W, 


leoa  "JUHO"  LiSTp 

I  iirniTP,  A  1.1  L's^'riL-B.  LOTlO 
i  ]  h J  H I  nk  r.  L^i  1 1.^.  I jii' w  tffl  L  ^  ir  1 1  lUH 

20  'le  dl^^  or  10. >  mon* 

'  '  *  J  U  N  O'-B  *'  ar e  in;  iTiy  Eii7  f 
ai'ttt.  Metier  L[]  r|ii,tliJ1y  .»liil 
towET    [m    ]<irif:i^   lliuu  a.iiy 

METROPOLITAN    MACHIKE8TS'  CO..   Li m J tJd  ^ Ht  Dri't- Jt 
T5,   Biahopfc^aLC    fit.   WUhqtit,   Lotidoii,   B.C. 


OLLOS 

emed: 


for      -* 

PILES 


ftUEiniiTJC  riiis, 

p^  etc,    IiiF^tant  reli+^f 

gufliantcetl,  Casna  cured 

even  aft^r  thefi^irR^oii  lias 
failed.  KOIJ.O'8  llE^f  RDV  m  a  VEG(-:TABLK 
EXTRACT  broutfht  to  ita  pTeiicnt  pertection  after 
much  adenti fie  reflcarcb.  It  dotsn  ri"t  coiitam  any 
d  T 1 1  g  H,  c  li  em  ieals  I  ir  added  matt  e  r  of  an  y  k  i  rul »  In 
fact,  itH  jnirit*^  is  »uch  tliat  if  swallowed  uo 
harm  wuuld  result.  I'rice  2.9,  pw)t  free,  *fltU 
full  directione,  from  ROLUTB  REMEDY  UO. 
iU«pt.    "A"h    1^,   WiUowdale  Flac&,  Abardoep. 


''ATLAS"  LOCKSTITCH  MACHINE  QOS- 

g^A ffj  fil  i]i4!iUl.jr  Xti  Ali.y  lUEnHiiue.      Work  a  lij 


hatiil  artrciiillif.  4  J^cuni'i^LjiinuiUr^. 
Tti  eiibUTL!  KJi t Lfifu<.lii(iE] ,  rtittclvJnB 
v'lit  oii  r-ii'iiit  Of  34.  P.O.  rur  ONE 
MONTHS  TKIAL.  lialnni^  mn 
*Hr  jald  ffk   MONTHLY.    Writ* 

Atlu  HfiWldi  Bda^Dhlns  Co., 
l^it.  \li(i\i  Htrf<'(..  (.'lainlt^n  Ti*wil, 
L  ,ri»l.iri  i   uf  63,  JS^iven  hJLiUn  Huail. 


'  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^     nhiMhfil  buF 

a  MONOP0L£.     Wa  aPF   BK'tual  niannJuLlurprt, 

iundenit«  |irtce»,  K^r  Vjixh  or  hj  hii!"iitUu<-nti. 

Itant  he  mmitK  hv  sciiEdittoTiAl  H-h»^rl.ii4jin  lUa^ 
Wu-iTiiint  (*■1^  yrm  Ihc  itirhUiir  MOHOI»OLES 

{Ei  thli*  ■inaJl  jjticf^  TMJt  i/  yau  >t  us  have  your  riftniiij 

juiij  lidiinft*  we  wni  *f<inl  viaj  i.ur  No  'J  f'alAl^fue ; 

ur.  ItttlJT  fiUn.  Ii't  us  nenJ  y.iii  n  *A[njilc  niiirijtiio 

ON  APPROVAL,  Carrtagre   Paid* 

YouL  can  ri'tkjrn,  II  if  It  hlun  nuL  [in-r.  t  j'L-ur  wifcbcsi, 

The  HONOPOLE  Cycle  4  Carriage  Co,,  Ld, 
'"■^"■"'" '■"'■"■  COVENTRY. 


WEAK  EYES 
Made  Strong! 


TMEJOEArsfGHl^HS 

l]oli>*i  Nature  in  a  purely  natural  way  tosCreog- 
til  en  the  ej^ea  and  restore  the  natural  vision, 

lt3  actkm  is  in  tht*  oature  of  a  gentle  masstf* 
whkh  atimnlates  the  eye  by  restoring  the  normal 
cirtulafion  of  bliwd— that  ia  all  that  weak  i^ym 
require,,  But  it  doos  more— it  moulds  the  vvt 
iminkss^ly,  hut  flurely,  to  its  perfect  sba|je ;  this 
is  n«£>es?4ary  to  eorrect  near  aight,  far  sight, 
fustigmatifeim,  and  kindred  defects. 

It  is  abacilQttily  safe— it  does  not  ootn©  in 
direct  contact  with  this  ©ye— tttid  fivu  nimut**' 
imanipidi^tion  tvviot*  a  day  is  all  thiit  i?  nro  '^^ry. 

WRITE    FOR    FREE    TREATISE. 

We  have  pre pu red  an  IUii»trate<J  Treat Jk  on 
the  B>es  wTikh  we  5etid  you  free  «n  ai^pllcat ion- 
It  contains  much  interesting  detailed  IntDrma- 
tlon  on  the  eye^  In  general.  We  Mo^^rst  thit 
ygu  write  lor' It  now  whUe  It  Is  on  your  miiiJ- 

Wo  have  a  apnclal  offer  to  mahB  rf  your  Inquiry 
reaohee  ub  within  the  ne«t  30  ^my, 

THE    IDEAL    CO., 

aai  B,  PiFTH  AYR..  NKW  VOKK.  N.V..  V.S.A. 


J 


Tlijs 
Is 


NOT  A  MOTOR  CAR 


Bui  It  ii 
ne?ertBel'* 

A  MEW  *y 

VBNTIOK.   ■ 

u  »  e  f  u  S      *^'^ 
*DJr  ti»ijii  f^ 

^*"°**  "^ 
Uld   Ottt     rW 

OAt    (at  peA^l 

1  n  r  h  «  I    K  * 

MirroT.    *» 
""«^       'ffS- 

^tl^-.Uitltlf 


hill  It  ii    n?fiimlftl 
HOUSH,  HABTJMO 


tftlnfttt 
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Clearance  Sale. 


J  MuTH.Ti:L]  AUlI  WorkiuaxiftLiti  <ji  Lia.njt U'tVl.     l^n  ji^r  i-cnE- 
'ciiL.  t-li»w  uiunl  ^Hcv*.     UgttA  Kurviug  Uouet^,  Prnj*' 


Neat  B-oie^  at.uUii>«,  l.^cl?  HoDKi,  Btxlicn,  dlupQl,  ScbonL,  uid 
Boxes,  B(^al  HoufH,  cti:. 


PonltTT  Hoiixes,  from  10,^ 


Inm  BuJIdlci^ai 
of  «Ttrj  dclcrip- 

MiMii>n  And 
BilliAFd 


from  AST. 


Motur^t'iu'  &ouj«,  truni  £7  fit 


Sand  f«r  IlluktrAiad  Sftl«  CatAJoi^D^,  Poit  Frva, 

W.  COaF{R,  m,  OLD  KEKT  ROAD,  IDNDOK,  S.E. 


Nothing  Like 


BE  ALWAYS  PREPARED! 
FOR   RAIN 

b?  bqjiBf  a  WRlBmrocif  Toat-a  jftal  WnUirroof  lurti  u 
tho  Nmredna  -^lisntutoly  ImperFlong  to  mln  Liatsf. 
■trting.  diiraul^i.  HiidodotirLew.  ' 

'' /tosr^dna     im    ihm    Hati-Mark    ot 

BIMD  TO-DAY  FOR  OUR  CATAI^OOUI.  vhwh 
ft  reft  full  prLk-ulAri  of  WHt4trr»riM)f3  for  IjuliiM  nml  QpTitkmeu 
also  Uit  ^iHirtmg,  and  nil  kiiulji.  of  Elubbfr  and  Wiit«rtjfVQf 
G*Mjilft    for   II*iTniMtii;   nnil  Qetipral  Ujk. 


OUR 

free  ["1 


HANDSone    BOOK    OF 


PATTBRHB-a   irjdfl 


" NOBRBDN  A     W ATBRFROOPB " 

[ire  made  n\  aiir  Olirt«  facta ry,       Wn    ailJti< 
tid  eitra  charge  fur  ipecjn]  fnfAiurc*.     We 
chAlicnfti  Ihc  \FOrld  tn  |ir(Hlui.-e  n  Watt'P- 
|ir«/f    Bujtf^rioT    tp     the    "HOS- 
RBDNA'^  vki  the  fiini«  inwIcinLe 
uricn.      Writ*    or    CmJl    tor 
PaLt«n»  :ukI   Frke  TJit,  whkb 
wiU  he  itfiit  j,-iMt  frre. 

AfidersOfi'ii  Biiator  Rubber 

t  KittaiihtAi^t  /X.Vj.J     00*^  Ltd., 
IP.    i^ufta     Stri-ct,     t>scMi,sji|. 
l^indiTn,  E.f.  ;  S,  Green  i^[r**(;t 
i^lw*ler  a<u.  Lnndaij.  W.O  : 
f.  ID,  J 3.  Elifflh  Htn»t.  Brjfttol 


FAerciiiT :  Ro^niWHlk  Rabbifr 
WdrkH,  Bri*toi 

°   Briitol, 


CALOX 


is  the  only  Oxygen  Tooth  Powder 
and  its  the  Oxygen  that  matkes 
it  faiL^away  the  best  dentifrice 
in  the  world. 


By  the  introduction  of 
Oxygen  into  a  pure  anti- 
septic deodorising  powder 
of  the  extremist  fineness, 
science  has  achieved  one 
oF  its  most  notable  triumphs. 
The  result  is  a  powder  that 
effectually  destroys  all 
germs  o(  disease  in  the 
mouth,  arrests  decay 
and  maintains  the  Teeth 
a    healthy,    lovely    white. 


Caloic*  put  up  in 
dainty  metat 
lx»tties  conveni- 
ent for  komc 
and  travel  ii  sold 
everywhere      at 

liU 


Sample  and  BooUel  free  from  A.  C.  WOOTTON. 
14.  Trinity  Squye.  Lo.^.^     Jp 


54 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE, 


Shilling  Sclenoo  Hand  Books 


Profusely  illustrated  and  well  written  little  volumes    about  scientific  subjects^and^  containing  just 
information  a  well>rrad  man  should  know.     There  are  nearly   fif^y   volumes^  in   this  library.     May 


iust  the 

.  .  .         ,         *y  ** 

suggest  you  get  one  or  two  a  month  and  read   theni?    You   will  be  fascinated   with   them.     Spend 
a  couple  of  shillings  to^ay  on  two  of  these  volumes. 

Fish   Life  The  Atlantic  Cable. 

Vmd   Floweps  Pplmltlve  Man 

Rapid  Transit 


IVlpeless  TeleiTPaphy 
Reptile  Life 
Life's  Mechanism 


A  Gpaln  of  Wheat 


One  Shilling  each  at  all  Booksellers,  or  post  free  1/3  from  George  Ne^'Nes,  Ltd., 
Dept.  S,  Southampton  Street,  Strand,  W.C. 

Newnes'  Library  of  Useful  Stories 


Every  Amateur  Gardener 

"THE  GARDEN" 

The  information  h  gu?^  is  dimply  invalti 
able,  and  doitM«  the  ddiicibt*  ttf  gardcninK, 

See  particulars  of  ^*Thc  Gardeit'^  Horticultural 
Show  to  be  held.  £lfiO  In  Prizes  and  Medals. 
Special  Competitions  for  Amateurs. 

OF   ALf.     iXFirSAGFXTS.    *Vr. 

ONE   PENNY  WEEKLY. 

EAR-CAP  ,?!!"r,.'.. 


For      RomerlylnK      PROMINENT     EARS, 
Prev&ntlng  OlflflgjUremflnt  In  after  llfe« 

Ilk  I*  lilHj.     Nrnd  MiAtJiMnnrimf  POww/  kffiiihitt 
'i^a«  M(*l,  «Ti  J  ovfiT  hun^  from  \vh*  t<»  Iwhf  a/ Mr. 

8.    M*    CLAXTON,     62,    Strancf, 
I.01VD0H,  W.O. 


Every  Woman's  Tpilet  BDDk 

Edited    bp    MRS,    ROBERT    NOBLK, 

Mrs,  Noble  bi  nil  spitioritv  on  all  inftticr^  appo^^- 
uining  to  hjrgiene  and  th«  totkt ;  and  in  tbb 
popular  handtwk,  ^which  li  absoiui^ly  iti valuable 
10  every  wfiijian  who  desires  to  ni*ke  the  nuxt  of» 
Qf  to  rciain,  her  pcr^fial  tharni^t  she  i^ivei  a  heat 
ofuscnjl  and  practical  faciSiadvice^  nnd  inrortn:ition 
rtn"  H  ow  to  Cu  U  i  va!  e  a  Good  FigumCj,"  *  *  The  Caxe  of 
I  he  E  [air,*'  "  The  Care  of  the  Complexions'^  &c-  >  &C. 

1/.  net.  or  Post  Free  1/2 


From  GEORGE  NEWNES,  LTMiTro,  Bent.  S, 
3—12,    Southamptan   St.,   Slra,ridt   Lindorij    W-Q 
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The  "Zest"  Drink. 

For  sharpening  the  appetite  and  stimulating  the 
digestive  functions  generally,    nothing  excels 

Wolfe's 

Schnapps 

(with  or  without  a  dash  of  BittersX  It  is  rhe 
sort  of  thine  that  can  be  taken  at  home  at 
any  time.  Not  onl^  does  it  form  a  splendid 
appetiser  but  it  is  the  best  known  safe- 
guard  against  Gout,  Rheumatism,  anfl  all 
Kidney  and   Bladder  ailments  in  either  sex. 

Sold  by  iMding  Wine  Merchants  and 
Liceiued  Grocery  Wholesale  Agents— 
The  Finsbuiy  DistUleir  Co.,  LondoD.  RC. 

Samples  sent/ree  on  receipt  of  xnsiting  card. 


THE  SUMMER  CREAM 

Contains   No   Crease. 


ICILMA  FLUOR  CREAM 
is  the  only  really  safe  face*cream. 
It  contains  no  grease,  and  is 
delightfully  cooling  and  refresh- 
ing before  and  after  all  forms  of 
outdoor  exercise.  Most  welcome 
for  keeping  the  skin  free  from 
tan,  roughness,  or  redness,  and 
for  curing  insect  bites.  No 
other  cream  is  so  cleansing, 
so   beneficial,    or    so  harmless. 


Icilma 

Fluor  Oream 

is  deliciously  fragrant,  and  simply  impatts  the  wonderful 
Sf?^i?§  *"*J  '**"*"«  y'xxXMts  of  ICILMA  NATURAL 
WAiJLK.  It  cannot  grow  hair,  needs  no  powder  to 
hide  It,  and  has  none  of  the  dangerous  after-effects  of 
greasy  creams.  It  is,  loo,  the  most  economical  of  all 
creams. 

WARNING,— I^ever  use  a/ace-cream  without  Arst  rub- 
tmg  tt  on  thm  whtte  paper  to  see  ifitgites  a  grease  spot. 

Icilma  Fluor  Cream  is  sold  by  Chemists  everywhere. 
Price  1/-  and  1/0. 

SAMPLES.  S5^S,"**"J*/*»'^'y"*"p^«o*<''««n 

-iTkTJI  /^Ti  *f?lJ^'jP»  Natural  Water  Snap,  tofretber 
with  Art-Card  on  "Skin  Tone."  full  particulan-for  nreS 
skin,  and  •  How  to  TeU  a  Good  Cr«%m/*^ 

I«LMJL    CO.,   Ltd.   (D«pt.  SO), 
list.  Ro— b#gy  Ayan<,  LondoBt  ■«€» 


Zcy 


^S^a^^ 


CLEANS    THE    TEETH 

to    the    satisfaction    of    so    many    regular 

users  thar  you  would  do  well  to  profit  by 

their  experience. 

i>f  all  f^hcmUt*  in  tirw.  (Id.>  1/-,  und  1,-4     01u«  >ar  with 
ti^HnU^r  top    t;-  net.     Foi-  Frw  (<^anip1e  semi  itennj  ituiup 
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"JEWEL"  Fountain  Pen,  5/- 


TMiS  98 
THE  BESTm 


FITTED  WITH   BEST  QUALITY  14-CARAT  GOLD  NIB.         IN   ALL   POINTS,   TO  SUIT  ALL  WRITEfta. 
FLOWS  PERFEOTLYl    WRITES  SMOOTNLYI    ALL  USERS  ARE  PLEASED  1    To  be  obtained  of  Statiooers.    Any  Pen  Matched. 
SoU  Makers:  JBWEL   PKM   OO,   (Dept.  sa).    lO^i   PenchMrch    Street,    Loncion, 

THE  SIESTA  CO.,  Manufacturers  of  t^Mti  Kovelties. 

COMFORT- @IH  PLICITY  -  POttT A  Dl  LIT  Y-STREKOTH. 

Tht!  iTiirjroTP.I  BltlSTA  HAMMOCK,  I  ti.  c  IT  6,  SIMPLE -it  amtlot  Ttb 
fjwf  n*i  ill  Mir  but  the  rifjiii  nlirvi'i  imh  I'iiliTAtil.K-ait.  Niin.  Junp  foliieri,  weirht  JTilb. 
gTfti>KO-ll  bwi  .ii[.3...rt4-,|  >EAKLV  IlA^r  A  TUN      thf^  SlisTA  K  CHAlB  !■ 

at  uti  nD<Iiv  pr  iiiljii-ini^nt.  rcii.SHrlriir  r^n'  <,-hJviT  *Mj  t*  ri»  fri.iiiB,  vid  rirv>1"i''in*  an 
EL.VJ^ra'    BA(K       IIjc  SiBBTA    t^NT    Tfi    niUAfit,    Mdi  to  l^fS     Un,^    mjA   hni 

»n  coiiKirruetad  with  Ru^t- proof  Fittlngk.  SirEi^TA  N^VRt.i^K,s  cr.  h.o 
ohtahjHl  fTLini  Jill  the  i'rinrtfvi]  Ih^jiJ.ti  llinmifhricl  line  w<»U,  WUlTK  Tu  nA  V  i'T 
rn*^  Illtijitniteil   li'^^kl<!U.-THB   BIB^TA  CO,,  HAttftOGATB.   BNOCAI^D. 

7  Splendid  Shillings\irortlis 


Bomantic  Stones  of  Famous  Families.  po.t^>;^' i/a. 

LLOYD'S  NEWS  says :  **  For  startling  stories  of  romantic  love  and  weird  mystery  one 
need  go  no  farther  than,  the  records  of  some  of  tnd  most  famous  families  in  the  realm.  To  read 
any  one  of  the  *  Romantic  Stories  of  Famous  Families '  is  to  realize  afresh  that  truth  is  indeed 
stranger  than  fiction " 


Every    Woman's    Toilet 

RaaIt        ^^'^^^  ^9  M^^'  Robert  Noble. 
DOOK«  1/-  net;    Post  Pr««,  1/2. 

This  popular  handbook  is  absolutely  invaluable  to 
every  woman  who  desires  to  make  the  most  of,  or  to 
retain,  her  personal  charms.  It  gives  a  host  of  usehil 
and  practical  foots,  advice,  and  information  on 
•*  How  to  Cultivate  a  Good  Fignrc,"  "  The  Care 
of  the  Complexion,"  **  Care  of  the  Hair,"  etc,  etc 


The  Ladies'  Field       b^ 
Golf     RooK.   9RAm. 

1/-  nets  Post  Proo.  1/2. 
In  this  volume  Mr.  Braid  deals  with  tbe 
special  necessities  of  ladies  in  the  game,  and 
points  out  common  defects  in  their  play,  witfa 
remedies  and  suggestions  which  will  be 
appreciated  by  13^*0  and  expert  alike. 


FIFTY  PKIZE  STOfilES  from  'TIT-BITS/ 


1/-  net; 
Post  Free,  1/2. 

These  "  Prize  Stories "  have  always  been  among  the  most  popular  features  in 
Tit-Bits,  and  this  volume,  containing  the  cream  of  all  that  have  appeared  during 
the  last  twenty  years,  will  be  found  a  most  interesting  and  delightful  companion. 


Real  Diabolo.  Bycsrur. 

1/-  net;    Post  Free,  1/2. 

In  this  volume  Mr.  C.  B.  Fry,  in  conjunction  with 
the  inventor  of  the  Diabolo,  sets  down  rules  and 
praciicc  exercises  whereby  the  reader  is  helped  to 
a  complete  understanding  of  the  methods  by  which 
dexterity,  sp'ace,  and  accuracy  may  be  acquired  in 
the  del  ghtful  game  of  real  Diabolo. 


Cookery  Made  Easy. 

1/-  nots    Poot  Proo,  1/S. 
Tht  IdeMl  Pncilcml  Handbook  for  tbo   KHchtm, 


Containing  over  500  appetising 

of    which    is    of  real   jfyractical    value.        It 


recipes,  every  out 


clearly  and  succinctly  with  many  household  problems, 
and  It  should  be  kept  at  hand  in  every  kitcfaca 
in  the  land. 


Edited  bp  E.  T.  COOK 

(Editor  of  '*Tbe  Garden n. 


Gardening  Made  Easy. 

202  pp.     1/-  net.      Post  Free,  1/3. 

•  It  is  written  by  experts,  who  know  just  exactly  what  a  beginner  wants  to  know,  while  it  deals 
with  all  kinds  of  gardens,  and  is  generally  admitted  to  }^  the  most  practical  gardening  book 
ever  issued  at  the  price. 

From  all  booksellers  in  ToWn  or  Country,  or 

CEO.  NEWNES,  Ltd.  (Dept  8),  Southampton  St,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 


i^iyiiiz-tJU  uy 
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INDIGESTION, 

Acidity,  Heartburn, 

REMOVED  FREE! 

ACIDITY  is  a  frequent  symptom  of  indigestion.  It  arises  from  the 
conversion  of  food  into  an  organic  acid  in  an  excessive  quantity. 
Heartburn  again  is  an  unpleasant  derangement,  and  yet  common 
enough  ;  but  these  little  warnings  come  to  us  as  danger  signals  before 
greater  troubles  arise.  Kutnow's  Powder  clears  away  all  sour  liquids 
and  fermented  debris  and  gives  immediate  relief.  It  forms  a  delight- 
fully refreshing  bath  for  the  stomach,  cleansing  and  stimulating  the 
nerves  and  promoting  digestion,  Kutnow's  Powder  also  improves  the 
working  of  the  Itver,  kidneys,  and  bowels.     You  can  try  it  free  of  Cost ! 


READ  AND  REFLECT. 

Acidity  of  the  stomach  is  a  very 
prominent  symptom  of  Dyspepsia. 
So  ilso  is  that  indescribable  sensa- 
tion of  unpieasantnesi? — Heanl>ijrn. 

Flatulence  nnd  Sour  Eructations  indi- 
cate  a  foul  stomach.  Giddiness  or 
a  dull,  or  it  may  be  a  violent  head- 
ache, are  signals  of  dyspepsia- 
Palpitation  of  the  heart  or  an  accuma- 
lation  of  wind  about  it  leads  many 
people  to  suppose  they  have  heart 
disease,  whereas  dyspepsia  is  invari- 
ably the  cause- 
Good  digestion  and  a  clean  stomach 
are  essential  to  good  heaUh,  and  both 
are  assured  by  the  use  of  Kutnow's 
Powder, 

Guard  Against  Fraud. 

The  ir*'i'i^'f«  Kutnow'fl  Powder  un  be  had  of 
all  codscicntlotu  ChemUU  iit  a/4»  per  battle^  or 
tlirecl  from  Kuirt'^M-'s  \j.mt\on  Offices  for  t^s.  pos;t-|jiii<!  in 
ihe  Uniicd  Kinpdiinn.  See  rhii  tht  f^C'similc  vij^rvAiure^ 
'*5^  iCntnow  and  Co.«  Ld.p"  ^fvd  a|m>  tht  Rtgi.^Lct«d 
Trade  Mark,  "  Hlr«ch«n«^t||iff,  or  Deer  Leap,**  art 
on  the^  TBTian  luid  botUc^     This  is  how  to  get 


DR.  W.  A.  SATCHELL, 

I'.K.C.P.   (Edin.),  M.R.C.S.  (Eng.), 

WRITES  : 

'*5,  Asc^jU  Avenue,  h^ing,  W., 

**4th  April,   1908. 
*'  Dear     Sirs, — I      recommend      Kutnow's 
Powder  tu  patients  whenever  I  am  able,  for  I 
think  Ti   IS  ft  most  useful  aperient  in  certain 
cases,  ajndj  when  given,  successful." 

H.  C.  MOFFAH,  Esq., 

WRITES  : 

"  Boy  ton  Manor,  Cod  ford,  Wilts, 

"January  I7ih,  1 908. 
^*  Dear  Sirs,  —  I  have  used  Kutnow's 
Powder  for  s*pnie  years,  and  find  its  effects 
are  mast  beneficial — in  fact,  I  am  hardly  ever 
wiihoui  \\.  I  can  fiilly  recommend  it  as 
beinjj  the  Itest  aperient  Powder  I  know  of, 
as  its  nclii:»n  h  not  violent,  while  it  is  invari- 
ably the  same,  and  can  always  be  relied  on." 


FREE  TRIAL  COUPON. 

Plrasc  send  me  n  free  >^tmp1e  of  Kutnow's  Powder. 

(wfttTK   DISTINCTLY.) 


Name 


"  Sifand  Maga2ine»"  June,  '08. 

5end  thi»  tfonn  to  A,  KUTNOW  Si  Co.,  Ltd., 


Digitized  by 


vjuogle 
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TURKISH  BATHS  AT  HOME. 

All  tilt  (kli^hL.:.  ;uk5  lKn,rr"n-  c.f  ihe«  famous  B albs 
tjiri  be  cnjiycd  priv;nc^|y  ac  hon^c  with  our  Piitent 
Safety  Folding  C^bincL  Thi;rti>sil  Baths  ure  invalu- 
able for  the  ptvcntion  and  cure  of  Co!<!s,  [jil^uen^^t 
R  Keu  ni.a  i?^in  H  Si  k  irt  1  r OM  hk's .  &r.  T  he  y  e  n  su  r c  |«rfec  t 
clc:iti]ifje;is,  arc  n»vi>juratin{;  :iiid  helpful  in  every  vay. 
CoTispleEe  *(lh  SAFETY    DUTBIDE  MEATBR>  *o. 

WRITE   FOR  ■*  BATH    BOOK  "    B.  3,  «nt  FM*. 

J.  F00T4SUN,  171,  New  Bond  St.,  LONDON.W, 


UPERFLUOUS 
HAIR 


"DEPILLOS" 

(RegisteredX 


K 


We  have  an  absolute  and    ^^ 
jrmanent  cure,  entirely  free  ftmin  anything  ^^^ 
.jortful  or  injurious  to  toe  mo«t  delicate  ikin.  \^ 
never  failing  to  entirely  eradicate  the  ftpongcst    .       V5  :   «- 
growth,  destroying  the   roots  so  completely 
that  the  announce  WILL  MBVBR  REAPPEAR  I   and  to 
prove  the    correctness   of   the  abore   statement,  we  will   send 
absolutely  FREE,  securely  packed  and  free  from  otiserratlon. 
with  medical  certificat*  and  testimonials,  a  sample  to  all  who 
enclose  two  penny  stamps.    Address- 
Manageress.  TAYLOR  A  CO., 
(Dept  8),  140,  FI*et  8tr»»t,  London.  E.C 


A  BEAUTIFUL  SET  OF 
TEETH     INI-  (>•  H.  JONES,^ 

i  6B,  QRKAT  RU8SKLL  ST.  {opposite  BHtish  Mut€um\ 
I     AvmrHed  tan  ffoM  nMdato  for  the  bMt  OMttotry 
I      and  H.I.  Majosty's  SurtfooB-Dontlat  C^rtlfloaf  ■ 
I  SPECIAL   MODERATR  CHAR0B3. 

I  PABTICC1.AWS    BT     PoST.     AWP    FWKK    CoOTDLTATlOW    DaII.T.   10  TO  ft. 


MAKER    TO    RIDER. 

(Save  pounds  by  dealing  direct) 

GORMLY  CYCIfS 

BRITISH  MAKE.     HIGHEST  GRADE. 

Fully  Equipped  Roadster 

FITTED    WITH 

Dunlop  Tyres;  Brooks  Saddle; 
Head  Lock ;  Lined  Colours  ;  Lucas 
Lamp  and  Bell ;  Two  Efficient  Rim 
Brakes. 

£6  158. 

Three-speed  Gears,  £1  2s.  6d.  extra. 

Carriage  P*iid  United  Kingdom. 
We  take  risk  of  damage  in  transit     Cycles.  Tyres,  and  all  fitments 

guaranteed  9  years  as  per  Catalogue. 

FREEM—Send  /or  Art  Catalogue  of  Cycles  Jrom   £3   !»•. 

Foreign  and  Colonial  orders  receive  most  careful  attention. 

CORMLY'8,  Ltd.,  77,  Berry  8t,  Uverpool. 


JUST  A 
MINUTE ! 


Have  you  tried  the 
FLOR  DE  DINDICUL 
CIGARETTE?      Of 

course  you  smoke  the 
cigars  I  But  sometimes 
you  don't  want  to 
"'^  light  a  cigar,  and  yet 
you  want  something  with  more 
flavour  than  the  ordinary  paper- 
covered  cigarettes  have.  They  are 
just  the  occasions  when  Ftor  d6 
Dindigul  Cigarettes  fill  the  bill. 

Made  from  tobacco  of  the  finest  qiuUity,  and  wrap{>ed 
In  leaf  of  the  same  excellence,  they  have  the  choice 
flavour  and  aroma  of  the  best  cigars,  and  never  harm  the 
throat  like  ordinary  ciearettes.  That's  whv  tfOCfftors 
raoonmiend  them,  and  why  all  who  try  them  agree 
that  the  FLOR  1>K  DINDIOUL  CIQARKTTE- 
the  original  all-leaf  short  smoke—"  CAPS  TM  K  LOT." 

PRICE    Id.    EACH. 

In  cedar-wood  boxes  of  12,  i/- ;    or  8/-  per  box  of  100. 
0/ all  good  tohacconistSt  or  post  free  0/  the  Importer: 

BEWLAY,  49,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 

Established    12S   Years. 


MOSES   AND  EARS, 

M08E8.-The  only  patent  Nose  Machines  ia 
the  world.     Improve   ugly   noaei   tt  all   kinds. 
Scientific  yet  simple.    Can  be  worn  during  sleep. 
'     Send  stamped  envelope  for  full  parttculars. 

BED  M08EB.-Mylong-eatabliahed  medically 
approved  Treatment  absolutely  cures  red  noaec 
a/9  post  free.    Foreign.  1/S  extra. 

UGLY  EABB.-Uy  patent  Rubber  Ear  Caps 
remedy  ugly  outstanfling  ears.    Hundreds  of  suc- 
cessfuT  o&ses.     7/6  po»t  free.     Foreign,  lyS  extra. 
,  LEES  HAY.  10  B.  Centoal  Cham>ars,  Ldyrpool. 


59  AND  NOT  A  WRINKLE 

I  have  removed  mine,  and  will  remove  yours, 
and  guarantee  you  a  Youthful  Complexion. 
Particulars  of  a  '*  guaranteed  cure  "  sent  on 

receipt  of  stami^  addressed  envelope. 
Thousatuis   of   Unsolicited    Testimonials^ 

genuine  under  a  penalty  0/  £1,000, 

MADAME  S.  T.  ELISE,  5,  Farley  Rd.,  Catford, 
LONDON  (Late  New  Boncl  StreetN 


'•^    Illu«r»i«l  handbook  f^"- 
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THE    STRENGTHENING 
EFFECT   OF   ELECTRICITY 

IVo   aiher    Ifoaimoiif   c««   &otn§tatm  with  ti 

TbcFCure  ihousAttdx  of  men  goi^E  About  Lbe  world  merv  py^mi?^  of  whfki  they  should  ht,  broken  dgrwi; 
m  beillb,  botb  men  tally  and  physically »  gel  ting  no  i;Tiji>yi»cLit  out  of  liftn  Tbe  nuui  wbp  b  w^cnk  ii^  nn 
abstjiUitt  f^ilurct  He  can  acL'oni|>||.<b  notbin^^  ih-'it  U  worth  nccunipEbbin^.  The  r^  an  wbo  it  <iirDng  and  rc^bu^ir 
on  theoiher  hand,  ha^  the  w^jrld  bclbn;  bim.  Kew  tbin^;^  to  him  are  iitipo&>ibk  ;  he  U  eager  fvf  ^i^rk^  ragef 
for  plesi'%ur&  Ff  e  derives  pleasure  from  the  merest  df-tAtls  of  life.  He  ivallu  with  bts  bsid  erect,  a  apringy 
^trp  I  he  IS  skimped  with  Lhat  ^r  uf  cii:ij:ibd«rnioe  which  m^kes  bin)  a  man. 

How  can  &treD|rth  be  j;ained  f  Some  wi\t  say,  '*  I  have  iritd  ihii  and  tiwl  ^  it  did  me  no  good— in  fflci,  it 
nutde  mt  wot!^."  Quite  st\  Many  in^tuine!i  proves  mofe  harmful  Lhan  ben? Acial  in  ^ucb  oues.  Wb^i  the 
body  rt^tiireji  h  dccu-iciiy,  \i  w  the  molive  for«  of  the  human  irachinrry^  tileciriciir  d*ve|tjpf  and  expands 
^h  (T.-ikened  ti'aice.  It  li  life  to  the  nerves  and  orgatiJL  ii  fartihes  the  system  a^uiim  wuJtne-i^and  diyta^c,  li 
drivd  out  Weakness  by  renewing  vjialitVi  Thouurirds  o^e  their  pre;5enL  peifect  conditioxi  o(^  hmUh  to  it,  and 
ibou^nds  more  could  sny  the  same  if  they  would  bill  U-te  it.  An  emuaeni  ph^.4ciatii  tccentjy  said  :  "  \o 
Iccly  properly  charged  with  electricity  can  be  we^k."  Think  of  the  conditloa  that  must  fallow  when 
e^ery  ni^rve  i>  lifigltng  with  new*l»orn  tnergj",  when  every  organic  function  it  obeying  Nature's  la.w<;, 
making  of  the  htiman  structure  a  perfect   itiech^-inwm. 

The  ^'i^wi"  Bod^  BattMiiP  is  the  outgrowth  of  acientilic  investigaiions  and  dbcovefiea.     It 

is  simple  [o  use,  re<]iiiFcs  no  chargiiTgp  yet  strong  enough  to  illuminate  a  ^iiiall  inc;!ndesf:cnt  lamf^ 

It  ha.<  liecn  awarded  the  '*  Science  Si  flings  "  Certificate  of  Merit,     At  th^  recent  IntemaiioncLl 

Kj^hibltioEi  in  London  this  hAitri-y  siecured  ihc  Diplofna^  with  Gnuid  Prix  and  Gold  MedaL 

i'hr  award  praL»<^  the  system  of  applying  the  curreat  &.%  well  n&  the  battery. 

CnEC     ItnflK       '^^^  t^ost  tnteresting  treati^:  ever  published  on  this  ^ubjcci 

rilfct     DMUila     is  free  to  all  who  write  for  JL     It  ii  a  vuliime  of  So  pacc^, 

nicely  illustrated,  hosed  upon  standard  work-s  and  view^^  of  emitient  physicians 

i^hoi&e  auLhoHty  cannot  tx  doubted.     Please  write  for  it  at  once;     We  ^nd  it 

sealed^   free,   in  a  plain    envelope. 

THE      BRITISH      ELEOTRIO      INSTITUTE 

Loncton,    E.C> 


SCOTCH  WINCEY. 

Th«  [dsAl  Fdhrta  tor  BlouKsa,  CHUdnn'^  OLcrbhtntf. 
Undarwaar.  ««,  L.iinBrk'm&da  WinoayB  mxm  u^atif^ 
paaaad  for  Qu»nty  Riid  Api>AArftjioa. 

<.-nd  f'jr  i-nllfrt^M,   Pn.-iJ   FHKH.  fram- 

JQHH    ^ACK,    Winc9y    &p«ciatl«t,    UlNAItH. 


THE  SECRET 
OF   THE 


MASTA^  PIPE  s 


l>*<liMUhty  ii   founii  in 
ftft  ir<>iii(nit:tioti.  witji'h  ii 

l«d.      the    il^uFjk    vl:iiiiuiir<n 
eiuurv  a.  oool  drjr  imuk?  tkl  itL. 
timeiL  and  ik}«alulpl]r  prurenL  iik-a- 
UnB  Irrjm  ctitdrinf  Eoouth  or  pipe 
humL  TJie  wood  u  tUmUm  tiriir,  wi  _ 
eTe[7  ptp*  )'  tf iiarant«#tL     ThuMjaTu^ 
of  t/mtiinnnUlc,     a  fl,  *  *,  Su'S,  ft  -,  vt€. 
of  liitfh^inv  tohAe< '^kivu.  yi  ilir^  t  ftoi 
^'i.'l^'il'i!^^'^^'^*  *^*^>  Ij     M I N  T  a  TO 

buiohH^  t  Efrt,  ■  A  [^i-ii'ir  iJH    i.N^^L  friM'  froi 


MASTA     PIPE     GO,     ^Dc^t.   1^ 
I53^   Fleet   StT-eet,   Lowdon,   E-O. 


DRA&  OR  WHITE  BOUTIL 

FLEXIBLE  CORSET. 

Tu  bmttoii,  a.'ll  E  4}r  with  I'uU,  €f1H 

or  g^Mei!  with  Uubi^tiik'ka.bJk      Upr 

cuir*     puikKiuu!  S[.>:h.  6  e,  Al*o 

linproned  Knitted  Corsets 

W  f  l^lii  kt    »  1 1 M  r.i  t    1^  F.  r-s  L'  M  r.. 
KaltlHKl  Clothing,  l^LVHii.  |;a1Lii,  Knn 

_  Oil*,    *c-        M*iitli>ii    Pthawp    MlQ. 

Klatlit  i^iaw.    Perfect  Fit,  n'rlUfin-  IliuMtTatvi  Liwtt. 


"^ifl^i  ^/   Sprinklfl  yo«r  Biank^t^ 

^^sAV    Woollens,     Furs,     etii, 

^^S.   with  KEATINGS POWDER 


Cfty/fofigp   Ofiar-^ 


Am_  »ff_  Mttvsrti.^tfmanf, 


10  6  DIAMOND  STAR  FOUNTAIN  PEN  ;.r*o,>'.nrb  for  2  6 


ti.E3t  L^n  itti]>rov&l  on  r«t^j{>^t  *jf  IVO.     Ytiur  Oiiii.ranti*E-rn^irii^y  TatiiJrtn*il  If  not  f^ti-fjf^L 
FiiLt,  >t«ahEai,  Cpj«i1,  ar  J  PoiuiAr    T«1p    I'lted  ^ud    ^i^tnd   ko    ti^uliitir  disw  nf  [eiIl 


14ct.   Solid 


IB^'      ^•If-nillng     and      Self  •  cleaning      PERFFXTION      FOUNTAIN      PEN     for      R  /  A 

*  ^^  y  NoN-LcA&ABi.B.  FiLLi  *in»  Clkams  itMlf  in  a  moment    No  other  Pen  lUce  it  for  lUltabilitj  and  Steadjr  Flow.  %^  j  ^^ 

Makers  X     MYMART    *    CO..    Ltd.    (Dep*.    8^    71.     HIGH     HOLBORll.    IK>MDOM.     W.C.  (Atfenta    WantMl.) 
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2HE  STRAND  MAGAZINE, 


THE 


Midland  Fvrnishing  Company, 


Ltd,, 


17,   19.  21,  4t  23,  SOUTfiAMPTOS  ROW,  HOLBORN,  LONDON,   W.C. 
(2    mlnutos  €roni    Oxforil    Street). 

Furnish  by 
Gradual  Payments. 


i 


Come  mnH  inspect  our  xtock 
.  .    oi    .  . 

ANTIQUES, 

REPRODUCTIONS, 

and    m\3t>   oiir 

SPECIAL    BARGAINS. 

Any  *Tiic^t  w*  wil  rnay  he 
obraitird.  from  us  til  her  for  cjsh 
or  on  OUT  Ciradual  Paymtfin 
System,,  wiiboLt  cMra  irhnrjie. 
Our  system  t-^  not  the  <Ati- 
fasbif>il«l  hirp  sirtcm  which 
iTi«ant  high  pTii;cs  and  common 
goods,  Inji  il  Ls  Just  the  same  as 
paying  cash,  with  the  exception 
that  ihe  paymrnts  cait  \m: 
«sieiK!cd  o*er  i,  t,  or  j  years. 


ddublf!  t'TIIpl  tIKLnl  \)Vt  I 

CouniTv  ardeirs  cArmge  paid,  CoodM  packed  and 
fir|ivcr*-d"ttM.  Carptts  and  Linos  planned  imd  laid 
fret      1 1  In -it  r;i  led  Giudc  and  CataloRue  pct^t  frtc. 

Free  Life  In^urAnce.     No  adiSed  liitereM, 
Mo  e^ttra  chargea.    C«$h  dlecount  S  pcr  cent. 


SAMUELS' 


Hosiery  Bargains 


OYER  100,000 


satisfied  customers  by 
post  deal  witti  us. 


BUSINESS  or  DRESS  SNIRTS.  SSSSViZ: 

9l9  each ;  S  for  a'-.    Store  charges  from  4.6  each.    8ut«  whether 

Rusinefla    Shirts   or    Erening    DreiM 

sl'ikftfi  Eire  required;  siseof  collar;  if 

■  i'  IT"  [I  front  or  back;  and  if  broad 

or  narrow  cuflFit 

Four-Fold  COLLARS. 

Fimst Quality  Irish  Manu- 
ficturo.  6  for  S/-.  any 
shaite  or  Mixe ;  or  nutde  to 
any  nattern  sent.  Many 
tthopkeepera  price  these 
at  9d.  each. 

A  ll«w  Invention. 

TNE    "COMFORT" 
HALF  NOSE. 

Exr.«11ent    for    absorl'iua 

ezcet<sive  i>erB^tiratlon.  and 

thuf    preventing    chafing 

and  corns.    Best  Vn»\\  mere, 

n.th  real  silk  fancy  embroidered 

I'lirit^— or  plain  black— seamless. 

.4>^M)>leheel< and  toes.    Alitoiathe 

iif  w  iirown  Silk  and  Cashmere.    As 

.  -•^I'ial  inducement  to  try  these 

w."  r^tTer  them  at  II-  [ttrpr. ;  Sprs. 

S  S.    They  are  worth  treble.    Can 

only  l>e  obtained  direct  from  us. 

pnpp  Our  comprehensive  Cjitjilogue  contains  full  dosorip- 
PK  tt  tions  of  haiulreds  of  bargains,  of  which  the  above  are 
I  ■■«■«■  1^  fg^  gven  if  you  are  not  requiring  anything  at 
present,  you  should  send  us  a  posi-card  for  this,  as  it  will  snow 
you  the  great  wlvaniages  to  be  gained  by  dealing  direct. 

J.   &  8.  SAMUELS, 
04,  96,  98,  &  too,   London   Rd.,   LIVERPOOL. 


2/9  each  ;  worth  -t  ri 


Hsii's  italfee  itaniLe 

MUES  COFFEE  TO  FEIFECTIOI. 

Ensures  m  second  cup  of  Hot  Coffee, 

Has  W  Years"  repntation. 
Has  outlived  h  ndreds  of  similar  invcntiona 
Thousands  are  in  daily  use. 
Sizes  from  1  pint  to  6  gallons. 
Priciw  from  9s.  6d.  to  £9  each. 
Obtainable  from  leading  Stores  k  Ironmongtfra. 
WRITE  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  LIST. 

Sole.  Proprietora  and  ManH/aetHrtn : 

A -«   .tue  (  hnmber       I  ^""^    PI8T0M    FREEZING   CO., 

B.-iiorivittc'TJarket.    12a,  Doan  8t,  Oxford  »L,  LONPSW. 


fThe  HsLntky  Touring  Atlas  % 
of  the  British  Isles  % 


cont.iins    Fifty-^fiv^    Ci^jnioured   Di-itTict   Maps,    1 
s.hMM'in;4    nil  I    Ro:idn,    Villages,   Hnmlctjij   with 
Topot^r^piikrtl  and  Orogfaphical  Ffi^tures^     It 
I     iit-'>  can  tiling  inm  nhowinu  loc  Cjtiing  Koui*^ 

i  aiut  sever.  1 1  ulhfT  v:ihi:<M'.-  ff^^Uu^.  Hiifidy 
^  l>.jck*-t  Hj/c.  No  u[lf^JldL^l^^  uf  sbcci  niap«. 
m     Post  free :  Oloth,  1/2  \  Ump  Laml»sl(1fi,  fl% 


CGORGE    NKWMEB,    Ltd.    iD«pt.     if. 

Boalhjunplon  St.,  Slfa^d^  W.C. 


ATLAS. 


\ 


f 
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LASTING  SHAPELINESS. 


Lasting  shapeliness,  with  improved  health  and 
increased  strength,  is  the  one  result  which  f>ositively 
proves  the  genuine  efficacy  of  a  treatment  for  the  cure 
of  obesity ;  and  in  this  respect  the  famous  Antipon 
treatment  stands  supreme.  This  f)ermanency  of  the 
return  to  beauty  of  form  is  due  to  the  surprising  fact 
that  Antipon,  during  the  rapid  elimination  of  super- 
abundant fatty  matter,  exercises  iis  remarked) le  power 
of  overcoming  the  tendency  to  abnoi-mal  fat-development, 
oome  people  have  suffered  for  years  from  this  dis- 
tressing tendency,  which  the  old-time  treatments 
could  never  destroy  without  injury  to  the  constitution. 
Semi-starvation,  sweating,  and  drugging  are  of  no 
avail  in  the  end  ;  for  when  these  drastic  and  dangerous 
measures  have,  perforce,  to  be  discontinued  on  account 
of  failing  strength  and  vitality,  the  abnormal  fat  soon 
returns,  and  generally  causes  more  trouble  and  ill- 
health  than  before.  .Antipon,  then,  is  a  true  and 
genuine  remedy  for  the  permanent  cure  of  obesity, 
and  is  recognised  as  such  by  every  competent 
authority.  Age  or  sex  makes  no  difference  ;  nor  need 
climatic  conditions  be  taken  into  account.  Antipon 
i^  triumphant  in  all  cases  and  under  all  conditions. 
There  is  a  large  demand  for  it  in  India  and  the 
Colonies,    where  the   weather   becomes  oppressively 


>.taJaT*:ppp 


MOUSTACHE 

A  If 'I'  n~i:Lr4tr  iifi'iixr^' ill'  ikmtilh«.']v  tfroWfi 
In  A  feinr  dnyB  l%  'i-ihl^  "  HI  OUST  A* 'Ml  m- 
iiuii  ^iry■L^■:li!nM■.l  nouitache  F&tcKr.  Aii- 
ti»<'  rr.i/i-  \i'^  w,  .-.I.!...  t.  R^m^fnberi 
mDhey  r«tuTii«d  It  n(»l  BntlJ>«1y  buc- 
ce««FMl.  V^\X  !i«TtL  in  I'likin  >Ki^rr'  Lm  Od^ 
i^tr^f^u   (.M,rp.  ^J.-.-S,  t*.  DIXON  A  CO.* 


hot.  Antipon  is  a  most  efficacious  tonic.  It  gives 
you  a  good  appetite  and  improves  the  digestion. 
Meals  are  thoroughly  enjoyed,  and  new  rich  blood 
and  greater  muscularity  are  the  obvious  result.  The 
reduction  of  weight  is  not  retarded  by  the  generous 
dietary  r^me  permitted.  Within  a  day  and  a  night 
of  begmnmg  the  course  there  is  a  decrease  of  from 
80Z.  to  3lb.,  according  to  the  degree  of  obesity. 
Then  a  satisfactorj'  reduction  goes  on  day  by  day 
until  normal  weii;ht  and  symn>e*rical  proportions  are 
restored,  when  the  treatment  mzy  be  discontinued. 
This  wonderfully  beneficia  result  h&s  l^een  attained 
in  thousands  of  cases,  and  many  hundreds  of  men 
and  women  residin«j  in  all  parts  of  the  world  have 
wntten  voluntary  letters  of  gratitude  to  the  Antipon 
Company.  The  originals  of  these  letters  may  be 
spen  by  anyl)ody.  Antipon  is  in  no  way  disagreeable  ; 
it  is  a  slightly  tart  liquid  in  which  only  the  most 
harmless  vegetable  substances  are  employed.  It 
suits  everyone,  and  never  causes  the  least  trouble. 
Antipon  is  sold  in  bottles,  price  2s.  6d.  and  4s.  6d., 
by  Chemists,  Stores,  etc.  ;  or,  should  there  be  any 
oifiiculty,  may  be  had  (on  sending  remittance), 
pnvately  packed,  carriage  paid,  direct  from  the 
Antipon  Company,  13,  Olmar  Street,  London,  S-E. 


From  4U 


BABY CARS 


■"  Siive  you  5/-  In  trte  S.  No  ^.., 

ruTivs     Cul  hriees  for  t.'Ji0H, 

ita.'^r   MoniJjiy    Pay  men  t  v.     Sr   .  , 

f  Ca  r  rUn^  j.ia  td ,  on  a ppro^  -i  1     Lo  tf- 

tnrin ),-,!■,,  FOPT    FREE 
DIRECT     PUBtiC     SUPPLY 
Ca,  Oept.   40,    COVENTRY 


f 


The  mojf  delightful,  heaUhmgiVirtg  holiday  possible. 

^  YACHTING  CRUISES 

AMflXnsT   THK    DFI  ir.UTFia   .SCENERV   OF 

WEST    HrCHLANDS, 
WEST  &  NORTH  COAST  OF  SCOTLAND, 

ROUND    GREAT    BRITAIN. 

F,\reHcTit    AcrrjfnmodatiQii>  lilncml    T.ilite    and    Mwlemic    Fares, 


i*i'lnc«aa    Maud 


1,6«Q  lona.    I    Prlitcfts*   VletAHa  1^900  tons 

Fii[|  i^irtii  isljiLTrt  :fr>'H^  triffii  — 


M.     LANQLAWDS    A    SONS,     LIVERPOOL. 


POULTON  &  NOELS 
ENGLISH  ox  TONGUES 


CLASSES. 


EVERYWH! 


C2 


IHK   yjKAiVD   MAGAZIi\E. 


Nii\e    of    Neviri\e4&* 
6d.   Fatnott^^  Novel<&. 


By  A.  E.  W. 
MASON. 

The  Truants. 


By 

W.  J.  LOCKE. 

Idols. 


By  A.  &  C. 
ASKEW. 

Lucy  Gort 


By   MAURICE 
HEWLETT. 


The  Fool 
Errant 


By  RICHARD 
MARSH. 


The  Marquis 
of  Putney. 


By  Mrs..  H.  de  la 
PASTURE. 

Catherine  of 
Calais. 


By  W.  H. 
FITCHETT. 

The  Tale  of 

the  Great 

Mutiny. 


By  MARY 
CHOLMONDELEY. 

Moth  and 
Rust 


By  H.  RIDER 

HAGGARD  and 

ANDREW  LANG. 

The  World's 
Desire. 


u 


For  Complete  List  of  nearly  150  Titles  see  pa^e  64. 
Obtainable  E/veryvirKere, 

Or   Pott   Free   8d     from   QEORQE    NEWNE8,    LTD     (Dept    8).    Southampton    Strmt, 

Strand     London,    W.C 


THE  t^TRAJS/D  MAGAZINE, 


63 


NO 

RfORE 

RAZOR 

TROUBLES, 

SELF-SHAVING  AT  ^ 
LAST  A  PLEASURE^ 


**CA«BO>MAfiNKTlC' 
Razors  arc   l'"nipcri;'d  fcfy  our 
EXCLUSIVE     SECRET     rROCESS 
ev*ry    Raior     bting    tempered   eveiily 
and  Alike.     It  lui^  taken  twenty  yc*r?i  of 
actuat  i;xpcrlcnc(f  fo  perfect  ihk  niethod  of 
prcpaTlng    anil    temper mg    the    E>tcel 
'*CARBO-MAfiNETIC"  Kn^or^  DO 

HOT  PILL  IMtlLE  SHAVING,     

I  theTfrfore  «lf- shaving  bas  at     ^^^S^^^  PRICES  ! 
UxHi  Vie<iiiTit  a  pka-.uj'c.       ^^^P^a^BoMow  G found 

)]0td  an  cd^c  in 

deMdlUly;       ^^t^B^^  Double  Concave, 

^  ^  ^  '^  ^  3        ^^^S^^^       For  c:«  t  ra  b  i,';v  vy  t  w^;^  rd  s, 
won  u    _^^^BSai^r  7/6- 

n  1 1  y  of  yo!  n  de-1  len      H  R    HAS 
(orc^n  jft^t)  the  CARBO-MAaNETlC. 

SHOW  nm  THIS  advert,,  don't 

TAKE   A     SLBSTITLTH.       K     he    cannot 
Ruppty    yon,    ^ml    postal    order,    and    wc    virdj 
foriTiird  one  by  rtuuiu      OLR   BOOK,    *' HINTS  TU 
SHAVERS/^  «nt  fee  on  applicinLUn. 

S™  A.  L  SILBER8TEIN  ("'/'), 

Mt    ALDERSGATE    STHIET,    LONDON,    E.C, 

"CARBO-MAGNETJC''  Ebstic  Cushion  Strops, 


-  EXPERT  OPINION  -% 

BUSCH  "Terlux" 

PRISM     BINOCULAR 

LORD     CHARLES      BCRESFORD. 


"I  hiTe  K  pair  of  jour  Pri^sni  Biniit'tiliiTi.    Thi?*  Are 
CiTt«lti]j|r  liy  far  tht  bMt  gJiiiHn  l  hiirs;  e^er  u»r<L" 
JtJtgni'Ui  f.'min.ta  )tj;Ht«.ri,p|il^  AdmJrul, 


TIMES 

MORE 

LIGHT. 


OF   A  LI* 
OPT1CIAM9. 

ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE 
SENT  FREE. 


EMIL     BUSCH     OPTICAL    CO*, 

35*  Charles  Straet^  Hnttoti   Garden,  LONDON,  t.C. 


"THE  QUEEN"  RECOMMENDS 

JOHN  BOND  S  "CRYSTAL  PALACE 

WITH  OR  WITHOUT  HEA^I*C.^WH]CHEVER   UMniflUfi     |l||f 

^W  P  P  ^^'>'  rnlnn^  It.  ^»^  -1  LIHKN  ^TtCETi;ifElL  I VI  M  1 1  Im  I  IV  Hi  I  IS  ■« 

r  tl  C  E  s<  H  n  Uv  ^T  VrmNRfLMK  K!H  tSTS  .t  :^TORlM  ;    ^t  yn^  Trr,>,  l  ^  u  <rt»iyiT*.  fir^TTTr  SOI  Th"  ATE  H^M^  umxisTN 


The  Fenton  Pottery  Cq 


Dinner  Sets 
To  Match 


Pieces 


DtPT.B4  ROYAL  CHINA  WORKS  FENTON  STAFF? 

Service    i 

Rich  Art    '' 
FlowinSBlue' 
AndBe^t  i 
English  Gold 

■^Cup   and 

' Saucer 
I  Free 


'FREE  ART  POTTERY  ALBUM  S^^^^^^f^saiSS-SSisaigfagl 
POST  FREE     «».«auiRc'«j(s3;£ESS»£riS7J£S:&S^^ 
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NEWNES'  SIXPENNY 
FAIWOUS  NOVELS 

The  following  famous  works  by  the  most  popular  Authors  of  the 
day,  printed  in  large,  clear  type,  are  now  included  in  this 
well 'known  series  of  Sixpenny  Novels.  Many  of  these  are 
Illustrated     from     Drawings     by     leading     black  -  and  -  white     Artists. 


145  Savrola  Winston  S.  Churchill 

144  The  VaflrabondS    Margaret  L.  Wojds 

143  The  ppodlffal  Son  Hall  Caine 

14a  The  Quicksands  of  Pactolus H.  A.  Vachell 

141  Parson   Kelly  ...  A.  E.  W.  Msison  and  Andrew  Lang 

140  The  Reflections  of  Ambrosine Kiinor  c;iyn 

139  Lucy  GOPt   Alice  and  Claude  Askew 

138  The  Marquis  of  Putney  Richard  Marsh 

137  Where  Love  Is w.  I.  Locke 

136  Swallow H.  Rider  Hag^'ard 

135  The  Truants A.  E.  W.  Mason 

Z34  i)atherine  of  Calais Mrs.  H.  I)e  la  Pasture 

133  Moth  and  Rust    Mary  Cholmondeiey 

i3>  Stella  Fregellus   H.  Rider  Haggard 

131  The  Seapeffoat Hall  Caine 

130  The  Fool  Errant  Maurice  He    l«"U 

lao  The  Tale  of  the  Great  Mutiny  ...W.  H.  Kitchett 

128  Joan  Haste  H.  Rider  Haggard 

137  Idols W.  1.  Locke 

x»6  Beatrice H.  Rider  Haggird 

las  Court  Royal    Rev.  S.  Baring-C^ould 

124  The  Four  Feathers A,  E.  w.  Mason 

123  The  World's  Desire 

H.  Rider  Haggard  and  Andrew  Lang 

132  The  Room  In  the  Dragon  Volant.. .J.  S.  Le  Fanu 

I2X  Derelicts    W.  J.  Locke 

120  Colonel  Quarlteh.  V.C H.  Rider  Haggard 

X19  The  Honourable  Holly Katharine  Tvnan 

118  Green  Tea J.  S.  Le  Panu 

1x6  Colonel  Enderby*5  Wi.e Lucas  Malet 

115  Simple  Simon  E.  M.  Albanesi 

114  The  witch's  Head    H.  Rider  Haggard 

113  The  Last  Hope H.  S.  Merriman 

lit  Mehalah    Rev.  S.  Baring-CJouId 

no  Lysbeth  H.  Rider  Haggard 

X09  An  ImaflTlnative  Man  Robert  Hichens 

108  The  Isle  of  Unrest    H.  S.  Merriman 

107  Hilda  Strafford Beatrice  Harraden 

104  Flotsam H.  Seton  Merriman 

X02  Pearl-Maiden H.  Rider  Haggard 

loi  Phyllis Mrs.  Hunecrford 

xoo  The  Bread  of  Tears G.  B.  Burgin 

99  The  Martyred  Fool David  Christie  Murray 

98  Lady  Rose's  Daughter   .Mrs.  Humphry  Ward 

97  Tomaso'S  Fortune    H.  S.  Merriman 

96  Montezuma's  Dauarhter  H.  Rider  Haggard 

95  Nine  Points  of  the  Law  w.  s.  lackson 

94  My  Friend  Prospero Henry  Harland 

93  From  One  Generation  to  Another 

H.  S.  Merriman 

92  In  Varyinff  Moods    Beatrice  Harraden 

91  Nada  the  Lily H.  Rider  Haggard 

90  The  Column Charles  Marriott 

89  TrincolOX Douglas  Sladen 

88  Barlasch  of  the  Guard H.  S.  Merriman 

87  The  Unlucky  Number Eden  Phillpotts 

86  Allan  Quatermaln   H.  Rider  Haggard 

85  At  Sunwich  Port  W.  W.  Jacobs 

84  The    Grey  Lady  H.  S.  Merriman 

83  Just  a   Girl Charles  Carvicc 

82  Roden's  Corner  H.  S.  Merriman 

81  Rainbow  Gold David  Christie  Murray 


80  Eleanor   Mrs.  Humphry  Ward 

79  Tuxter's  Little  Maid O.  B.  Burgin 

78  With  Edged  Tools  H.  S.  Merrimaii 

77  The  DeaUi  Whistle Richard  NUrsh 

76  The  Vultures H.  S.  Merriman 

75  The  House  Under  the  Sea Max  Pemberton 

74  The  Slave  of  the  Lamp H.  S.  Merriman 

73  Ihe  Lady  Paramount   Henry  Harland 

72  The  Velvet  Glove H.  S.  Merriman 

71  Life  of  Father  DolUuff  C  £.  Osborne 

70  In  Kedar's  Tents H.  S.  Merriman 

69  The  WorldllniTS  Leonard  Merrick 

68  The  Sowers H.  S.  Merriman 

67  A  Deal  with  the  Devil txien  Phillpotts 

63  A  Fallen  Idol F.  Ansiey 

62  Phantom  Fortune  Miss  Braddon 

61  The  Wyvern  Mystery J.  S.  Le  Fanu 

60  A  Bride  from  the  Bush  E.  w.  Homung 

59  Helbeek  of  Bannlsdale ^...Mn.  Humphry  Ward 

56  The  Manuscript  in  a  Red  Box 

55  The  Cardinal's  Snuff  Box Henr>'  Harbnd 

54  Red  Pottage  Mary  Cholmondeiey 

53  Wylder'S  Hand:   A  Ro.iiance  uf  Mystery 

J.  b.  Le  Fanu 

52  Peceavl  —^  ^-  Homung 

51  Memoirs  of  a  Mother-in-Law Geo.  R.  Sims 

48  Mioah  Clarke A.  Conan  Doyle 

46  Hostages  to  Fortune Miss  Braddon 

45  Miss  Cayley's  Adventures Grant  Allen 

44  FentOn'S  Quest Miss  Braddon 

43  The  Green  Flag  a.  Conan  Do\-le 

40  Bachelorland R.  S.  Warren  Bell 

39  Hilda  Wade Grant  Allen 

38  Uncle  Bernac A.  Conan  Doyle 

37  Mystery  of  the  Clasped  Hands Guy  Roothby 

36  A  Modern  Mercenary K.  and  Hesketh  Prichard 

34  The  Tragedy  of  the  Korosko A.  Conan  Doyle 

33  An  African  Millionaire  Grant  Alien 

32  The  Manchester  Man Mrs.  Banks 

31  John    Herring Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould 

28  Vice  Versa F.  Anstey 

27  Rodney  Stone   A.  Conan  Doyle 

23  The  Exploits  of  Brigadier  Gerard  A.  Conan  Doyle 

22  The  Sign  of  Four a.  Conan  Doyle 

21  Memoirs  of  Sherlock  Holmes A.  Conan  Doyle 

90  Adventures  of  Sherlock  Holmes  ..A.  Conan  l>oyle 
19  The  silence  of  Dean  Maltland  Maxwell  Gray 

18  She  H.  Rider  Haggard 

17  Jess H.  Rider  Haggard 

16  Ships  that  Pass   in   the   Night 

Beatrice  Harraden 
15  The  History  of  David  Grieve...  Mrs.  Humphry w-^rd 

13  What*s  Bred  In  the  Bone Grant  Alien 

11  The  Reproach  of  Annesley Maxwrii  Gray 

10  Marcella Mrs.  Humphry  Ward 

9  stories  from  the  Diary  of  a  Doctor 

Mrs.  r«  T.  Meade 

6  The  Herb  Moon John  Oliver  Hobhes 

5  Rodman  the  Boat-Steerer  T>ouis  Berke 

3  The  Romance  of  a  Midshipman... W.  Clark  Russell 

2  A  Wild  Proxy Mrs.  Clifford 

X  The    white    Company A.  Conan  Doyle 


Price  SIXPBNCB  each,  of  mil  BookMellen,  or  post  free  {Inland)  8d,  emeb. 
Three  Volumea  tor  la.  lOd.,  six  for  3a,  6d.,  and  twelve  tor  6a.  7d.»  from 

QEO.  NEWNES,  Ltd.  (Dept.  S),  Southampton  Streot,  Strand,  LomMfi^W.O. 
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FREE  4^6  COUPON 

ENTITLINQ    ANYONE   WITH 

PILES 

to  receive,  prepaid,  FREE  TO  TRY,  Dr.  Van 
Vleck's  regular  ihree-fold  4/6  Treatment  for  Piles 
and  valuable  new  book  (in  colours). 


Name . . . . 
Address . 


Oaly  one  Free  Tremtment  to  oae  MddreMs.    633. 


To  every  person  who  sends  us  the  Coupon  above  at  once  we  will 
sf nd  —  Free  to  try — our  complete  new  three -^Old 
abeorption  cure  -for  Piles,  Ulcer,  Pieeure, 
ProlApee,  Tumoun*,  Oonetlpation,  and  all  rectal 
troubles.  If  you  are  fully  satis- 
fied with  the  benefit  received  send 
us  4/6,  if  not,  we  take  your  word, 
and  you  send  notbinj; ;  you  de- 
cide after  a  thorough  trial.  This 
treatment  is  curing  even  cases  of 
30  and  40  years'  standing,  as  well 
as  all  the  earlier  stages.  Act  now, 
and  perhaps  save  yourself  great 
suffering.  Our  three-fold  treal- 
nient  cures  to  stav  cured,  becaoae 

it  is  constitutional  as  well  as  local. 

and  we  want  you  to  try  it  at  our  expense.  Our  valuable  NEW 
PILE  BOOK  (in  colours)  comes  Tree  with  the  approval  treat- 
ment,  all  in  plain  package.     Send  no  money— only  your  r 


to  Dr.  Van  Vleck  Co.,  633.  Victoria  Chambers^  65a,  Holborn 
Viaduct,  London,  E.C.      Wiit< 


Vrite  lo-day. 


THE  UHOERWHR  THIT  WfimS 


r 

■  w 

■  lei 


— wc  don't  meain  wears  OUT,  but  wears 
WELL,  that  is  soft,  warm,  light,  and  in  every 
way  satisfactory,  IS  BRITANNIA.     From  aU 
leading  drapers  and  outfitters,  in  day  and  night 

garments,  for  ladies,  children,  and  men. 


J 


AWAY  WiTH  THC  P£M f  f 
The    New    ..  |^J|jpyj  » 

Typewriter 

I4   iJir  Wniiriff    r-VniAratna 

tK-tfn-tjuir'yt.  ^olh.1ft  nil»ber 
__  ,  '.vp*.  Ttjtt  vHliivV  I'^uihk* 
^-^  *w    »Lti>' i  111  lif    prwIdcf^J     ^jr  *4- 

^  jil.^nernni?  Th**  ULIKTT 
hJU  n1.Ki>  rm-iTtT  I'^hirr  ^|i«ii 
UJ^i*.  JlfcM]«f 'A3,' iCa-1^ 
nat.      Mo<t«)     'Dwplaa/ 

Jn*}  III!  JLri(il1i:^iK>ia  kt<|»rc 
Hnt(L|lvt4  Affl  Kiiitiiler* 
wiiutrii  thriiuEhoul  %hn 
\''m\Kt\  K ^ n kj I rrni  nnd  itrlfipli 
I  iil^.Tji*-^  —The  'Lil|pii(* 
T^£ftwHt*^Cg^^ftll# 


BALL-BEIIRIHGTDP 

Most  Won dorfLt^  Tup  of  the  k^e. 

No  TiKi'laJullcil  to  wirmt       No  ^Uririijr  t4 
\ni\\       A  chlW  c»tl  ffplll  it       <TJvpi  TTiiMt 

JCnJl,-^  m-i  1 1 '■(Tn f Tit.      T>»s^  >Vir'?.  t ^  1 , 

THe    OEM     CO., 
30a,  ^artrcB   St.,  Uonttpn,  E.C^ 
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YOU  CAN  SEE  THE  DirFERENCE 

made  by  the 
••ANTEXEMA''    / 
Treatment 

Unhealthy  Skin  is  rendered 
clear,  healthy,  and  spotless. 
Every  skin  illness  instantly 
relieved  and  speedily  cured. 
All  skin  sufferers  should 
immediately  adopt  the  won- 
derful "Antexema  "  treatment. 

Before  using  *'Antexema,"  Delay  is  dangerOUS. 

You  cannot  look  at  the  two  illustrations  without 
realizing  the  extraordinary  contrast.  In  the 
one  picture  you  see  the  face  of  a  skin  sufferer 
who  is  disfigured,  humiliated,  and  worried  by  skin 
illness,  and  in  the  other  the  same  face  is  seen  clear, 
spotless,  and  unblemished.  This  wonderful  trans- 
formation has  been  worked  by  **  Antexema,"  which 
will  do  as  much  for  you  as  it  has  already  done  for 
thousands  of  others. 

Never  forget  the  important  fact  that  it  rarely 
happens  that  the  skin  becomes  seriously  ill  without 
warning.  Before  any  severe  skin  complaint  attacks 
you  there  are  signs  that  something  is  wrong. 
Eczema  and  such  troubles  do  not  get  you  in  their 
grip  without  first  giving  you  notice.  The  point  for 
you  is  to  heed  Nature's  warning.  Do  that  and  you 
will  escape  skin  illness. 

Go  and  look  at  your  Mirror, 

and  see  whether  your  skin  is  healthy.  If  it  looks 
red,  rough,  cracked,  or  chafed,  or  you  have  a  rash, 
eruption,  or  breaking  out  upon  it,  this  is  clear 
proof  it  is  unhealthy,  and  tnat  you  should  apply 
'*  Antexema"  immediately.  You  will  thus  obtain 
instant  relief,  the  progress  of  your  skin  affection  will 
at  once  stop,  and  you  will  start  on  the  road  to  perfect 
skin  health.  At  the  same  time  you  must  take 
"Antexema  Granules"  to  purify  your  blood,  and 
must  make  it  an  invariable  rule  ta  use  "  Antexema. 
Soap"  for  both  bath  arid  toilet,  as  it  embodies  the 
fragrance  and  healing,  antiseptic  virtues  of  the  pine 
forest.  In  this  simple  way  you  will  stop  any 
threatened  skin  complaint,  and  avoid  future  dis- 
comfort and  disfigurement. 

We  are  anxious  to  emphasise  the  important  fact 
that  "Antexema"  is  a  common-sense  remedy. 
Where  is  the  sense  of  using  a  messy  and  possibly 
injurious  ointment  if  you  are  suffering  from  eczema 
or  some  other  skin  illness  ?  You  say  you  hope  it 
will  do  you  good,  but  the  question  is,  **  Does  it  ?  " 
No  !  You  soon  find  it  does  you  no  good,  and,  as  a 
matter  of  fiact,  your  skin  trouble  is  worse  now  than  it 


A/ter  using  "' Antexema,"' 


was  before  you  began  using  the  so-called  remedy. 
The  reason  is  simple.  You  are  not  follon^-ing 
common-sense  lines  and  adopting  Nature's  method. 

What  are  the  requirements  of  a  common-sense 
cure  ?  A  common-sense  remedy  should  at  once  dry 
over  the  affected  part,  and  form  a  convenient, 
invisible,  air-proof  covering,  which  will  keep  oat  dust, 
grit,  and  germs,  which  do  terrible  mischief  when 
they  find  entrance.  A  common-sense  care  is  one 
that  will  instantly  stop  the  distressing  itching  and 
burning  pain,  and  enable  a  new  and  healthy  skin  to 
grow  in  place  of  the  old  unhealthy  skin.  That  is 
precisely  what  "  Antexema "  does.  That's  exactly 
why  it  succeeds  where  ever^'thing  else  fails. 
"Antexema"  is  a  soothing,  heahng,  creamy  liquid, 
which  when  gently  applied  to  the  sore,  cracked, 
inflamed,  or  broken  skin  dries  at  once,  and  thus 
becomes  invisible,  which  is  a  very  great  advantage, 
especially  if  the  face,  neck,  or  hands  are  affected. 

"  Antexema  ''  is  not  a  new  preparation  of 
mushroom  growth,  here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow, 
but  a  genuine  cure  for  every  form  of  skin  illness,  with 
a  quarter  of  a  century's  success  to  its  credit.  Time 
proves  all  things,  and  every  year  has  added  to  the 
reputation  ot  **  Antexema."     We  have  received 

Thousands  of  israteful  letters 

from  former  sufferers,  who  have  been  cured  of 
blackheads ;  eczema,  both  dry,  moist,  scaly,  acute, 
and  chronic ;  bad  legs,  ringworm,  pimples,  barbers 
rash,  and  every  other  variety  of  skin  illness.  No 
skin  trouble  can  resist  the  healing  influence  of 
"Antexema."  Begin  the  "Antexema"  treatment 
to-day.  "Antexema"  is  supplied  by  all  Chemists 
and  Stores  at  is.  i^d.  and  2s,  9d.,  or  post  free, 
direct  in  -plain  wrapper,  for  is.  3d.  or  2s.  gd.  from 
the  Antexema  Company,  83,  Castle  Road,  London, 
N.W.  With  every  bottle  is  enclosed  a  copy  of  our 
family  handbook,  "Skin  Troubles."  "Antexema" 
can  be  obtained  of  Chemists  and  Stores  in  Australia, 
New  Zealand,  Canada,  South  Africa,  India,  and  all 
British  Dominions. 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


67 


Indigestion  and  Debility 

SOME   OPINIONS   ON    QUVS   TONIC. 


The  Army: 

Col.  E.  G.  M.  Donnithorpe,  of  Queen's 
Gate,  London,  S.W.,  writes  :  — 

"  I  am  constantly  suffering  from  Constipa- 
tion and  Indigestion,  the  results  of  a 
campaign,  and  am  now  taking  Guy's  Tonic, 
which  I  find  excellent." 

The   Doctor: 


Dr.  C.  P.  Spink,  M.R.C.S.  and  L.R.C.P. 
(Lond.),  writing  from  Johannesburg,  South 
Africa,  says : — 

"I  find  that  Guy's  Tonic  is  particularly 
useful  in  the  treatment  of  the  after-effects  of 
Influenza  and  Malarial  Fever.  It  soon  re- 
moves the  Nervous  Prostration  and  Debility 
following  these  Diseases." 

The   Church: 


f  The   Nurse; 

Nurse  Harker,  of  Colney  Heath,  near 
St  Albans,  Herts,  writes  : — 

"Just  a  few  lines  to  tell  you  what  a 
splendid  Remedy  your  Guy's  Tonic  has 
been  to  me  and  several  of  my  patients  for 
General  Debility  and  Prostration." 

The   Law: 


Rev.  A.  VV.  Lefroy,  of  Appleshaw  Vicarage, 
Andover,  writes : — 

**  I  have  taken  Guy's  Tonic  now  for  several 
years  on  occasions  when  I  have  suffered  from 
Indigestion,  Nervousness,  and  Loss  of  Appe- 
tite. I  have  always  found  Guy's  Tonic  have 
a  speedy  and  beneficial  effect — in  fact,  I  have 
received  so  much  benefit  from  it  myself,  that 
I  recommend  it  unhesitatingly  to  my  Friends. 
Those  who  have  tried  Guy's  Tonic  have 
received  like  benefit." 


John  Norris,  Esq.,  of  Northumberland 
Road,  Old  Trafford,  Manchester,  writes : — 

**As  a  magistrate  of  over  a  dozen  years' 
experience,  I  feel  persuaded  that  if  men  and 
women  could  be  induced  to  take  Guy's 
Tonic  instead  of  alcoholic  stimulants,  there 
would  be  much  less  misery  and  poverty  in 
the  worid." 

The   Journalist : 


Mr.  Fred.  Ludlow,  of  Gatton  Road,  Bristol, 
the  author  of  "Tales  and  Sketches  of  Old 
and  New  Bristol,"  writes  : — 

**  Whenever  I  now  happen  to  feel  a  little 
run-down  or  out -of- sorts,  I  always  have 
recourse  to  Guy's  Tonic,  which  invariably 
has  the  same  good  result.  It  is  truly  a 
marvellous  Pick-me-up." 


QWhen  feellnff  Weak,  Peprooood,  and  TIred-oiit,  the  quiokeat  way  to  renewed  Health 
and  Strength  la  to  be  found  In  Cuy'a  Tonto.  Ttile  pleaaant  and  purely  Vegetable 
Remedy  promotee  an  exoellent  Appettte,  eneuree  perfect  DlgeetkNi,  and  reetoree  Nerve 
Foroe  and  Vitality  In  Nature'e  own  way. 

Guy's    Tonic,    price    Is.  I^d.   per  bottle   (Family  sise   2s.  9cl.),   Is  sold   by 
Chemists   and   Stores  throui^hout  the  World. 


Remaiimble 
Desk  Offer 

"Derby"  RoU-top  Desks  are  inTaluable  loi 
mtem  and  tJdinem.  eafety  of  papers,  and  sarlnff 
of  time.  Oloslnc  the  desk  locks  everything  uu 
Well-constructea  of  thorouKhly-seaaoned  wood, 
they  are  of  great  ralue  in  office,  library,  or  home; 


or£l. 

Balanct 
h\i  orra-ngemenL 

Pplo«a  ffMrn 
£5.5.0. 

SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE. 

T.  UNQLBSANT  &  SONS,  Ltd., 

Horsaralr  etreet,  Leioestsr. 


be^rmai^ine: 


THK    FINEST    IN    THK    WORLD* 
Rtf»rniiiHffi^    Rr^Ad    ^^y  ^^i**')'  ^^^^  to  have 

permaime  preaa   ^^^^^  ^'.„g  standard 

of  a  true  family  friend. 

Rtf^riTlil tiffin    Rr^fld     ^^^  elicited  GOOD  words 

permanne  preaa   ^^^^  ^^^  meimcal  press 

in  nil  parts  of  the  globe  by  reason  of  its  nutritive 
properties. 

Bermaline  Bread  »^    ^^^^^  ,  ^  J^^"^ 

^...^ii_...Mii_..^»  OPINION  to  be  the 
greatest  success  of  the  times,  as  its  regular  use 
ensures   good    health    all    the   year    round   to 

YOUNG   AND   OLD.  ^-^ 

Manufactured  and  Sold  by  all  WinoipaT  fekere.^ 
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WHY 
BE 

WITHOUT 
MUSIC  ? 


JA^ 


y^olian  Hall  as  a 

HANO  CENTRE. 

^olian  Halt  may  be  said 
to  be  "the  best  place  to 
bay  a  piano/'  Pianos  by 
almost  all  the  well-known 
makers  may  be  seen  here, 
side  by  side*  They  can 
be  played  one  against 
another,  and  their  musical 
qualities  put  to  competi- 
tive test.  They  can  be 
played  in  showrooms  of 
a  size  of  average  living- 
rooms,  and  the  purchaser 
can  thus  judge  how  any 
particular  piano  would 
sound  in  his  own  home. 


FOR  FIVE  POUNDS  DOWN  YOU  CAN 
HAVE  A  PIANOLA  WITH  THE  METRO- 
STYLE  AND  THEMODIST  IMMEDI- 
ATELY DELIVERED  TO  YOUR  HOME. 

Before  the  Pianola  came  and  made  piano- 
playing  a  simple  matter  for  anyone,  those 
who  v^ished  to  play  had  first  to  undergo  a 
long  course  of  instrudion,  often  to  meet  only 
with  disappointmenL  For  after  the  expendi- 
ture of  much  time  and  money,  they  found 
that  they  could  only  play  the  simplest  little 
compositions. 

With   the    Pianola  you  can  at  once 

play  all   the   music   there   is.     You 

escape  all  the  wearisome  scales  and 

exercises,  and  you  run   no  risk  of 

ultimate  disappointment.    And  the 

Pianola  probably  ^A^ill  not  cost  you 

nearly  so  much  as  the  old-time 

music  lessons.     For  an  initial  pay^ 

ment  of  £5  the  Pianola  wilt  be 

sent  you  at  once,  and  you  can  pay 

the     balance     by     small     monthly 

instalments. 

The   Pianola   not   only   gives  you   the 

ability  to  play  every  note  of  any  composi- 
tion, but  its  unique  device,  the  Metrostyle, 
shows  you  just  how  to  play  the  notes,  whilst 
anot  her  unique  device,  the  Themodist,  accents 
the  melody  notes,  and  thus  allows  you  to 
give  them  their  exadl  value.  There  are  many 
so-called  "  melody  stops,"  &<:.,  advertised,  but 
the  Themodist  is  the  only  satisfadory  means 
of  accenting  individual  melody  notes.  The 
Pianola  gives  access  to  the  largest  library  of 
music  rolls  in  the  world, 

Por  fait  pAPtlfiul&v«  wtlt«  for  CntKlo^aa  "P.T,"  or,  b«U«F 

■cnU  cRll  mX  Sollaui  HhH  nnd  piny  th«  piano  by  in«uiB  of 
tlia  PlonolH  BJid  Wm  unlqua  da  vice*,  LnvAin^d  lor  yobt  aUI 
In  tba  prop«r  [nterppalatlan  and  itudy  of  muaJa. 


H7«  h&va  aitaiUJy  on  hand  asvaral  Planolaa  whIcK  h»v« 
iMan  taken  In  part  axchanga  For  hlghar-prlcfid  lnBErum«nt4, 
Wa  ara  thui  able  to  orTer  tn«aa  Planblaa  at  very  attracttv* 
trLcea*  That  th«y  are  ihoroutfhty  latlafactDry  \m  Hit  evinced 
>y  their  rormer  ownari  balng  wLjllntf  ta  malia  Mrther 
l!hve>(in«n»   In   Lnatpumeatfl  ol  out-  manufa^tuMi, 


es 


THE 


CO.. 


ORCHESTaELLE 

iCOLIAN     HALL, 
13S.6-7,  New  Bond  Street,  London^  ^^ 
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BRITISH 
MANUFACTURE 

throu£:hout, 

undoubtedly  the 

BEST    VALUE 

yet   offered. 

jaSWOOLLEYSDNSk 

PW  DT  O  eft  A  P  M  I  C  C  ATAL.  O  C  U  ^ 


CAMERAS 

Also  at 

7/6,9/6^10/-. 

and  in  th« 
3ix2i  s^  at  5- 


Manchester! 

PN        APPLICATION^  ^ 


»anitaryloweis 


ROBINSON  &  CLEAVER,  Ltd.  %*%<^7Si* 

A1*»,    OOWECaCL    PLACE.    »lLytoT. 
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The   4   Cardinal   Points   Which 
make  the  finest  Blancmange— 

1.  Use  pure  milk  without  water. 

2.  Have  the  proper  proportion  of  Corn   Flour  to  Milk,  as  stated  in 

recipe  in  packets. 

3.  — and  very  important— give  10  minutes  brisk  boiling,  always  stirring. 

4.  Use  only 

BrowA  S  Poison  s  '-^  Corn  Flovr 
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THE  KEELEY  CUBE 

For    Drink    and    Drug    Habits. 

Anyone  who  has  a  desire  to  free  himself  of 
theise  awAU  curses  can  do  so  by  taklngr  the  Keeley 
Treatment,  and  will  leave  the  Institute  without 
the  slightest  crave  or  desire  for  either  Alcohol 
or  Drugs. 

W.  T.  Stead  writes  in  **  The  Review  of  Reviews"  : 
**  If  I  were  to  become  a  drunkard  I  should  tell  my 
friends  that  I  was  going  to  take  a  month's  holiday 
in  the  Keeley  Institute,  West  Bolton  Gardens,  and 
rid  my  system  of  the  last  trace  of  the  craving  for 
alcohol  ;  there  is  no  doubt  it  can  be  done,  nor  does 
there  seem  to  b>e  any  reason  to  fear  failure." 

The  Keeley  Treatment  is  always  administered  by 
regularly  qualified  physicians,  who  have  made  a  • 
special  study  of  Inebriety.  After  carefully  inquiring 
into  the  history  of  each  patient,  and  making  a  thorough 
physical  examination,  they  treat  each  case  according 
to  the  condition  of  the  patient.  No  matter  how  long- 
standing the  addiction,  or  how  much  has  been  taken, 
the  result  is  invariably  the  same,  a  cure. 

No  constitution  Is  too  delicate  for  the  KeeUy 
Treatment,  as  the  remedies  are  perfectly 
harmless. 

Patients  arc  given  the  utmost  freedom  ;    there  is 
absolutely  no  confinement,  and,  until  the  remedies  ' 
render  it  unnecessary,  they  are  allowed  alcohol   or 
drugs,  as  the  case  may  be. 

"  It  Really  Cures." 

**  It  really  cures.  It  does  what  it  professes  to  do." 
Such   is   the   emphatic   testimony  of    Mr.    Eardley- 


Wilmot,  the  well-known  secretary  of  the  Church  of 
■  England  Temperance  Society,  who  for  some  years 
has  had  the  Keeley  method  under  close  observation 
in  this  country.  He  tells  how  case  after  case  that 
had  been  considered  hopeless  has  yielded  speedily  to 
the  Keeley  Cure,  the  patients  returning  .to  their  work 
full  of  vigour,  and  happy  in  the  restoration  of  all  that 
makes  life  worth  Hying. 

'  We  can  sliow  you  hundreds  of  letters  of  gratitude 

from   patients  who  have   uken  the  ^treatment,   and 

, who  are  willing  that  their  names  should   be  given, 

or    they   w;ill    correspond    direct    with    prospective 

.  patients. 

This  cure  is  an  incontrovertible  fact,  approved  by 
some-  of  our  most  eminent  men,  among  them  the 
following:  Rev.. Canon  Fleming,  B.D.  ;  the  Right 
Hon.  Lord  Montagu  of  Beaulieu  ;  'H.  W.  Forster, 
Esq.,  M.P.  ;  Vice-Admiral  Woodward,  C.B.  ;  Rev. 
R.  J.  Campbell,  M.A.  ;  .  W\  Hind-Smith,  Esq.; 
and  EardleyWilmot,  Esq.;  R.N.,  Secretary  of  the 
Church  of  England  Temperance  Society. 

More  than  Half  a  Million 

have  taken  the  treatment,  among  them  17,000 
physicians.  Does  not  this  fact  alone  speak 
volumes  ?  And  twenty  per  cent,  of  our  patients 
come  through  the  recommendation  of  their  family 
physician. 

About  one-third  of  the  patients  are  ladies,  all  of 
whom  have  apartments  outside  the  Institute,  of  their 
own  selection. 

The  treatment  takes  four  weeks  for  alcohol  (for 
drugs  five  lo  six  weeks),  and  is  carried  out  in  the 
United  Kingdom  only  at  the  Keeley  Institute,  9, 
West  Bolton  Gardens,. London,  S.W.,  or  by  special 
arrangement  we  can  send  a  physician  to.  patient's 
own  home  or  to  travel  with  patient. 
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B 


TABLETS 


These  Tablets  are  prepare  .from  the 
formula  of  the  original  Mother  Seigel's 
Syrup,  and  their  medicinal  properties 
are  identical  in  every  wa v.  Thev 
are  not  intended  to  replace  the  worlJ- 
famed  S\nip  (which  is  still  sold 
everf  where)  but  are  prepared  to  meet 
the  needs  of  travellers  and  others  who 
have  Ui  get  their  meals  away  from 
home,  and  ho  cannot  conveniently  take  a 
liquid  medicine. 


k 


All  forms  of  indigestion,  and  consequently  all 
the  ills  that  come  of  indigestion,  yield  readily 
to  this  famous  medicine.  Mother  Seigers  Syrup 
Tablets  so  act  upon  the  organs  of  digestion  that 
they  are  speedily  restored  to  a  state  of  natural 
activity,  and  thus  indigestion  becomes  impossible. 
But  prevention  is  always  better  than  cure,  and 
it  is  wiver  to  overcome  indigestion  in  its  early 
stages  than  to  wait  until  you  are  seriously  ill. 
Therefore,  on  the  firHt  symptoms  of  digeetive 
weakness — last  appetite,  discomfort  after  meals, 
headache -take  Mother  SeigePs  Syrup  Tablets 
and  you  will  avoid  much  needless  suffering. 
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^^  Sanatogen  gives  new  life  to  .  the  weary  and  to  those 
who  are  run  down  iaind  debilitated.  It  permanently 
restores  the  overwrought  nerves  and  is  a  remarkable 
restorative   and   recuperative. 


SIR  GILBERT  PARKER.  M.P.. 
writes : 

20,  Carlton  House  Terrace,  S.W. 
"  I  have  used  Sanatogen  with  extraordinary 
benefit. .  It  is  to  my  mind  a  true  food  tonic, 
feeding  the  nerves,  increasing  the  energy. 
A^d  giving  fresh  vigour  to  the  overworked 
body  and  mind."    - 


SIR  JOHN  HARE  writes  : 

'75.  Upper  Berkeley  Street,  W. 
"  I  have  found  Sanatogen  a  most  valuable 
tonic  and  stimulant  during  a  period  when  I 
had  to  work  very  hard  under  conditions  of 
great  weakness  and  ilUheakh.  I  can  heartily 
recommend  it  to  those  working  under  similarly 
distressing  circumstances/' 


Write  for  copy  of   Dr.  Andrew  Wilson's  remarkable  book,  "The  Art  of   Living," 
srfttis  and  post  free  from  this  Sanatogen  Co.,  83,  Upper  Thames  Street,  London,  E.C. 

Sanatogen  is  sold   by  all  Chemists  in  tins  at    1/9,   2/9,   5/',   and  9/6. 


SANATOGEJS 


Wtien  you  see 
THAT  MARK 

on  the  head  of  a  Bicycle, 
you  know  of  a 
'certainty  you  are  buying  ' 
a  genuine        > 

MERLIN— 

he    leader    of     all    popular   priced 
Bicycler— the      Bicycle     whicn    sells 
at   orices  ranging^  from  £3   12  6  to 
£14  14  0,  and  which  in  everv  model 
carries  the  fullest  value. 
Ask  your  Agent  to  show 
you  one  to-day. 

Merlin  Cycle  Co.,;^ 
Coventry. 


the 


PLASMON 


is  the  best  part  of  nature's 
best  food— MILK. 


'•  7h€  Lancet "  saps  :— 

•*  Plasmon   may  be  employed 
with   the   greatest   advantage   for 
enriching  foods,  or  for  raising 
their  a<IVaal  flesh-form- 
ing value  to  a  high  and 
trustworthy  degree." 


National  Provident 
Institution 


Bstd. 


183S. 


FOR 


MUTUAL  LIFE  ASSURANCE. 
ASSURANCE  AND  INVESTMENT. 


Writt  tor  lemtM  on— 


NET    COST    OF 
ENDOWMENT   ASSURANCES. 


48,    Gracechurch    Street,    London,    E.C. 

An  ELEGANT 


Preparations : 
COCOA 
BISCUITS 
OATS      TEA 
BREAD 
ARROWROOT 
BEEF  Extract 
BLANCMANGE 
CUSTARD 
OHOCOLATB^^^' 


ART  METAL  BOX 

containing  samples 
of  these  prepara- 
tions, and  Cookery 
Book,  post  free, 

1/6 

Copy  of  "TROTH" 
publication, 
"THE   FEEDING    OF 
THE  NATIONS," 

free   on   application   to 
bytLASMON.  LTD.. 
e60,F«rrlngdonSt.,E«C. 
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ARCHITECTS    OF    FORTUNE. 

Some  simple  rules  ikat  lead  to  wealtb-increasey  drawn  from  tke  lives  of  iliose 
wbo  have  made  money  most  easily. 


TTHERE  are  no  more  interesting  passages 
*  in  the  whole  chronicle  of  contemporary 
civilization  than  those  vivid  and  glowing 
pages — almost  reminiscent  of  the  marvellous 
legen^  of  Oriental  romance,  save  that  we 
know  them  to  be  true — which  tell  in  detail 
the  story,  so  that  all  who  run  may  read,  of 
the  acquirement  of  great  riches,  sometimes 
with  telegraphic  rapidity,  sometimes  only 
after  a  life's  arduous  toiling  by  the  men 
and  sometimes  the  women — the  former,  of 
course,  are  in  the  great  majority — whom  we 
know,  or  at  least  read  of,  as  the  great  and 
powerful  million  magnates  of  to-day. 

The  Aladdin's  I^mp  of  To-day. 

Everything  is  theirs.  The  wonders  of 
modern  science  are  employed  to  bring  to 
them  everything  that  mind  can  conceive  or 
heart  desire  —  pictures,  music,  books,  the 
pleasures  of  the  mind,  splendour  and  luxury 
of  living,-  carriages,  horses,  automobiles, 
country  houses,  parks  and  pleasaunces, 
jewels,  rich  stuffs,  the  produce  of  many  an 
Eastern  loom,  the  amusements  of  the  field, 
the  river,  the  road,  the  mountain,  the  sea, 
the  country,  and  the  town,  the  delights  of 
travel,  and  the  triumphs  of  society.  For 
he  or  she  who  possesses  wealth  possesses  the 
passport  to  every  position,  to  every  sphere. 

Little  wonder,  then,  [that  a|ti|ost.  every  one 
of  us,  wherever  w6  may-  live  Ot  wherever  we 
may  be,  desires  alrhost  above  everything  to 
acquire  this  splendid  treasure,  this  gold 
which  is  the  Aladdin's  lamp  of  the  twentieth 
century,  the  miracle- worker  for  the  man  or 
woman  of  to-day,  who  is  in  very  deed 
among  the  heirs  of  all  the  ages. 

Two  Ways  OF  Becoming  Rich. 

Therefore  it  is  that  the  \  questions  of 
increasing  not  only  one!s  income — a  large 
nam-ber  of  us  can  only  boast  of  a  very  limited 
one — but  also  one's  capital,  are  matters  of 
prime  important*  to  everyone  in  these  days, 
when  success  is  more  or  less  measured  by 
one's   balance  at   the    bank. 

We  draw,  say,  our  salaries  from  the  par- 
ticular business  or  profession  which  is  ours. 
That  salary  is  necessarily  a  limited  one. 
There  is  a  point  beyond  which  we  can  never 
expect  it  to  rise.  And  often  and  often  we 
can  tell  precisely  what  it  will  be  for  several 
years  ahead.  Not  only  is  this  the  case,  but 
with  so  many  people  competing  with  us  for 
the  prize  of  success,  and  with  so  comparatively 


few  vacancies  above  us,  the  process  of  income- 
increase  become^  a  very  slow  and  very  tedious 
business,  a  matter  often  of  waiting  for  "dead 
men's  shoes,"  or— and  this  is  a  more  fatal 
habit — of  waiting  for  the  chance  approach  of 
the  wayward  goddess.  Fortune. 

The  MdNEY-MAKiNG  Machine. 

We  who  live  in  a  highly-dxili^d  state  of 
society  have  the  advantage — if  we  will  only 
make  use  of  it-^f  beinj^  surrounded  by  the 
complicated  but  ordered  machinery  of  wealth- 
production  which  we  call  the  financial  system 
of  the  wprld. 

In  other  words,  there  are  in  existence 
various  institutions  or  corporations-^the  help 
of  which  we  can  demand  if  we  will= — whose 
sole  business' it  is  to  direct  the  machinery  of 
money-making,  and  to  assist  those  members 
of  the  public  who  have  not  themselves  the 
experience  (which  can  only  be  gained  after 
years  of  close  study,  and  perhaps  not  even 
then),  and  cannot  afford  the  time  from 
their  ordinary  I  )usiness  or  social  demands 
absolutely  necessary  before  they  can  hope 
to  reap  vast  profits  in  the  money  markets 
of  the  world. 

The  rise  of  the  limited  liability  com- 
pany is  an  instance  of  the  ingenuity  of  the 
public  in  overcoming  such  difficulties  as 
these  by  evolving  a  system  whereby  they 
can  invest  any  sum  they  like  from  J[^\ 
upwards,  be  sure  that  their  liability  is 
limited  to  that  particular  sum,  leave  all 
the  work  of  making  money  from  money  to  the 
directors  and  salaried  managers  and  financial 
experts  employed,  and  simply  secure  the  profits 
as  the  dividend-paying  days  come  round. 

Another  example  of  much  the  same 
character  is  one  which  sometimes  occurs, 
and  one  which,  when  it  does  occur,  means  a 
famous  stroke  of  luck  to  those  fortunate 
enough  to  share  in  it. 

Sharing  in  the  Profits  of  Successful 
Businesses. 
This  is  when  some  great  business  such  as 
Lipton's,  Harrod's,  Whiteley's,  Bass  and  Co., 
which  have  been  raised  to  a  tremendous 
pitch  of  prosperity  by  individual  effort, 
become,  through  the  very  success  they  have 
attained,  too  powerful  and  extensive  to  be 
managed  in  that  way,  and  are  therefore 
converted  into  a  company,  the  public  being 
given  an  opporti^uy^|§>^s^ne,^arf5.  in  the 
enterprise.  O 
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The  public  are  thus  given  a  magnificent 
opportunity.  They  have  no  risk  to  run,  the 
business  having  been  already  brought  to  a 
high  prosperity-pitch  and  initial  risks   over- 


Miss  HKTTIB  GRKEN, 

TAf  wonderful  American  Lndy  Financier  who  has 

amassed  a  colossal  fortvne. 

come.  They  simply  have  to  share  in  the 
profits,  which  are  often  enormous.  They 
come  in  at  the  tail-end  —  after  the  burden 
and  heat  of  the  day  has  been  borne  by 
others — and  they  "collar  the  profits."  An 
example  of  this  we  have  in  our  minds  as  we 
write.  The  past  two  years  in  financial  circles 
has  been  marked  by  the  rapid  rise  in  power 
and  business  generally  of  what  is  now  a  great 
financial  house,  whose  operations  extend 
practically  all  over  the  world. 

TwEN-n'  PER  Cent.  Dividends. 

Beginning  with  this  country,  the  richest  in 
the  world,  and  securing  here  vast  profits  from 
its  business,  and  having  registered  in  Guernsey 
for  the  purpose  of  trading  on  the  Continent 
as  well,  it  has  now  opened  new  branches  in 
Paris  and  Brussels,  transacting  business  with 
the  thrifty  and  well-to-do  inhabitants  of 
France  and  Belgium,  Stockholm  and  Kago- 
shima  (Japan),  the  latter  city  being  in  an 
excellent  position  for  controlling  the  markets 
of  the  Far  East. 

The  opening  of  these  new  branches  means, 
of  course,  a  still  greater  increase  in  the 
already  immense  profits  earned  by  the  busi- 
ness ;    how   rich   these    profits   are   can   be 


gauged  by  the  fact  that  the  directors  have 
agreed  not  to  take  one  single  ^rthing  in 
remuneration  for  their  services  until  a  full 
lo  per  cent,  dividend  has  been  paid  upon  all 
shares,  both  Preference  and  Ordinary,  an 
agreement  which  would  hardly  be  made 
were  there  the  slightest  possibility  of  the 
profits  not  reaching  such  a  figure  as  to 
allow  of  so  high  a  dividend. 

Capital  Value  Trebled. 
And  lo  per  cent,  is  the  anticipated  mini- 
mum,  not  the  maximum,  which  will  prob- 
ably be  more  like  15  per  cent,  or  even 
20  per  cent,  per  annum  —  but  by  the 
increase  in  capital  value.  For  instance,  if, 
for  the  sake  of  argument,  we  will  say  that 
3  per  cent  is  the  normal  interest  at  present 
on  safe  Government  stock,  and  the  dividend 
on  these  shares  amounts  to  as  much  as  10  per 
cent.,  it  is  safe  to  say  that  the  natural  action 
of  the  money  market  will  send  these  shares 
to  quite  treble  their  par  value  ;  so  that,  if 
you  invest  jQio  in  them  now,  you  will  draw 
10  ptr  cent,  interest  upon  that  sum  and  find 


MR.    HARRIMAN, 

The  Atne*iian  Millionaire  Railroad  King. 

yourself    the   possessor   of  stock  valued   at 
v^6o. 

Free  Life  Insurance  of  jQioo, 

But  this  particular  case  is  an  especially 
attractive  example  for  many  other  reasons. 

In  the  first  place,  everyone  can  invest  any 
sum  of  money —^i,  jQio,  jC^^^j  ;;^^ooo— 
either   in   cash   or,   if  more   convenient,  in 
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instalments,  to  earn  lo  per  cent,  15  per 
cent.,  20  per  cent  profit  every  year,  in 
addition  to  the  large  capital  increase  men- 
tioned previously,  and  gain  in  addition  the 
privilege  of  having  his  or  her  life  insured, 
•free  of  all  charge  and  without  any  medical 
examination  whatever,  for  the  sum  of  ;^ioo. 
In  other  words,  a  Life  Policy  of  y^ioo  is 
presented  free  of  all  charge  to  everyone  who 
secures  any  of  these,  in  themselves,  exceed- 
ingly remunerative  shares,  a  policy  which  will 
cost  you  nothing,  but  which  under  ordinary 
circumstances  would  entail  the  payment  of 
anything  from  30s.  to  ;^5  per  annum, 
according  to  the  age  of  the  individual 
insured.  This  policy  is  guaranteed  by  the 
well-known  Empire  Guarantee  Corporation, 


one  who  holds  shares  in  this  business,  whether 
to  the. amount  of  only  ^i  or  to  the  amount 
of  ;^  I  bo,  obtains  twelve  <)pp>ortunities  every 
year  (one  every  month)  of  being  appointed  by 
ballot  to  this  position  of  shareholders'  director 
with  a  salary  of  no  less  than  ;^  1,000  a  year. 
This  is  an  advantage  which  is  not,  so  far  as 
we  know,  given  by  any  other  such  company 
or  corporation  in  the  world. 

Facilities  are  given  to  holders  of  these 
shares,  if  at  any  time  within  the  next  ten 
years  ihey  find  themselves  dissatisfied  with 
the  return  they  are  receiving — a  very  un- 
likely contingency,  we  should  think,  seeing 
that  10  to  20  per  cent  annual  profit  is  not 
to  be  made  every  day — of  exchanging  their 
shares     for     their     equal     value     in     first- 


IHK    VAULIS   OK    THE    KANK    OF    ENGLAND    WHKKK    IHE    BULI.IO'J    IS   STOHRD. 

//  is  most  int€rtsting  to  see  the  irolUys  laden  with  precious  metal     Adjoining  these  vaults  are  the  Bank  Strong  Rooms. 


which,  as  is  well  known,  has  behind  it  a  sub- 
stantial capital  of  ^^500,000  sterling. 

We  have  often  heard  the  objection  raised 
against  such  companies  as  these  that  those 
members  of  the  public  who  buy  the  shares  — 
who  place  their  money  into  the  concern,  that  is 
— are  given  httle  or  no  control  overthe  manage- 
ment of  the  concern,  and  even  at  general  or 
other  statutory  meetings  can  gain  but  little 
information  of  any  value  from  the  members 
of  the  board  of  directors. 

Directorship  of  ;^i,ooo  a  Year. 

The  directors  of  this  corporation  have  made 
arrangements  by  which  the  body  of  share- 
holders shall  always  have  one  of  their  repre- 
sentatives—elected by  ballot  from  amongst 
themselves  —on  the  board  of  directors  in  a 
position  to  look  after  their  interests.     Every- 


class,  gilt-edged  Government  and  Municipal 
securities. 

Fortunes  can  never  be  made  by  saving 
money  at  2j4  per  cent  But  fortunes  can 
be  made,  have  been  made,  and  will  be 
made  times  and  again  by  people  who  will 
seize  the  opportunities  given  them  by  For- 
tune—will strike  whilst  the  iron  is  still  hot 
— will  grasp  the  10  per  cent,  the  20  per 
cent  profit  whilst  the  chance  is  still  open 
to  them. 

The  whole  matter  is  explained  in  an  in- 
teresting illustrated  book,  a  copy  of  which 
will  be  sent  to  any  reader  of  this  article  who 
is  interested  in  the  subject,  free  of  all  charge 
and  post  paid,  and  who  will  write  for  it  to 
the  Secretary,  International  Securities 
Corporation,  Ltd.,  143,  Westminster  Palace 
Gardens,  Victoria  Street,  London,  S.W. 
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►  XKe 


AUTOPIANO 

AND  TRIUMPH 

IDE^AI^    PIANO    PLAYER. 


AUTQPUNO. 

These  marvellous  invemions  enable  anyone  to  play  the  simplest  piece  or  the 
most  difficult  composition  with  the  same  human  repression  and  perfect  technique 
as  that  of  the  raost  famous  pianists,  such  as  Rubinstein,  Paderewski,  etc.  No  more 
silent  pianofortes!     Life  and  pleasure  instead. 

The  ten  models  of  the  Autopiano  are  the  fi?iast  pianofortes  the  world  produces, 
and  can  be  played  either  by  hand  or  by  music  roll  at  any  moment,  delighting  player 
and  listener.  Should  you  not  care  to  exchange  your  little-used  piano  for  an 
Autopiano,  the  Triumph  Ideal  Piano  Flayer,  which  can  be  attached  to  any  piano, 
will  give  life  to  your  present  instrument.  Just  think  of  it  !  20,000  different 
compositions,  all  your  favourite  pieces  at  your  command.  Enormous  lending 
music-roll  library. 

Neither  Autopiano  nor  Triumph  should  be  confused  with  ordinary  piano 
players.  Both  bear  the  name  "  Kastner,"  and  are  patented  inventions,  possessing 
the  highest  artistic  merits  and  humanlike  qualities.  Both  are  priced  most 
reasonably,  and  may  be  purchased  for  cash  or  instalments,  or  by  exchange  for  your 
ordinary  piano.     Every  instrument  is  fully  guaranteed. 

You  are  invited  to  caii  and  try  the  astoundin^^  possibilities 

of  these  Instruments,  or  write  for  "  Autopiano  "  Art  Brochure 

or  "Triumph"  Pamphlet  No.   3. 

KASTNER    &    CO.,    Ltd., 

34,  35,  &  36,  Margaret  Street  (Cavendish  Sq.  Corner),  LONDON,  W. 

Digitized  by  VjOUy  It: 
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THE  GREAT  RUSH  FOR  GOVERNMENT 
PREMIUM  BONOS. 

HOW  AND  WHY  IT  HAS  COME  ABOUT. 


AN  OFFER  TO  READERS  OF  OFFICIAL  PARTICULARS  OF  THIS  FORM  OF  COVERN- 
MENT   SECURITY  IN    WHICH    £4   CAN    PRODUCE   £5,000    IN   A  FEW  MONTHS. 


Wild  speculation  and  unsound  business  methods 
have  of  late  years  been  the  curse  of  Finance. 

Capitalists  seem  to  have  forgotten  the  maxim  that 
Sound  Investment  is  the  key  to  Prosperity,  and  in  the 
chase  after  wild  and  chimerical  schemes,  promising 
fortune  to  those  who  were  willing  to  take  risks,  they 
met  with  shattering  catastrophes. 

The  lesson  has  not  been  lost  by  investors  in  this 
country,  and  one  of  the  results  of  the  reaction  against 
speculation  is  seen  in  the  present  rush  among  all 
classes  for  Government  Premium  Bonds,  which  carry 
no  risk  whatever,  but  which  give  to  the  investor  just 
as  good  a  chance  of  earning  a  large  fortune  as  do 
those  securities  to  which  risk  is  attached. 

For  this  abounding  merit— the  combination  of 
absolute  safety  with  prospective  reward— Premium 
Bonds  have  long  been  the  popular  investment  in 
France. 

What  is  this  system,  so  popular  in  France  and  on 
the  Continent    generally,   and  so    rapidly  attaining 
equal  popularity  in  this  country  ? 
ABSOLUTE  SAFETY  COMBINED  WITH 

PROSPECTIVE  FORTUNE. 
Briefly,  it  is  this.  The  French .  Government,  in 
common  with  other  Goveq|inenls,  have  authorised 
the  issue  of  a  large  number  of  interest -paying  and 
non  -  interest  paying  Bonds,  which  investors  may 
frequently  take  up  at  a  reduced  price.  A  large 
number  of  these  Bonds  are  redeemed  by  regular 
drawings  every  two  months,  some  at  the  full  price — 
in  which  case  the  investor  gains  the  difference,  often 
a  considerable  one,  between  the  price  he  bought  it 
at  and  the  price  for  which  it  is  redeemed — some  with 
large  cash  prizes,  ;f  20,000,  ;f  10,000,  ;^5,ooo,  and  so 
on,  added  on  to  them  in  the  form  of  Premiums  or 
Prizes. 

Here  is  an  example. 

For  ;f4 — which  may,  if  desired,  be  paid  in  the 
form  of  instalments— you  may  purchase  a  Premium 
Bond  guaranteed  by  the  Government  of  Belgium.  A 
large  number  of  these  securities  are  redeemed  by 
regular  drawings  every  two  months  on  the  20th  of 
•April,  June,  August,  October,  Deceml)er,  and 
February,  for  ;f8,  so  that  if  you  invest  now,  and 
your  Bond  is  one  of  those  redeemed  on  the  20lh  of 
June,  you  \%ill  secure  £^  clear  profit  on  every  £,\ 
thus  invested. 

But  in  addition  to  the  Bonds  thus  bought  in,  150 
are  redeemed  with  the  addition  of  a  prize  ranging  in 
value  from  ;f  6,000  downwards,  the  whole  amounting 
to  the  total  sum  of  ^"20,480  per  annum. 

It  conies  to  this,  then,  that  every  £,^  invested  in 
this  way  is  invested  in  a  Safe  Government  Security, 
free  from  all  risk,  and  gains  at  the  same  time  150 
opportunities  every  year  of  a  return  in  cash  ranging 
from  ;f6,coo  downwards,  whilst  at  the  very  least  a 
profit  of  ;f4  is  assured.  Moreover,  these  Bonds, 
now  valued  at  £%^  increase  in  value  by  5  per  cent. 


every  year,  so  that  each  twelve  months  the  figure  at 
which  they  are  redeemed  advances. 

Another  very  popular  security  which  is  being  called 
for  particularly  by  British  investors  at  the  present 
time  is  issued  and  guaranteed  by  the  Municipality  of 
the  City  of  Paris.  In  these  securities  it  is  possible  to 
invest  any  amount,  gaining  in  return 

4  per  cent.  Interest  per  annum  and 
84  Opportunities  every  year  of  a  Cash  Premium 
of  ^6,ooo,  ;f 2,000,  i;400,  ;f 2CO,  or  ;f8o,  or 
in  another  issue  of  similar  Stock,  4  per  cent. 

per  annum  and 
136  Opportunities  every  year  of  a  bonus  of 
;^4,ooo,  ;£2,ooo,  ;f400,  ;f £oo,  and  ^^40. 
The  excellent  interest  attached  to   these  Bonds, 
their  perfect  security — they  are  secured  upon  the  rates 
and  taxes  of  the  second  largest  city  in  tne  world,  by 
special  authorisation   of  the   French  Government — 
and  the  prospects  they  give  of  earning  a  large  profit, 
without  risk,  in  a  very  short  time,  make  these  Paris 
Bonds  an  extremely  desirable  security  for  those  who 
are  discontented  with  the  small  interest  of  2)  per 
cent.,  which  is  all  that  is  given  by  gilt-edged  stock 
such  as  Consols. 

Particulars  of  these  really  marvellous  investments 
are  to  be  found  in  the  pages  of  the  Premium  Bond 
Blue  Book,  a  copy  of  whioi  may.  be  obtained -free  jof 
all  charge  by  any  reader  of  The  Strand  Magaxine  i»y 
writing  to  the  Secretary  of  The  Anglo-American 
Finance  Corporation,  49,  King.  William  Street, 
London,  E.C.  When  one  looks  around  and  sees 
on  all  sides  the  reports  of  failures  or  great  losses 
caused  by  reckless  and  unsound  speculation  in  risky 
stocks  and  shares,  or  when  one  considers  how  it  is 
possible  to  invest  a  lar^esum  in  Two-and-a-flalf 
Per  Cent.  Consols,  and  then  have  the  misfortune  to 
see  them  gradually  depreciating  in  value — thus,  not 
content  with  giving  a  meagre  interest  at  the  best  of 
times,  but  actually  causing  a  loss  in  the  capital  value 
of  one's  investment — one  cannot  l)e  surprised  at  the 
avidity  with  which  investors  of  all  classes  and  ranks 
are  transferring  their  investments  to  Premium  Bond 
Securities,  which  combine  Safety  with  Prospective 
Fortune. 

Any  sum,  however  large,  however  small,  may  be 
invested  in  this  way.  Investments  may  be  made  on 
the  instalment  system,  with  monthly  payments  as  low 
as  los.  a  month,  full  benefits  of  tne  Bonds  being 
secured  on  payment  of  the  first  deposit.  Write  at 
once,  then,  10  The  Anglo-American  Finance  Corpora- 
tion, 49,  King  William  Street,  London,  E.C.,  agents 
for  Government  and  Municipal  Premium  Bonds,  for 
presentation  copy  of  Blue  Book  of  official  details  of 
these  securities  issued  and  guaranteed  by  the  Govern- 
ments of  France,  Belgium,  the  Municipalities  of  Paris, 
Brussels,   etc.     This  book  will   be   sent  free  of  all 


THE  STRAi^D  MAGAZINE, 


79 


Saxone   Foot-Joy 

No  need  to  suffer  days  of  agony  ** breaking  in'' 
new  boots.  Saxones  are  ONE  -WITH  YOUR 
FOOT— soft,  pliant,  ^^gratefuUy  easy— right  from 
the  start.     Fit  like     b\\  velvet — wear  like  iron. 

119  distinct  fittings  in  each 
style  enables  us  to  give  this 
perfect,  glove-like  fit  and  sock- 
like comfort. 

The  "boxed"  heel-counter 
and  toecap  and  steel  shank  of  a 
"Saxone"  insures  the  elegant 
shape  until  literally  worn  out.  A 
re-soled  Saxone  looks  like  new. 

Where  the  foot  bends  in  walk- 
ing, the  leather  is  soft,  pliant, 
elastic — following  every  move- 
ment of  the  foot — yet  firm,  sup- 
porting, easy  and  grateful. 
Made  of  honest  British  Leather  by 
British  Workmen  at  Kilmarnock. 


STYLE  174 

Patent  tab  Uce 

shoe,  light  sole, 

with  silk   lace. 

Boston  last. 


SAXONE    SHOE    CO., 


London 

11  and  ia,~^Ch6apBlde,  E.a 

6,  New  Bond  Street,  E.a 

7,  Oraeeehurch  Street  E.G. 
57,  Strand,  W.C. 

SHOPS      THROUGHOUT 
THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  : 
London,  Edinburjjh,  Glass^ow,  Dublin, 
Belfast,  Liverpool,  Manchester,  New- 
castle. Leeds,  Bradford,  Halifax,  Shef- 
field, Hull,  Nottingham,  Birminghani, 

'     Cardiff,  Bristol,  Plymouth. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue  of 
styles  for  all  occasions, 

All     one     Price,     16/9 

with  explicit  instructions  for  self- 
measurement  to  ensure  a  Saxone 
Foot-joy  fit.      Address — 

KILMARNOCK. 


THE  OLD  COUNTRY  IS  THE  BEST. 


Ku^kaihLMiL  Tr 


i-diij. 


dMi  Jii]Y  tnyi 


lc*l£  I    QQt  %U*ni  lo-JiiJ. 


c^^f-^^v; 


3 TEDDY  BEARS''" 


Ma^Ma   ft   H 


Y  BEARS  ;;ri 

3  Eli  T^i:^  l'iJi[[>uj;:<     I 


LIFE-SIZE  BABY  DOLL 


free    folr  ]  0.     l>lft     Uit'li. 
oir  .ioth*^!!  ran 

dtcMlni 
join. 


T^w.     UiiK     hi  all  ; 
Tetlily.  tikn    hilfh; 

D*ftn*«    Rftg   K  nook  About 

nvx-,  lift  rniktf  a<ifr.  t^yi  tlut 
fixniii't  >n*  >3rtik*ii,  IrnuL  «  life- 
Uni''.  iirMl  «rc  iiToduciHl  huirtl^ 
In  I'll'Mirn  mrj  .1  ^[Hinfl  frvttort 
r|,,j|i  ^,^■  rhri'  - . i n ,<■  J nrn'^w  a* 
I  *'  •>f\  -^  J '.,  r-m  Ji„,rf  Tew  Iksok"  i 
eh«  colaumnra  raHLwsah 
■.hiA.  ml  irrvfli^l  Ipy  tho  rmtltnEe 
"t  n>^ii  in'  \<*  ml  kid  Homely  liFriuiiiU  — 
n'-r  pnidr,',!  in  Ibit  ur^linary  w  lv  isii 
Eh  At  thrt  ixi'min^  r-i^mFiiffajifl  iwrlmrM 
ra}lif»u  yciir  *Hii|il  Y"q  cut  t n*' fi jpi res 
aut,  *(»w  XWm  tiiftrilivr,  nn-L  »ru(f 
*1th  elihrr  w]m Inline  vooIk  or  •w\\9,l  ie 
bfl«tv  rhji-4|j<!^t,  IUlile*t,  Hikd  nn^l 
KfTwnJ4\  fine  w-vnI  wwk  »  ltJ."*-worlH 
fw  whii'h  will  !iriimiLf^flol1ntiil  1  ttciitrt. 
Daan't  KruxksLljnui  Tny  J^h^wti  (mn  Im 
OiTsf-nlTlml  rrTim  <lII  (leAhrB.  Ktit  ph(Mil4 
you  hiire  •njr  flifflf;nlt7'H  w-nni  Lti  Rf^-wnr* 
or  P  <X  *iMl  w**  wtil  |h>ii  thcmfoyrm  ^tffh  :ih<r^i)i[rnI1tit]('  hh^.  hum 
la  rtslouri,  rrti«tt.h.t.r.  ivrntrilrM  irnm^  i  fcf  nrthJrfjTHTJi'iT  ittlli  Sfi!ci'#HL 
jdii»  Wrlic,  RiirhT  Aw>9>'.  DciJLn'K  IlaK  Buok  Co,»  Ltd., 
9Ti  Patsrnoiter  Row,  Irondon,  B.C. 


STRENGTH 
BY  MAILI 

I  offfT  \\i'-fi\iirt  livftlth  Uld 
(kliyiiicftl  dEi'eWiaiJtMiL— mill 
«nalcmte  troubltttHiiA  cvtq- 

\  dim't  Aiik  ^r  mm^  at  ultU'tr 
jciur     Llmu     Of     nnHn^j-       IIVi/c 

ffvmnt.     at^J    tfruAi       T.    IHCH, 
>*H.    S.    THE     UROADWAY. 
FULHAH.  LONDON.  S.W. 


WHAT  DO  VOU  THINK  you  «ou1d  have  to  |my  a  cock 
vihn  coukS  picEKiTc  ovct  joo  dUh«<^?  Yon  may  n^sl 
h^vc  [he  cook,  but  you  may  h«i¥e  the  kno^Nftlge 
alwajv*  at    your    scfvict    fftr    the    insi^riiliauit    snjm    of 

One  Shi^Hfig — the  price  cf 

COOKERY  MADE  EASY 

Tbi"*  vfiluable  huosewire's  harnllioolk  contninis  over  ^oo 
Appelising  Rcct^kSh  nnd  a  mine  i>f  vijluiibk  household 
infornuitiou.     Gel   it   now  itud  always  keep  it  at    hiind- 

Price  ONE  SHILLING  not. 

GIO.  NEWNES,  Ud.tDept,  S),  Son thamplwii  SL.  Strand,  W.C. 


Genuiive,  Profitable  Homework 

THr.KE  IS  MOSEV  TO  BK  MAnf.  BY  MEANS  OF  THE 

AUTOMATIC   KNITTER. 

SJmpk  ItttercAtJiiit  nork,     Kaiis  fsuclis, 
S  octlingA,  jinJ  ■■)   kinds   i>t  Giirnfeiil-. 

Ill    U*«    in    L.r.O,  VKi.-HjIi.    ^-■ln>Oh    f.T    T]:'j 
MicO^i^feih  «ir  K»-?  T>-nHi.     Alter 

8AD1N,  93^  gouthwark  St.|  Un^'sn. 


80  THE  STUAND  MAGAZINE. 


Read  these  four  special  articles 
in  the  JUNE 

FRY'S 

AGAZINE 


(EDITED    BY    C.    B.    FRY). 

Sandwich  and  Prestwick. 

Facts  and  legends  concerning  the  links  on  which 
this  season's  Golf  Championships  are  to  be  played. 

By  HENRY  LEACH. 

The  Cricket  Champions  of  1908  ? 

Illustrated  by  several  cartoons  by  CHARLES 
AMBROSE,  including  T.  Hayward,  G.  Hirst, 
J.  T.  Tyldesley,   A.  E.  Trott,   and    G.   L.  Jessop. 

Secrets  of  Success  in  Boxing. 

By  "TOMMY"  BURNS. 

The  Case  for  the  IVIotor  Bicycle, 

THE  JUNE  NUMBER  ALSO  CONTAINS: 

An  Amateur  Golf  Championship  Week. 
The  Evolution  of  Polo>.      By  A.  Sidney  Qaltry. 
Weatherby's :    The  Famous  Racing  Firm  of  Old  Burlington  St. 
RabbltlniT  with  Ferrets  and  Guns. 

All  the  above  articles  are  specially  Illustrated. 


Several  Splendid  Sporting  Stories. 

ON    SALE    EVERYWHERE.  PRICE    6d. 
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PIANO: 


^TpHE  Steck  exercises  a  compelling 
^  charm  over  all  who  make  them- 
selves acquainted  with  its  merits,  for 
to  play  the  Steck  is  to  play  an 
instrument  with  which  one  frndii  one- 
self in  perfect  accord. 

The  essential  features  of  a  piano  are 
so  highly  exemplified  in  the  Steck 
that  many  connoisseurs  give  it  the 
preference  over  all  other  instruments 
of  high  grade. 

You  are  requested  to  call  at 
^^Eolian  Hall  to  investigate  the  Steck, 
Full  particulars  are  given  in  Steck 
Catalogue  B. 


/EOLIAN    HALU 
135-6-7,   N©w   BoDd   St.,  London,  W, 


CO., 


fllslon; 


\  VOU  can  PAINT  beau 
tiful  Pictures  &  Miniatures 
without  any  knowledge  of 

]  Sketching  or  Drawing. 

'  Artititic,  Rn/ined.  EiUraiteinff, 


^tmir^ 


I  Alston  CUUtory  I  Write  for 
(Dept  C), 
oa.  New  Bond  St.,  W. 


FAIR  FAOE8 

NEED   NO  PAINT 

But  in  order  to  preserve  their  beautj, 
to  retain  their  natural  faimeaa.  they 
need  the  famoiu  face  cream— Oatine 

Oatine  is  the  pure,  skin  •  healing 
essence  of  the  finest  oats.  It  is  Nature  s 
production  fbr  Nature's  purpose,  sooth- 
lilK  and  allaying  all  nkin  IrritAtinns.  and 
adding  beauty  to  Ihe  plainest  (kce. 
Price  1 Q  a  Jar,  or  larger  site,  holding 
foar  times  as  much,  !«. 

Oatino  Faco  Cream 

A  FREE  SAMPLE  of  Oatine  Cream  will  be  sent  on 
application,  or  for  Sd.  in  stamps  a  box  containing  eight 
of  the  Oatine  preparations,  and  book  on  Face  Bfassage. 

THE    OATINE    CO., 

160a»  Denman   Str««t»  X#ondon»   S.E. 


PIANO — Wonderful  Bar^rain. 

D'ALMAINE't  60-OUINEA  MODEL  FOI  20  QUINEAt. 

90  Ymups*  WmrrtMtw*   S  Days*  Wrmm  Approval  and  Car- 

---^ — ^-'-—   -lodin.  Pall  Uortfht 


Maarly  M«w  eo-Oulnaa 
OYKRE' ~ 

—Talaat  ffii't      Aeoopt  S_ 

Easy  terms  arranged.    Full  price  paid  wfll  be  allowed  within  three 


8tMl  Pnuna,  bYKRBTRUMO,  Unftor-danpw 
Rleh  Burr  Walaat  Caaa.     AoMpt  90  Oolnai 


reftrs  if  exchanged  for  a  higher  class  instrumtrnt.'  Sereral  Second- 
hand Pianos  from  MtO  cash.  Colonial  orders  hare  special  attention. 
Df  Al  liAlME  L'^'*^  13S  years).  01,  PlasbaPF  PavMnaat, 


00  DIXON'S  00 

DOUBLE 


a»  PORT  3i« 

"  David,"  jald  btother  Ned* 

*'  Sir,"  replied  the  butler. 

"A.  magnUTn  of  Double  Diamonp,  David,  to  drink 
the  health  or  Mr.  Linkinwaien" 

'VHa!"  s.iid  broiber  Ned,  first  eKaminifie  the  cork 
ind  afle]-w:itd»  (illirtg  hi*  gla^*,  .  ,  ,  ,  '*  this  looks 
welf,  David/' 

"  ][  ,]u^tit  fo,  sir,"  replied  David.  "  Vou'd  be  troubled 
to  find  ^ach  a  gWm  of  wine  m  U  our  OOiiSi.£ 
DiMMO/tO^  and  that  Mr.   Liiikin water  known  very 

WelL"— Ffdif   CHARLES    DtCKRSS, 

"yighUaa  y'KkUbif."  I  hap,  JxirlL 

ThlA  Brand  has  b«en  shipped  without  Inter* 
mission  far  the  lait  loo  year^,  and  Is  tha 
p  rope  r  ty  of  Morgan  Br  athe  n*  London  n  nd 
Oporto. 

7>  ^r   /tad  (if  4til   IVine  Mtrchtnts,   9r  ^-^ 

Fp  e,  DAT  A  DO.,  1«,  Mark  Unt,  UhdoCEJ^> 

Sample  on  receipt  of  jd.  to  cover  postage. 
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Every  good 
feature  that 
you  want  ;; 
you  will  find 
in  the     * 


Most  flej^ible. 
Do  not  crack. 
Cannot  rust,  , 
Hygienic  and 

Comfortable, 


In  all  si  us  and  styles 
at  ftona  1/11  to  IWA, 
from  Diiipers  every- 
where, but  be  sure  that 
tbey  have  this  trade 
ni  ark. 


Qt-  AN004TS  $Tnm»Ti  NIanchcstcr. 


BI 


O.P.Co. 


THIS 


IS    THE 


This  is  the  niaii  pruclaimed  by  tbe  press  and  public 
of  alt  nations  as  being  jw^ess^d  of  an  Mtraordiniiiry 
pou  er,  and  the  mt^t  ranmrfiBlilft  f  Ar-tftalng-  facurtla*. 
He  has  been  consulted  by  ihe  most  disLinj?ulshet\  peot^le 
of  whaTcvef  cotiniry  he  haii  visjttd,  and  is  said  i\>  be 
greatly  eifted. 

TAr  i^ruphic  say^  :  "His  deluieatiatv*^  are  nothing 
ibori  of  marvcllou^t." 

Ctrurtjournsji  wy*  :  "  Rcnuirkable  pnycbic  powerv" 

Hiack  in  rr^/i'^f  say^:  "He  has  jiveii  *orae 
a^lunishiniE  rcsiittsi.*' 

T->  iutr^xlijie  btj.  Tamous  system  he  Will  Send  VOU  « 
DeflcrlptlVB  Chart  as  a  lest  of  hi*.  ahUity. 

HinHlrtid!,  who  hmve  already  whtten  detbre  he 
tiiiglii  have  known  ihem  nit  ihrlr  lives,  so  surprkingly 
correct   wa^  he. 

Til*  ri>Limesi  vt  Klm^icrlej  laj*  what  be  told  h*j  wmm 
eicclltrllt. 

Sr>iiii*ur  llii:ki.  tins  lelthmlni  A4.tDr-MjLii>^Br,  u.yt;  "Jl 
lfii.il  [.t^rftitlly  martplloiiift." 

Tfjij  IkLn>[it>M  Vmi  Naffv:!  BAya:  '' I  Tu^Ve<  fj^vat  cdDfVdeuiv  In 
(Sir!  I'^uirt.     IL  iw  renjJirkabli*." 

i\  N«Triii«iii  Wu,(L*,  Kmi.  .  WrTipter-at-Lftw,  LlDrfiln'i  Idii, 
jkiVfr  :   "  y.iu  mm  iiuh^.  (.-urTPct  \i\  whilt  JWl  Iw^e  ^id." 

Jim.  Kendal,  thn  eTtwt  u:tr«».  writw  t  "  Ycq  h^t* 
a*F'iiilshi*l  inn?  with  jfyqr  i<7funi*T,    Ii  U  niarr«Unq».' 

The  Itev.  IV  .1.  flurrctt.  M.A,  )i>xo1l^  »jr»i  "  1  bure  jrreat 
faith  in  thti  ihart. ' 

Take  an  itnprcviiiin  of  your  right  ihiiiflh  byrubbinp  a 
lit  tie  ink  over  it  and  preying  on  piece  of  ^bite  paper.  Send 
this  to  him,  with  your  birili  date  atid  lA  p.u  rind  stamp, 

DO   IT   NOW.     VOU    WIL^   BE   AMAXED. 

\\\\  iiiiiiit'  acid  mldrcss  arc — 

Prof.  s.  Kenttal,  %%  Recent  St.,  LonHon,  W. 

R*-\w:uil>cr  ihM,  ni  there  arr  imitatort 
u-ho    ^iive    to    copy    hit     metkotit 


TH 
OFTtt: 


SHORT-LEG 

Effectually  Concealed, 
UNSIGHTLY    HIGH     BOOTS    ABOLISHED. 

Appliances  supplied  to  the  War  Office,  Principal  Hospitals,  etc 

Gold  Medals  &  Awards  obtained,  London,  Paris,  Cliieaffo.  etc. 

FLAT-FOOT. 

THE  NEW  PATENT  ARCH  SUPPORT  CAN  BE  ADAPTED  TO 

RELIEVE  ANY  CASE  OF  FLAT  FOOT. 
Pamphlet  Free  on  mentioning  The  Htrand  Maoaxihb.    SCate  paitleuliun  of  caaa. 

Address:-THE  O'CONNOR   EXTENSION   CO., 

SvTffieal  AppUan^  Maktn  to  Hi*  Mai9tt^§  OimnmmU, 

\     2,  BLOOMSBURY   STREET.  LONDON.  W.C. 

TKLcraoiTB:  "2142  Ga 
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Km  Do 

? 


* 


Have  you  ever  thought  what  will 
become  of  you  when  your  earning 
capacity  is  gone? 

At  50  will  you  still  be  working  for 
low  wagt^s  or  enjoying  a  good  income? 
Only  proper  training  will  put  you  in 
the  income  class. 

To  learn  how  you  can  receive 
this  training  without  giving  up  your 
present  occupation  let  the  International 
Correspondence  Schools  tell  you.  All 
you  have  to  do  is  to  mark  the  coupon 
as  directed  and  post  it  to-day.  There 
IS  no  charge  for  this  advice. 

No  matter  who  you  are  or  what  your 
present  occupation,  the  L  C.  S.  have 
a  way  of  helping  you.  The  L  C.  S, 
are  experts  in  helping  poorly  paid  men 
to  succeed.  All  it  costs  to  learn  ahout 
it  is  a  penny  stamp.  Is  your  future 
worth  it  ? 

It  Ls  irritating  to  see  the  other  man 
pushing  ahead  when  you  know  you 
could  do  just  as  well  if  only  you  had 
the  training.  It's  the  training  that 
counts. 

During  the  month  of  March  over 
300  students  reported  promotion  and 
higher  salary  as  a  direct  result  of 
I.  C  S.  training. 

The  I.  C  S.  witl  help  you;  but 
YOU  must  take  the  first  step. 

Pnmt  the  Coupon  TO'^mym 


Manager,  International  CarrespondenceSctiools, 

00i  Chancery  Lane,  London,  W.Ci 

I  am  jntcrcMctl  in  yuur  syitem  of  Tecbnica]  Tf&snuig 
ond  desire  to  increase  my  cartun^  j>ower.  PIkisp  send 
me,  post  pnifl,  free  t>f  charE**  ^"^  ^ooV  coverinK  the 
subject  before  wKkh  I  li,i%c  marked  X  on  th*  Coupon ^ 
and  full  iifOTmalJon  showin;^  haw  I  can  Aucored  in  umc 


MaohanJoaJ  En^nHilns. 
Uwtrlcal  en^n«er|n^. 
StniOtural  Ennrln^srlnj:. 
CIb*  EngfliiM. 
MatihlnB  Bhop  Praotlo«. 
ArohltMrtura. 


Stttam  Ensinediingv 

BanhaJT  CngrlriMrtn^. 

TftTtll«i. 

OMl  En^nveiing. 

Analytloiil  Ohrnilatrv. 

Mlnlnif  EnfineerJiig^. 


Pr«p«ratlon  for  ExamlnatlwM. 


Addrtss 

Occupfltian  - 


M9U 
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NEURALGIA,   HEADACHE, 

Atia  Ttwthoche  art!  Jnstnmly  cur«l  by  ZQX,  n 
tiny  powder  whkh  can  be  carrM  In  the  wmUU 
S^^.K^  .  ■  *"**  *^'**"  "'  *">  hour  ol  thedn^* 
Certtlied    to  contain  no  InJurioMi   jubjtAQce. 

FREE  ?I^  ^U<i;*t'tMint'f^l  A^ltlnisw^-l  (jntebpe.  *•  vlU 
M  *- .  ^*i  i.  hf uu^u.  !^tor€i.  *ti  ■ .  J ,-  t  a  0  1.11,  f..r  jwat  ffce 
THE  mx  CO.,  II,  HATTOti   QAgPEW,  LQHOQII,  E.0, 


By  the  RIffht  Hon. 

WINSTON  S. 
CHDBCHILL 


PRICE    6cl. 

"  SavTola,"  which  has  for  its 
central  theme  the  revolution  in 
a  Southern  European  Republic,  is 
Mr.  Winston  Spencer  Churchill's 
one  work  of  fiction.  Through- 
out its  length  the  clash  of  arms, 
the  intrigue  of  a  Court,  and 
strong  love  interest  of  an  unusual 
character  hold  the  reader 
charmed  and  spell-bound  until 
the  volume  is  laid  down.  It 
is  now  included  in 

NEWNES'  SIXPENNY 

FAMOUS   NOVELS 
Obtainable  Everywhere 

or  post  free  8d.  from  OEOROE  xNEWNBB.  Ln».. 
Dept.  S.  Southampton   St..   Strand.  London,  W.C. 


I 


X-«velve    Splendid    Item*    from    tKe 

a  UNO 

WIDE  WORLD 

MAGAZINE 


Burled  Treasures 
in  EniTlAnd. 


Across  Africa  by 
Boat. 


Elk -Hunting  In 
Sweden. 


A    Battle    with   a 
Shark. 


More    Queer 
Fixes. 


The  "NIglit  Ridera" 
of  Kentuoicy. 


A   Deal    In 
Diamonds. 


The   Senator's 
Tiffer. 


How  I   Found    My 
Wife. 


Six  Months  on  an 
ice-Floe. 


"Captain  Stariigtit," 
Busliranger. 


The   Romance   of 
Hermann  Ochs. 


On  Sale  Everywhercm 


PHee  SiXPEMGE. 


J   ! 
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The  true  worth  of  all  things 
depends  first,  last,  and  alto^ 
geiher  upon  their  Quality  .  •  . 


CAMEO" 

SVZLLS 

QUALITY. 


"CAMEO"    CAMERAS 

can    be    carried     in    an    ordinary    jacket 
pocket. 

"CAMEO"    CAMERAS 

comb  ine     1 1  s^t  ness     wil  h     stTcngth.     and 
stmpliciiy  with  efficiency 

"CAMEO"    CAMERAS, 

no  maiicf   what    your   requirements,    wiU 
meet    cheiTL 

"CAMEO"    CAMERAS 

offer    the    finest    value    for   money  in   ihe 
camera    world. 

?;i«;r»  25/-  to  £tS  :  to  s  O 

Gin  be  *ecD  at  aJI   PkoUwrapkic   DvalcttH 

W.   BUTCHER  &   SONS,   Ltd., 

Camera  House, 
FARRIHCDON    AVENUE,    LOHDaN,   E.a 

/'/^ICE   LISTS  HREE. 


The  Complete 
Enjoyment  of 
the  Pipe    ..    .. 

19  for  thoK  who  ATe  fortunate  enough 
to  £nd  the  right  tobacco  for  their  palate 
— the  one  that  just  juitj  their  taite  in 
strcngiht  fragrance,  and  coolne^p  and 
in  that  iubtte  qualily^o  diflicult  to 
de&ne,  but  10  eajily  recognised  by  the 
pipe  imoker,  and  so  very  essential — 
called  flavour. 

In  one  of  these  three  you  will  find 
the  tobacco  you  want — the  one  tobacco 
thai  will  give  you  more  complete  en- 
joyment than  any  other.  They  are 
exceptionally  cool  and  alike  in  ail  good 
qualities,  differing  only  in  atrcnglh. 


Chakman 

BoARDMATi'S 

Recorder 


fliEUJUM) 


(MILD) 


(FULL) 


All  good-class  tobacconists  supply  th^m 
at  S^d.  per  o^. 


Q3 


R.  J.  LEA, 

45,  Market  Street,  Mancheslcf. 

Digitized  by  V^jiJiJ^ 
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PONDS  mSWING 
wiu, 


As  UMd 

by 

Royalty. 
Strong^ly  fttcamm tended 
by     Dootorv     and     th« 
Madioal  Prvaa, 


UiKD^j  rvtunn>i|  if 

not  aiiprorf!i:j.  of. 

SeuJ    DuUJUF    df 

fiiot  for  iiie. 


Pond's  Patent 
Arcli  Supports 

Cmth  Ffdi  /Wi. 
Meditm]  Men  ^ 

^^^^^         I^iulif!!'  4  9      ., 

iMsD's.  Ont'i         OS    ,.       \. 

Bwjtfl  niEde  lo  fit  iW  t^\.    P<?rfept  fitting,  t-mv.  and  -T>u]fort*bk. 
Wplt«  ta-dmy  to 

J.  L.  POND,  „r,Z.,.  SSSS^  NORWICH. 


Whcatmcal  BREAD 


ihc  whole  of  Lhe  mineral  &atts^  ihe  rmiLnal 
BeriTip  and  ihs  nuiriiiou^  albuminoids.  IC^ery 
copMitucni   or  the    worlds  choktfst   Hhfr.iU  li 

c  f>ri  t  ;i  i  n  K*\    in 

REYMOLDS'   WHEATMEAL   BREAD, 

Sampli;  loaf  -scnl  on  receipt  oT  a  cird,  and   your 

bakef'ji  nanie  Eind  fid  I  addre^t 

if.  HETNQLPa  A  CO,,  Ltd., 

a,  Albert  FlDur  MJila,  CLOUCESTER. 


An  Illustrated 

Catalogue  of 

Pictures. 

Messrs,  FROSTS  REED,  47,  Duke 
Street,  London,  S,  IV.  ;  8,  C/are  Street, 
Bristol;  and/[T,  Queen's  Road,  Clifton, 
the    well-ktwwrt     publishers    of    hi^h  -  class 

Etchings  and  Engravings  (^vhich  may 

be  obtained  from  any  PrintseLLER 
throughout  Britain,  or  DIRECT  FROM 
FROST  ^  REED),  will  be  pleased  to 
forzvard  their  latest  ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE,  containing  more  than  160 
notable  pictures,  on  receipt  of  P.  O.  Jor  ij- 
(which  will  be  refunded  if  a  purchase  be  made). 

L  Established    1808., 


I  A  £500  Insurance  I 

\  Registered  and  good  for  a  year.  f 


I 


I 


The  Proprietors  of  The  Strand  Magazi.nb  hat^e 
entered  into  an  arrangement  with 

The  Ocean  Accident  dc  Guarantee 
Corporation,  Limited, 

FOUNDED   1871, 

whereby  any  reader  between  the  ages  of  13  and  70  niay 
obtain  an  Insurance  for 

FIVE  HUNDRED  POUNDS 

payable,  subject  to  the  terms  and  conditions  of  the 
Insurance,  to  the  legal  personal  represenutive  of  the 
holder  if  he  or  she  be  killed  by  an  accident  within  the 
United  Kingdom  or  tlie  Cliannel  Islands  to  any 
RAILWAY  TRAIN,  OMNIBUS,  TRAMCAR,  it 
CAB  by  which  he  or  she  is  travelling  as  a  ticket-bearing 
or  fare-paying  passenger,  or  as  the  holder  of  a  free  pa%s. 

The  Insurance  will  hold  good  for  one  year  from  its 
date,  and  will  be  dispatched  on  receipt  of  the  subjoin<>d    ^ 
Application  Form,  filled  in  with  the  name,  address,  and    I 
occupation  of  the  Applicant,  accompanied  by  a  postal     - 
order  for  6d.  and  an  addressed  envelope. 

No  person  may  hold  more  than  one  of  these  Insurances 
in  respect  of  the  publication  in  which  this  announce- 
ment appears. 

NOTC— Colonial  readers  may  use  this  application 
form,  and  the  Policy  Issued  in  response  will  be 
applicable  in  any  British  Colony,  but  only 
FOR  Railway  Accidents. 


The  OCEAN  Accideot  &  Guarantee 
Corporatioo,  Limited, 

MOORGATE  STREET,  LONDON.  E.G. 
Assets  exceed  £2,000,000. 
Claims  paid  over  £6,000,000. 
Insurances  granted  under  the  new 

WORKMEN'S  COMPENSATION  ACT,  1900. 
Special  Policies  for 

DOMESTIC  SERVANTS,  SHOP  ASSISTANTS, 
CLERICAL  STAFF,  Ac. 

FiRE,    BURBLMRY,    Ao. 
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i 


Form  of  Application  for  £500  Insurance 

To  be  detached  at  dotted  line  and  forwarded  to 

THE    OCEAN    ACCIDENT    A    OUARANTEB 

CORPORATION.  LIMITED. 

36  to  44,  Moorpite  Street,  London.  E.C. 

I  request  you  to  forward  to  me,  in  the  accompanying 
addressed  envelope,  the  Insurance  above  de5;criM, 
and  to  register  my  name,  as  below,  as  the  holder  of 
such  Insurance,  for  which  purpose  I  also  enclose  a  Postal 
Order  for  6d. 

Full  Name 

Address ■ 


1 


I 


Occupation . 


Date 

Postal  Orders  should  be  made  payable  to  "  The  Ooeao 

Accident  and  Guanntee  Corporation,  Limited." 

and  crossed. 


PLEA9B    WRITE  PLMiMLY. 
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2/-  INSURES  YOUR  COMPLEXION 
fiEAUTY-GUP  MASSAGE] 

For  bba  Fn^e.  N«ck, 
Arms,  and.  Bady* 

Th4  rtlnaplicily  or   tlits 

K|hplEoJ  iuivML<<r,  %.Vni  Uie 
■wikJ  lw(thwhi(li  it  i-lelLTI 
thv  L^MZiplelLEuEi,  lire  jlI  luOb  L 
liujnnd  tislief.  A  liiiiflA 
KH>T  h  i  IKE  Alivlicatiuo  of  Ltic 

Uttla  Bcau  ty'^.'up  prwlunsi  n^mnr^t^l^  riwultn.  Nli;irkhe±ki4lti  Ln 
niiiii^ <^.iMi  ATfl  UD^nbrd In  Hiiljr «moiiJh.  It  puiuiw bnu^iritim 
uuLirf  tbr  blood  by  ftljnxxiiabedc  prtiuiire.roLinitH  outtbf  ^'hc+JtK. 
Armi^  ukd  ae<Lrk,  uui]  plump*  the  wure  pUc»in  tbeUxJv  witb 
wunJtjrftilnpldlry.  AotAdirFctljontbcdr^iuliitiij'naiiiJ  f flftii 
^^cnh,  puTvi  >]hxid  uj  ilia  tlMUHjniLX^Tif  I  h«-  itlr*<b  flnu  iluA  fair, 
uiul  the  ilcin  wrt\  and  sLlLuy.  I>r<  Harliin'i  B*ftuty-Cup 
Hnl  bj  iLuuL  in  plBin  nmpptr— wltb  unr  BcuuLy  Ekuk— to  iliijf 
acirlmt  for  »,  t  P.O.  imbmad  a.«  M  0.>.  P  Hi>iuwATir 
LAaoitATCiMtOo.J0-Ujj,  E^i::lujis«  Bldffft-.fJoqtbwirkH  Lcudon. 


UDIES'  FOOTWEAR 


DIRECT  FBOM  FACTORY. 

P^mt   Frwe.  at  Wbottsalm  PrtccMt 

isviag  Si'  io  tb«  £, 

DAINTY     DCSIONa. 

BEST    MATERIAI.& 
FIT    QUARAMTCeQ. 

UWEiaUAIpLeO    VALUg> 

High    Grade    GJaci    Kid   or   Box   Calf 

Bixjts  or  Shoes,  7/6  to  \7I%  per  pair. 

Trial  SoLicittD. 

Writs  Ta-diti^  far  JlluMtrated  Catahtifii^, 


BRITISH    BOOT   CO.. 
Dspt,    a,  BU    Humbctston    Ok 


V 


"  Your  Plasticine 
has  given  more  hours 
of  real  enjoyment 
than  all  the  other 
more  costly  toys  put 
together:' 

0    0 

^^  Prasticine  is 
grand" 


»IAS^nCINll 


B^m^^0^" 


THE  COHPUETE  MODEJLtER 


Af" 


^^Fve  never  known 
my  youngsters  so 
busy  and  quiet  be- 
fore ;  Plasticine  is 
a  blessingJ\ 
a   0 

"  We  are  delighted 
with  your  Plasti- 
cineJ* 


THE    MOST 

DELIGHTFUL 

OF   PRESENTS. 
A  Constant  Source  of  Fun  and  Amusement 

CLEAN  AND  EVER  PLASTIC,  IN  RYE  BEAUTIFUL  COLOURS. 

**  /   should   like    to    say    how    we    have    appreciated   Plasticine    in    our 
nursery ;     hours    of  enjoyment    have    been    obtained   through    it.^^ 

XHE>    OOMPI^E^XE^    MODEM^I^E^R. 

Fitted  with  Five  Coiours,  Tools,  Boards,  and  Instructions,  etc.    Price,  post  free,  2/10. 
WM.    HARBUTT,    A.R.C.A.,    3,    BATHAMPTON,    BATH. 


FULLY 
GUARANTEED, 


5/-    WATCH 


The  INGERSOLL  WATCH  stands  as  high  in  the  estimation  of 
the  millions  who  carry  one  throughout  the  world,  as  **  Big  Ben  " 
does  to  the  millions  who  pass  the  great  clock  every  day. 

Regular  men's  size,  open  face,  real  lever,  lantern  pinion,  keyless  action — stem-winding 

and  stem-setting;  non-magnetic;  cases  in   nickel,  gun-metal  or  gold   plate  finish. 

For  sale  by  leading  shopkeepers,  but  If  your  dealer  cannot  supply  you, 

send  us  5/-  and  we  will  send  watch  to  you  by  return  post.     Booklet  Free. 

other  "  IngersoU  "  Watches—Eclipse,  6/- ;  Triumph,  7/6;  and  the  Ladies'  Midget  Watch.  8/6. 

ROBT.   H.   INGBRSQLL  &  BRC       258,  Audrby  Housb,  Bly  Place.  Londor,  B.a 
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"By   E.    T.    COOK,    Editor   of  ''The   Garden." 


JUNE  should  be  a  plesgsant  month  in  the  garden, 
but  if  the  bitterly  cold  north-east  wind  which 
is  blowing  at  the  time  of  writing  these  notes 
continues,  summer  flowers  will  be  late.  The  spring 
that  has  gone  has  tried  the  patience  of  the  gardener, 
but  I  hope  for  gentle  rains  and  life-giving  winds  to 
help  the  newly-sown  lawn  and  tender  opening  leafage 
of  the  roses. 

This,  however,  is  not  taking  into  consideration  the 
work  for  June.  One  of  the  most  important  duties  is 
to  complete  what  is  known  as  beddmg  out — that  is, 
planting  sub-tropical  plants,  of  interest  either  for  their 
flowers  or  foliage,  Zonal  Pelargoniums,  which  I 
prefer  to  call  "Geraniums,"  and  other  matters 
demanding  attention  at  this  season  of  the  year. 
Sjme  of  the  earlier  sown  annuals  will  be  coming 
into  flower,  and  to  preserve  their  beauty  as  long  as 
possible  gather  the  flowers  before  seed-pods  have 
formed. 

The  Tulips  are  over  for  the  most  part,  and  in  spite 
of  the  unpleasant  spring  have  been  very  beautiful. 
The  " Cottage,"  "Darwin,"  and  " Gesner's "  forms 
have  added  a  fresh  interest  to  the  garden  between  the 
time  of  the  daffodil  and  the  true  flowers  of  summer. 
My  experience  on  a  warm  sandy  soil  is  that  tulips 
require  lifting  annually,  or  at  least  once  in  two  years  ; 
they  deteriorate  sadly.  Daffodils  in  made  ground 
are  not  so  unsatisfactory,  but  those  in  grass  in  many 
cases  die  out  in  a  short  time. 

All  tender  plants,  whether  they  are  to  be  put  out 
in  a  few  days  or  at  quite  the  end  of  the  month,  must 
be  thoroughly  "hardened  off","  an  expression  that 
denotes  exposing  the  growth  to  the  air  to  become 
quite  strong  and  established.  Growth  that  is  at  all 
sappy — that  is,  not  well  ripened— feels  the  change  to 
the  open  air,  and  suffers  accordingly. 

This  is  the  month  to  sow  seed  of  biennial  flowers  : 
the  Antirrhinum  or  Snapdragon—rabbits'-mouths  the 
children  call  them— Canterbury  Bells,  Foxgloves, 
Honesty,  Stocks,  and  Evening  Primrose.  The  Canter- 
bury Bell  is  one  of  my  favourite  flowers,  and  I  well 
remember  seeing  some  years  ago  an  exquisite  strain 
in  Messrs.  Kelway  and  Son's  nursery  at  Langport, 
Somerset.  I  have  a  wholesome  dread  of  the  big 
cup- and -saucer-shaped  flowers,  which  have  neither 
beauty  of  form  nor  grace  of  growth  to  recommend 
them ;  the  \'arieties  of  medium  size,  clear  in  colour, 
free,  and  acceptable  in  other  ways  are  the  Canterbury 
Bells  to  choose.  The  pink  ana  the  white  are  pecu- 
liarly beautiful  in  groups,  and  I  wonder  such  homely 
flowers,  that  are  as  easily  raised  as  a  nasturtium,  should 
not  be  more  in  evidence  in  our  borders.  I  once  saw 
a  large  mass  of  the  white  variety  on  the  fringe  of 
woodland,  and  never  was  a  flower,  which  we  associate 
only  with  the  conventional  border,  better  placed. 
Sow  the  seed  outdoors  in  a  well-prepared  bed,  ^ve 
the  seedlings  when  they  appear  the  usual  attention, 
and  they  will  be  ready  to  transplant  in  the  autumn  lor 
flowering  the  following  summer.  Transplant  the 
seedlings  when  sufficiently  advanced  to  another  bed 
to  enable  the  growth  to  expand. 

This  is  not  necessary  in  the  case  of  the  Foxglove, 
which  is  one  of  our  most  charming  woodland 
flowers,  but  in  shady  borders  and  odd  corners, 
which  are  crying  aloud  for  something  to  clothe 
them,  the  Digitalis,  as  it  is  known  botanically, 
should  be  seen.  As  in  the  case  of  most  garden 
flowers,  there  are  what  are  called  "strains,"  the 
most  l>eautiful  of  the  foxgloves  being  that  known 
as  "  Gloxiniaeflora,"  so  called  from  the  gloxinia-like 


character  of  the  bloom.  The  white  flowers  are 
beautifully  coloured,  white  with  lai^e  blotches, 
reminiscent  of  some  orchid,  and  to  the  writer  quite 
as  interesting.  Sow  the  seed  where  it  is  to  remain, 
and  in  future  the  plants  will  sow  themselves — become, 
in  fact,  "  wild." 

It  is  needless  to  praise  the  Wallflower,  but  I  wish 
this  most  fragrant  flower  of  spring  would  behave  more 
kindly.  Unfortunately  the  plants  are  tender,  a  damp 
winter,  with  sharp  frosts,  killing  them  wholesale. 
When,  however,  the  wallflowers  are  unharmed, 
nothing  is  more  enjoyable,  especially  in  such  famous 
spring  gardens  as  those  of  Belvoir  Castle,  the  seat  of 
the  Duke  of  Rutland.  Raise  the  seedlings  in  a 
prepared  bed  of  soil  and  transplant  them  when  not 
more  than  three  inches  high.  In  a  month  from  then 
transfer  them  to  the  positions  in  which  they  are  to 
flower.  My  favourites  are  the  old  Blood  Red  and  the 
clear  yellow  Primrose  Dame ;  Belvoir  Yellow  is 
another  well-known  variety. 

Stocks  it  is  advisable  to  sow  in  boxes,  and  then 
transplant.  There  are  several  forms,  the  Brom'pton, 
Ten-week,  East  Lothian,  Intermediate,  and  others, 
and  all  require  much  the  same  treatment.  Perhaps 
the  most  satisfactory  for  the  outdoor  garden  is  the 
Brompton.  Sow  the  seed  at  once,  and  the  plants 
shoula  be  ready  for  transplanting  at  the  end  of  June ; 
the  spikes  of  this  form  are  ver>'  fine,  and  the 
colours  both  varied  and  pleasing.  The  breath  of  the 
stock  on  a  warm  evening  is  as  grateful  as  a  frameful 
of  auriculas. 

I  lonesty  is  an  old  garden  plant  which  we  would 
fain  see  more  of,  and  the  white  form  is  purer  and 
more  to  be  admired  than  the  purple ;  this  I  do  not 
care  for,  except,  of  course,  the  silvery*  seed-pods  which 
they  give  after  preparation.  The  seed  should  be 
sown  now  in  ordinary  soil.  In  preparing  it  for  winter 
decorations,  take  the  pods  between  the  fineer  and 
thumb  and  gently  rub  them ;  the  outer  scales  will 
then  fall  off",  disclosing  the  pods. 

The  Rose  garden  will  require  constant  attention. 
Caterpillars  and  other  pests  are  busy  and  bring  many 
troubles  in  their  train.  I  have  been  reading  the 
excellent  little  publication  called  "The  Enemies  of 
the  Rose,"  just  issued  by  the  National  Rose  Society, 
and  in  the  remarks  of  the  Editor,  the  Hon.  Secretary 
of  the  Society,  Mr.  Ed.  Mawley,  "Green-fly* or 
Rose  Aphis"  is  referred  to.  This  is  one  of  the 
most  troublesome  of  the  enemies  of  our  firagrant 
flower. 


GARDENIHG 
MADE  EASY. 

Edited    hp    E.    T.    COOK, 

■dltov  of  «*Th«  Oftrdm.*' 

Wrlttea  by  ezperU  who  know  what  •  beftinner  wants 

to  know. 
lb  deal*  with  all  kinds  of  gardens.     What  you  wan% 

to  know  is  surt  to  b«  thera.  ^     . 

It  will  save  you  money  and  time,  and  make  gardening 

a  greater  delight  to  you  than  it  erer  was. 

202  PAQE8.      PAp«r  Cover,  1/-  Not. 

Cloth,  f/6  Not. 

Or  post  free  Sd.  extra  from  aEORGB  NEWNES,  Ud. 

(Dept.  8),  SoBthamptoB  St.,  Strand,  W.C. 
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XKe    Oenttiry 
Book  of  Os^rdenins 

The  issue  of  the  "Century  Book  of  Qardenins:"  (in  one  handsome 
volume)  is  a  result  of  that  love  of  the  s^arden  and  of  srardenins: 
which  has  ever  been  deeply  rooted  in  the  Ens^lish  mind,  and  which 
l>ecomes  strong^er  with  the  increasing:  national  development  of 
scientific  information  and  its  application  to  the  domestic  arts. 

The  "  Century  Boolt  of  Qardenins: "  deals  adequately  and  practically 
with  every  branch  of  horticulture,  and  with  every  detail  relatinsr 
to  the  contents  of  the  garden,  it  is  edited  by  Mr.  E.  T.  Cook, 
the  Editor  of  The  Garden,  and  a  meml^er  of  the  principal  Horticul- 
tural Societies,  British  and  foreig^n.  He  is  assisted  by  a  staff 
which  includes  the  foremost  authorities  on  Horticulture  of  the  day. 


The  Sixty  Sections. 

There  are  over  sixty  sections  in  this  work,  each 
dealing  with  a  branch  of  the  subject  of  Gardening  ; 
each  section  is  divided  into 

(li)  An  Introduction,  in  which  all  that  is  known 
of  that  branch  of  garden  life  is  incorporated, 
and 

{d)  A  classified  list  which  includes  every  known 
variety  of  the  species,  its  habits,  appearance, 
and  proper  treatment,  and  the  points  in 
which  it  resembles  and  differs  from  the 
others. 

There  are  nearly  3,000  references  in  the  Index, 
and  from  this  it  will  be  gathered  that  every  point 
can  be  lurned  up  with  great  facility. 

The  iiluetratione. 

The  beauty  and  variety  of  the  illustrations,  of 
which  there  are  o\er  600,  have  never  been 
approached  ;  they  include  representations  of  the 
flowers,  shrubs,  plants,  fruit,  and  vegetables,  as 
well  as  of  the  insects,  fungi,  etc.,  etc.,  dealt  with 
in  this  work.  The  introduction  of  a  series  of 
pictures  of  beautiful  Knglish  gardens  gives  an 
added  charm  to  a  thoroughly  practical  lx)ok. 

Every  Branch  of  Gardening  dealt  with. 

While  every  branch  of  flower  and  plant  life  is 
treated  of  fully  and  in  detail,  this  book  covers  every 
other  branch  of  horticultural  knowledge.  Trees, 
shrubs,  the  greenhouse,  bulbs,  climbers,  ferns 
(hardy  and  exotic),  l)amlxx>s,  vegetables,  fruit 
trees,  fruit  farming  and  culture,  hetlges  and  lx)rders, 
the  long-neglected  town  garden,  window-box, 
room,  and  roof  gardening,  soils  and  their  treatment, 
insects  and  insecticides,  fungi  and  fungicides,  etc., 
etc. — this  rough  list  gives  but  a  taste  of  the 
thoroughness  of  the  work. 

The  Culture  of  Orchlde. 

Considerable  space  is  devoted  to  the  fascinating 
subject  of  orchid-culture,  and  those  who  have 
hitherto  been  deterred  from  attempting  this  owing  . 
to  a  belief  that  orchids  are  difticult  to  grow  will 
be  induced  to  realise  that  the  contrary  is  the  case, 
after  studying  the  sections  that  deal  with  this 
wooderful  family  of  plants. 


"Roeee  and  Roee  Gardene" 

are  dealt  with  by  a  famous  expert,  who  treats  of 
l)t)tanical  rose  gardens,  exhibition  rose  gardens, 
and  the  massing  of  roses.  Propagation,  budding, 
the  preparation  and  selection  of  stock,  soils  and 
manures,  roses  in  pots,  how  to  plant  a  rose,  etc. 
—  these  aspects  of  rose-culture  are  treated  very  fully. 

The  Journal  of  the  Royal  Horticultural 

Society  says.— 

**  We  are  confident  in  recommending  every 
Fellow  of  the  Society  who  really  cares  for  the 
garden  and  plants  to  secure  a  copy.  All  subjects 
are  dealt  with  in  a  masterly  manner.  .  .  .  Without 
exception  the  most  beautiful  book  of  garden 
literature  we  have  ever  seen." 

The  Dally  Chronicle  says  :— 

"For  the  gentle  amateur  as  well  as  for  the 
professi(mal  gardener,  the  'Century  Book  of 
(hardening'  is  intended,  nor  has  intention  outrun 
performance.  Profound,  but  clear,  may  be  taken 
as  summing  up  its  aualities.  Roses  and  orchids 
get  their  fair  share  of  attention.  Climl)ers,  carna- 
tions, and  chrysanthemums,  and  their  myriad 
kindred  and  companions,  call  to  us  from  the  pages 
to  come  and  try.  Pictures  of  fruit  gardens  testify 
to  what  may  be  done  even  in  the  whimsical  English 
climate.  But  for  the  town  dweller  the  most 
important  matter  lies  in  the  chapter  by  Mr.  E.  H. 
Woodall,  which  tells  of  the  transformation  wrought 
in  the  long-neglected  back  garden." 

FREE   INQUIRY  FORM. 

To  THE  CAXTON  PUBLISHINQ  COMPANY,     , 
Dent  SL,  Cliin  Houso,  Surrey  St.,  London,  W.O. 

Plcasi;  send  me,  free  of  charge,  and  without  any  obligation 
on  my  part, 

(i)  Full  particulars  of  your  "Century  liook  of  Gardening," 

with  specim-ns  of  the  illustrations,  etc. 
(2)  Details  of  your  plan  of  small   monthly  payments,  the 

volume  bcine  delivered  at  once  on  payment  of  2s.  6d. 

only,  the  balance  being  paid  by  a  few  small  monthly 

payments. 

Name 

(Send  this  form  or  a  postcard,  mentioning  thii  magasliM.) 

Address 
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BEDSTEAD  BUYERS! 


Buy  Your   Bedsteads   in  Brand   New  Condition 

Direct  from  Factory  at  Makers'  Prioot 

For  19  Years  I  have  supplied  the  Public  Direct 
(without  making  use  of  Shops  or  Stores)  wiih  Bedsteads, 
Wire  Mattresses,  Bedding,  Cots,  Curbs  of  every 
description,  and  also  general  HouseJiold  Furniture, 
Prompt  Despatcli*  Packed  Free.  Carnage  Paid. 
CASH  OR  INSTALMENTS. 
FuJty    ittuatraied    Cai^isQu&m    Po9t    Fro«. 

CHAS.  RILEY,  Desk  12,  Moor  St.,  BIRMINGHAM. 


LADIES    SHOULD    WRITE 

for  our   Hunjii'M  v1   PI;l1ii    NcLb.,  sirijf  h  iilimr, 

tiousof  c^  cr>  a»i-rihLlc»ii,    llraidf:  an  J  Thrraai 
Jur  Ljict  M'orh.     Ijii-*  *  urtjihui     UWk  iireq^- 

iEatAhUintJi  DO  V^AM.] 


S  A  SANDS  tC*  S,y?T'f»VH'.',5^. 


WREN'S    BOOT    POLISH 


Turo^K  w-orW  intv  pby,  and 

n  lit  lie  jj^Jts  yuch  J,  v-cry 

kluit  a  Smttar  and  a 
Rub  priHliiCt^  ail  insLriiLt 

ItMcbcr  too,  ;ii\d  keeps  il 
IE]  perfect  cDnrlltiQn.  I'he 
poihU  that  n^v^r  h.irdcn^ 
in  the  ijiL. 
A^k  for  il  to-day  ^l 
^  yaijr  I^oot maker 's^  ar  send 
i7iiL  in  s[:imps  Tor  :»aniijU'^ 
(Filiick  and  ItruWTj)  nnd 
jHii  ihcm  lu  ihe  iciii. 

WREN    &    CO., 

NORTHAMPTON. 


EXTRA   POCKET   MONEY. 

TlHjiiltftyi.  Silver.  Diiunonilf,  Pi^rli.,  Hitn-raJid R,   AutlijLli.% 

WE  ALSO  BUY  OLD  FALSE  TEETH, 

S4-IH]  tht'in  tij  iifl.stu-1  we  will  r^nA  y^ai  cAtkh  orrprp^rmuni 

*.if  |.irft.     If  ijffiT  l]ol  ai*c^].lp«l  R^h.iU  lriJBi]rJialf]y  reluniLtl 

R.  D.  A  J.   B.  FRA5ER,   LTD.,  Cold^mitllS, 

I>,M.k  %ix  LNJ   Princvs  StraAt.  Iptu/Leh. 
It  f  fcrcTH.-e;i :    rm  H  tal  lu  n  I  i  '.-.JTint  ]  f«^     telsphoEj*  :  H 


Depends  Inrgely  on  a  k mi w ledge  of  ihe 
VI  hole  truth  about  self  ai:d  sex  and  their 
relation  lo  life  and  health.  This  knowledge 
does  not  come  iiUellii*eitdy  of  uself,  nor 
correctly   fioni    ordin.iry   everyday   sources. 

Sexology 

by  mUi.im  n.    IVaihng,  AJL,  MM,^ 

imparts    in    a    clear,    wholesome    way,    in 
one   volume  : 

Krjohhli-.lirc  a  ViPlIlljr  KtJKtarkl  StumlJ  Tlare, 

Ki-.,H)rJ((i!  ■  Kithcr  ^ruHjia  lUw 

t^^^^'^^^^t'.''  ^  fatJier  iiUm\v\   luilNirt  lo  ]|ji  Son. 

.Mi?(JiMl  kiig^Jcdic  u  UiutMUjil  ^uuld  EiAr«, 
Kn^wlthl^e  a  YniJtijr  WtjniAn  Shan  Id  n4Vt 
Kit(iw  Hv<:  H  1  iiuiijc  Wir«  ^Ihjuld  Have, 

Etiiiinltvilu?  a  ilopurr  8houlJ  Immrt  la  H«r  Ilftiiflitfer. 


Itleh  Cloth  Binding,  Full  ODfH  Itamu,  lllijstr«l»ii,  H.ML 
TV  rile  fur     inl)i;r  Pl'<J|1l(^!i  (>|iinK.iiJ>    anrlTaltk  of  Lou  Leu  [4. 

Puritan  Pub.  Co.,  "J??*  Phik,  Pa.,  U.S.A. 


.«&J 
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MUk  Chocolate  M 
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Ctisenie"  OKocolates 
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TALK  WITH  A  LADY 


FIFE 


*-^   THE 

«  eOOT    OF 
?  QUALITY, 

lUld  Jul!  Ulk  whli  nrlb  whti  \\  ^n ■] lllt'l jr 

Fur  evcTTtMni  tlut  sbouLa  U  fimml  4n 
a  ptirftrt  ^»iki>E  for  Otttdonr  BArvlca^ 
Qdlft  MotxsrLng,  sic.f  i?  ipritvldnJ  lih  it. 

id  A  i^n    ' '" ^'■'^'■y*  i^ "^  ^"  " i^ '  !*•  ^^*  ^^  ^^ 

1  Jl  In       ^   '^  *^*^    ^ '  HiUlvtn ,      f^iJJViy  ri  ffQM- 

1 11/  U  i(iP];i<  rjrr«l.  ^n<f  iUf  n  ^i  J\Or 
UlAizlt  or  TajQ  WarrrvToof  UiiliLi;rs.     AIL 

tall     th4lF     awn     story     c?f 

COMFORT^     QlJJLLITYi    and 

WQRKAIAHSHIP. 

Xt,  HOOQ  iMa.  S4'i  BTK  ATHM  J<lI.O.  FIFE, 


ARTIFICIAL 

TEETH 


BOUGHT. 

The      wfLI  -  known      I^mdull 
Msnufai^ttjriiijr  !>«iiifU,  IIctapl 
BRi>«?ii|«ii.    flTf    thf    teiT    '«■!■ 
Tfltuf ;     it    forwfti'flp'l    hy   i;>cm 
utrii^iflt   T%l4i«  i^rr 
reium.     or     offpr 

iHt.  |n|i|i.  HjLlhtt^rti* 

Pla^'^?^  F-tKiJiiLiTi,  W. 
Eit.   fOC   J>iirj. 


HOME 


4^P0TTED'av 
MEATS 


EXGEUENT  QUALITY. 
HICHLY  NUTRITIOUS. 


DSLICIOUS  FLAV 
ALWAYS  THI  SAME. 


CfLii  \v  hn\  froTTi  f^rwt  iirwKvm  t>r  Bi^ml  7*^  '  r  I 'a  fur  f^iuipb  | 
Jar  *n4  iminr  i-f  Uj.'ii1  Ai^niT  ifj  y-uv  i,liNtricl  to 

PLUMTRE€,    RAILWAY  ST.,     SOUTH  PORT. 


"NECROCEINE"' 

Slain^  Irncy  JlLtit  iiny  -^Ili^tJlc.  l*cir»  nol 
Erojii  tt\t  NkLii ;  emt^iiv  LiLntiEiil.  h  JUmilciLN. 
IVaiilLiilKle.  LdutiiLtf,  u^th]  lti<.^tare^  thfL'c^U'ur 
til  ihf  Hix>i«.  iDakiTtji  tli-rfcrtoT)  iEij|>riH#^i'il«, 
laul  ii  iipi'louljtcJIj  the  Hf^nrvl  Jiinl  llfft 
Milr  wuiiiflf  in  tFi^  Wnrlil.  >o  I,  Li^ht 
KfiiWD  S  Nm.  'J^  tiiilitrn  ;  >^*.  3,  Ttarli  nnnifll ; 

rot  It.  2  3.  3  3.  5    .  jinfT  10- 
kj^' LEIGH    ft   CRAWFORD  iDapt,  3«'« 

Broolfia  St.,  HQibom.  E.C 


HOTEL 

CECIL 

SITUATION:  ^ ^ 

WitKin  J  pimuiFi  of  CHARING  CROSS 
-where  EnaUrd'!  btmi  Raad*  Convc/w  ■- il(ie 
CECIL  ii  LONDON  S  F^RE^EMrNENT 
HOTEL  foi  ihe  AUTOMOBILIST  uti  EN- 
JOYABLE SUMMER  VACATiON-io  ih^ 
i^«m«0imenr  d  rven^  MODERN  LUXURY 
and  CONVENIENCE,  by  viiiims  ihe  innu- 
tncTAblc  poinU  o(  interei!  id  and  aioijfid  L«kIoii. 
by     AUTOMOBILE       Tb*     CECJL'b 

SPACIOUS     GARAOe     I*     FREE 

TO        VISITORS'         CARS. 

Mfalt  »i*  obtairtflble  al  any  ham  of  arrivml.  Day  or 
NisKi.  REPAIRS,  SUPPLIES,_  Jhir|t^tlM» 
k!;^*  of  CARS  for  YEMPORARY  USE  wiih 

DrWrri.     All  Charge  i  Sincdy  Mode  rale, 
NUMEROUS     OILIQHTFUL    RUNS 

in    Bfjkf.    Buclu,    Slit  re  y,    aud    K^ni     would    be 
pDiiible.    rHuimni    in     «Kc    evening    for    The*tie, 
Conceil.  Op*ra^  or  Eihibition. 
FIXED  TARIFF.     NO  VEXATIOUS  EXTRAS. 
Bedroom  from  5/-.     Brtaltfjuit  2/6. 
Dinner,  5/-. 
HVite  M  tht  CKL'iL  HOOK  LET 
Ttlf«nuiii :  ■  L^ce  k,  Luudaii . '       ^  ft  ^ '    .|^  I 


92 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


VINOLIA 


SOAP 


The  Emblem  of  a  Nation. 


w^v^rv^^'%/%y"wv*vr!%yv^»y*- 


The  beauty  of  English  Women  has 
been  likened  unto  the  rose*  Vinolia  Soap 
ensures  a  clear  skin  throughout  life — in 
the  bud,  in  the  bloom,  and  in  maturity* 

Premier,  4d. ;  Medical,  8d. ;  Toilet  (Otto),  lOd. ;  Vestal,  2/6 
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A    SOUL    FOR   MUSIC. 

Wb  all  know  the  pianoforte  player  with  a  "  fatal " 
finger  dexterity,  but  without  a  musical  soul.  No 
system  will  make  him  acceptable  to  any  music  lover, 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  there  are  many  truly 
musical  "souls"  who  remain  dumb  and  unprofitable 
from  a  lack  of  '*  technique,'*  even  after  much  key- 
board practice.  For  such  there  is  now  every  hope  ; 
given  fair  general  health  they  may  all  become 
successful  players.  Little  can  be  explained  in  an 
advertisement,  but  by  sending  to  Mr.  J.  Macdonald 
Smith,  19,  Bloomsbury  Square,  W.C,  for  his  free 
book,  "  Light  on  Pianoforte  Playing,"  the  techni- 
cally faulty  pianist  may  learn  how.  others  similarly 
placed  have  been  able,  as  a  result  of  a  Postal  Course  of 
Lessons  in  the  System,  **  From  Brain  to  Keyboard," 
to  play   in    a    way    they    never    thought    possible. 


for  cleanings  Silver.  Electro  Plate  &c 

Goddard^s 

Hate  Powder 

.     Sold  everywhere  6^  |/-  2'6  Bt4'*i 


FOREIGN  STAMPS  FREE 


WB  WILL  OrVB    eoch    responaible   Collector   aendiog    Id.    for 
return  postage  i.;'»road  id.) 

60    PICKED    COLONIAL    STAMPS, 

or.  if  Inferred.  on«  of  our  A.B.C.  ALBUMS,  to  hold  l^MO 
■tampp.  Mention  i>acketNa  4M.  Only  one  packet  lent  each  applicant 
JUST  OUT.  A.  11.0.  Catalogue  of  the  w^ld'i  stamps  for  1906. 
"       r  with  postcards,  envelopes,  etc..  added. 

164.   Strand,    London,   W.C. 


750  paces,  post  free.  1/9 . 
1 QOO  pageR.  2 '10  post  free. 
JBfilOHT    It    SON, 


A  SEWING  <^^^ 
MACHINE 


for 


6/6 


The  "STITCH ALL"  Sewing 
Machine  wa.H  named  Stitchall 
because  it  works  evenly  and 
speedily  on  both  coarse  and  fine 
mHtcrial  without  the  complica- 
lions  of  the  more  expensive 
ones.  Made  entirely  of  metal 
with  plated  wheel  and  fittings, 
improved  siitch  regubtor,  etc. 

No  experience  necessary. 
Sent  In  woodon  box,  oarrlatfo 

l»ald,  tor  7/8. 
Ext  ra  needles.  Od.  and  !/•  per  pkt  Call  and  see  the  Machine  at  work. 

Btwart  o/imUatioM.         Oidif  to  be  obtained  from  the 

SKWINO    MACHINE   COMPANY   <28  De|>t.>, 

81 A  M.  Brooko  Stroot.  Holborn,  London.  B.O. 


Cuticura  Soap,  assisted  by 
Cutkura,  the  great  Skin 
Cure,  is  priceless  for  pre- 
serving, purifying,  and  beau- 
tifying the  skin,  scalp,  hair, 
and  hands  of  infants,  chil- 
dren, and  adults;  for  ecze- 
mas, rashes,  itchings,  irrita- 
tions, chappings,  chafings, 
redness  and  roughness, 
especially  of  the  face  and 
hands;  for  sanative,  anti- 
septic cleansing,  as  well  as 
for  all  the  purposes  of  the 
toilet,  bath,  and  nursery. 
Guaranteed  absolptely  pure 
and  may  be  used  from  the 
hour  of  birth. 


Sold  ttarongliout  the  world.  Depots:  London.  S7, 
Charterbouse  Sq.:  Parts.  6.  Rue  de  la  Palx:  Auatra- 
;U.  R.  Towns  A  Co..  Sydney:  India.  B.  K.  Paul. 
Calcutta:  China,  Hong  Kong  Drug  Co.:  Jaiian, 
Maruya.  Ltd..  Toklo;^  Russia.    Ferreln.    Ifosoow: 

>  Afrloa.  Lennon.  Lta..  CapeTown^te.;  (J.  8.  A.» 


Potter 


Drug  A  Chem    Corp..  Sole  mps'  Stoetmi! 
*ostFree.  Cotlcuia  Book  on  Oartof  \h*.  9k)R 


rPoit 
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TO 


Holiday  Makers 

IMPORTANT   TO   ALL 

LEAVING   HOME   FOR  A   CHANGE. 


ENO*S  *  FRUIT  SALT*  prevents  any  ovep-aold  state  of  the 
blood,  and  should  be  kept  In  every  bedroom,  In  readiness  for 
any  emergreney.  It  Is  Pleasant,  Goollns:,  Health  -  grlvlnsr, 
Ref reshins:,  and  Inviiroratlns:.  You  cannot  overstate  Its  srreat 
value  In  keeplni:  the  blood  PURE  AND  FREE  FROM 
DISEASE.  It  acts  as  simply,  yet  Just  as  powerfully,  on  the 
animal  system  as  sunshine  does  on  the  vegetable  world, 
and  removes  by  natural  means  all  poisonous  matter  (the 
srroundwork  of  disease).  Its  effect  on  a  disordered  or 
feverish  condition  of  the  system  Is  SIMPLY  MARVELLOUS. 

CAUTION.- ax«m/0e  the  Capsule,    and  aee    that    it  la  markad  BNO'S   'FRUtT  SALT.* 
Without  it  you  have  the  alacertat  form  of  tlattery-IMITATION, 


Prepared  only  by  J.  C. 


ENO,  Ltd.« 

*  FRUIT  SALT'  WORKS,  London,  S.E. 


I 


_,  SAMPLE  TIN^^^FREEra^SricAYS^r 

Frame  food  C?,I^,standenr'»soijthfiei,ds.U)hooh.S.«^ 
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A  SOCIAL  CELEBRITY 

Among  the  celebrated  social  successes  of  the  last 
twelve  decades,  PEARS'  SOAP  is  entitled  to  very  special  mention; 
It  has  augmented  the  pleasures  of  social  life  in  an  eminent 
degree  by  the  part  it  has  played  in  cleansing  the  skin  and 
beautifying  the  complexion. 

Sir  Erasmus  Wilson,  the  greatest  skin  expert  of  his  time, 
declared  PEARS  to  be  like  *'Balm  to  the  Skin.** 

Many  society  beauties  have  owed  their  lovelmess  of 
skin  to  PEARS,  the  daily  use  of  which  softens  and  refines 
the  texture  of  the  skin,  and,  at  the  same  time,  produces  and 
preserves  those  natural  tints  of  health  which  are 

Beauty's  Croivning  Grace 


The  Dish  of  The  Day» 


Bird's 


Custard 


tolUi 

Steioed  Gooseberries 


BIRD^S  Custard  /«  the  one  thing  needetf  with  all  stewed. 
Tinned,  or  Bottled  Fruits.  It  enhances  their  flavor,  adds  to 
tlieir    nutriment,    and    imparts    to    them    a    grateful    mellowness. 
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